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He left to take back the animals to Aroa, a long five
days’ march. In Puerto Cumarebo we had a series
of meetings in the Donquis home, and then Mr. Douglas
and I got a small coasting steamer, which took us to
Puerto Cabello.



CHAPTER XXI
A TRIP TO FALCON IN A ‘‘CAMION”’

I HAVE described a journey to Fale6n on horseback,
and also by boat. It now remains for me to give an
account of the first trip in a camion. A camion is
what we call a truck or lorry. I managed to engage
a brother who owned a truck, for the trip to Puerto
Cumarebo. We started early in January of 1933 at
about 8 a.m., from our home in Puerto Cabello. The
Christians in Falecén had never seen a foreign sister,
and they had asked me to bring my good wife on the
next trip. We were six in all : Mrs. Williams. Mr. John
Wells, IFrancisco Olivero (a brother who wished to
give all his time to the Lord’s work and we were going
to try him out), Don Juan, the truck owner, and the
driver.

We spent six hours on the way to San Felipe, and
enjoyed breakfast with Mr. and Mrs. Douglas. After
prayer we started, not to stop until dark, when we
reached Las Brisas del Coco, a small posada away out
in the bare plains, where nothing can be secen but
goats and cactus. We made about one hundred and
sixty miles that day. Again we made an early start,
and made good time as long as we were on the Trans-
andina highway, but we soon left it and then progress
became slow, never more than fifteen miles per hour,
and often very much less. The truck lurched and
bumped from side to side, up river beds full of great
stones, now climbing a very stecp grade in fourth
gear, and the motor fairly roaring, now descending
a steep grade, where a [aulty brake would land you

2]0



A TRIP TO FALCON IN A ‘‘ caMION”’ 211

over a precipice hundreds of fect below. No driver
at home would believe it possible to pass the roads
we did. The Venezuclan makes a splendid chauffeur.
Any one who can run a car at home has to learn all
over again in Venezuela, as the curves and grades,
the rivers and mud holes require special experience.

We again passed miles and miles of land covered
with cactus, and the only animal to be seen was the
hardy goat, often in flocks of a hundred or more,
many of them with the cactus leaves sticking on their
heads and sides, held on by cruel thorns. There is
one species of plant they call * cocuy,” which abounds
on the barren, sandy plains of Eastern Fale6n. The
root is boiled and eaten and also fermented and dis-
tilled, and makes a very intoxicating liquor, which
they call ‘ cincuentaiseis,” I suppose because it
contains fifty-six per cent. alcohol. Then the stem is
prepared and makes a good strong fibre used in making
sacks and hammocks. The top part of the stem is
very fine, and gives a very beautiful white, woolly
fibre, from which they spin a fine thread, and make
fine goods. The leaves are used for coarse rope, and
also to cover the poorer huts. Every part of the plant
is of some use; but to look at it, you would never
dream of its utility. So it is with many of the Lord’s
family. They are not much to look at, but, if rightly
understood, every member could be put to a good use.
It was 11 p.m. ere we reached a posada. We had had
little food, and the host told us that he had nothing,
not even water ; but he sold us a pint of kola for forty
cents, which we were glad to get, although he charged
us just four times the usual price. We even found a
native bed to be a “ grand invention ” that night, as
we were all so tired.

The third day was much like the last, only that we
had to cross some very rickety old wooden bridges
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which made onc heave a sigh of relief when one crossed
safely. Some of them we would not risk and we carried
the goods over and the driver went over slowly with
the truck. In the afternoon we came to the great
stretches of plain near Coro, the capital of Falcén.
It had rained, and each fresh truck or car that had
passed had left the main rut and gone out looking for
something better, and often they resembled ploughed
fields with the many ruts side by side. As we advanced
our difficulties increased, and when we passed Coro
we got into serious trouble, as the truck stuck in deep
mud. Our good Brother Don Juan had wonderful
patience, and with his driver and our help the truck
was jJacked up, stones carried from a distance and bush
put in and then the driver took the wheel, made us
all stand back, opened the throttle full, and it would
have made a sage laugh to see how the truck skidded,
and turned from side to side, throwing the mud in
every direction, and once the driver got up speed,
he never let up until he reached a dry spot. We all
had to follow on foot, only too glad to see another
difficulty overcome. We now reached an arm of the
sea which had to be forded. The tide was in and the
water deep. They stopped the truck to go and recon-
noitre, and while they were away, a few half-drunken
natives came up and spoke to us, offering to take us
over at a dollar a piece. They told us that we would
all get wet and perhaps drowned if we dared go in
the truck ; but their efforts were in vain. We had been
too long in Venezuela to be fooled by them. But I
overheard the one say to the other that as they could
not get moncy by carrying us over, they would tell
Don Juan that the best place to cross was where the
water was decepest and that the truck would stick and
then they would get lots of money to help us out.
I went and told Don Juan what they had said and he
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waded in and went before the truck and showed the
driver where the water was most shallow. In doing
this he fell on his back and got a free salt bath and
the drunks enjoyed his discomfiture ; but the motor
roared, the steam flew from the radiator, and the
skilful driver again piloted over his hydro-truck. We
made a beeline for the ‘ hotel >’ which I knew, and
unfortunately the hostess took us for Americans and
wanted four dollars each for the night. I told her
that I was practically a Venezuelan and she had better
come down or we would move on. We got the whole
company lodged, with supper, for four dollars.

It was now I'riday and we had only some twenty-
seven more miles to Puerto Cumarebo. But they proved
the worst, and although we left at 6 a.m., we did not
get there until 1 p.m. Here we got a warm welcome
from Damita and the Donquis family. We paid Don
Juan three hundred bolivares for his services as agreed,
thanked him for his kindness and patience and bade
him good-bye. We were never to see him again, for
shortly afterwards a heavy door fell on him and he
died away in Rubio.

But we had not finished ; there were still nine miles
to cover to La Montana de Tocépero. Our brethren
sent down a train of donkeys for the luggage and
travellers, and it was late when we reached thc moun-
tain home of the Barbera family, where many of the
Christians were waiting to meet us and to see the
missionary’s wife. We spent a month with them,
holding meetings in Tocépero, about two miles away,
but hard to reach becausc of a deep gully. It checred
us not a little to see how the assembly had been
preserved and grown since its inception the previous
year—and that without a visit [rom any of the
missionaries. Some had been saved during the ycar
and others who had professed the previous year, when

A TRIP TO FALCON IN A
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we were there, were now ready to be baptized. e
usually wait a good while to prove the reality of those
who have professed and look for fruits of real con-
version. It is unsafe to baptize quickly here, and most
wait from six months to a year or more. All have to
show a clean life; if they have been living with a
woman, they have to get married or separate. We
never baptize any one who continues smoking, or
touching liquor in any form, gambling in any form,
or who is not making an honest effort to pay any
debts. Those who are to be baptized are announced
to the assembly on the previous Lord’s Day and this
makes all feel their responsibility and shows fellowship,
as when we are satisfied to baptize in Venezuela, we
arc also satisfied to receive into church fellowship.
As it is the assembly which receives and puts away,
the names of those who wish to be baptized and
received are announced beforehand, and this has been
a great safeguard in keeping the testimony clean for
the Lord.

As two of those who were to be baptized were quite
old, we decided to build the brethren a cement baptistry
on the site one of them gave for a hall. I am glad to
be able to add that the Christians have now built
their hall and Mr. Wells and I hope to leave in June
to go over for the inauguration and have some spccial
meetings. We got the baptistry finished and the
Christians began carrying the water to fill it on
donkeys a distance of three miles. The devil always
hates scriptural baptism. The enemies got busy and
got the chief to prohibit them carrying water from the
pool. They decided not to fight the case, but to yicld,
and began carrying water from another pool five miles
away in small barrcls on the back of donkeys. Every
Christian barnessed his donkeys; and just as the
first were to be baptized, the last load arrived and we
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had lots of water. We enjoyed preaching the gospel
to an orderly crowd who had come to see the strange
sight. Six obeyed the Lord by baptism—and it was
beautiful to see the old couple, both nearly eighty
years of age, and another man about sixty, others
younger, carrying out our Lord’s command. They
were all received into fellowship the following day.
We passed a very happy day with the Christians.

All were astir early on Monday morning as we were
to start the march to Mirimire, about sixty miles away.
Many a tear was shed as the final *“ adios ” was said
and the oft repeated question ‘“ When will you come
back ? > or ‘“ Will it be another year ? > How could
we tell them that in May we expected to go home on
furlough ? We were glad when Mr. Saword and Mr.
Douglas were able to visit them six months later.

We got a good start on the road and all went well
until the rain came on. The further we went, the deeper
the mud became and the last three miles the animals
were up to the hocks at every step as we ploughed
here and there trying to find firmer footing. At last
we reached Huequito and here our good brother
Antonio Barbera had arranged we should pass the
night. My wife’s feet were so wet that when she stood
up after dismounting, thc water was running out at
the tops of the shoes. Fortunately, the hostess had
shoes and stockings which she donned until the donkeys
arrived later with the loads. Later in the evening, all
the neighbours came in and we had a gospel meeting.
We found plenty of food and Mrs. Williams decided to
fry the fowl we carricd over again, to keep it for next
day, at the little smoky fire on the ground, the light
of the [irc being the only light available. Hammocks
wcere soon up as the mosquitoes molested us and as
we bade them ‘¢ beunas noches,” our host warned us
to be careful that the rats did not eat our lunch. My
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wifc and I had the only bedroom, we shall call it,
in the house, with everything in it but furniture. It
was not long after putting out the light that we heard
the rodents and suddenly turning on the flash light
we saw two scampering up the rope we had our lunch
hanging from on a cross beam in the house. We used
a pot lid tied half way down the rope and the rats
could not descend without being thrown off and so
our food supply was saved for the long march next
day.
Mr. Wells could not sleep and shortly after twelve he
wished to make a start. But he had the majority
against him and we managed to sleep until three. But
with the usual delays in harnessing, etc., it was six
before we got ready to leave. Mr. Wells was about
the last to mount, not his own steed, but a horse
they had given him in Tocépero. The animal was
not inclined for another day’s hard work, and perhaps
its back was sore, and Mr. Wells was no sooner in
the saddle than he went over the animal’s head. He
reared and kicked and John mounted again, but before
he mounted, I tied the horse’s head to the tail of my
mount and at a given signal I was to pull off and then
John was to mount—a stunt I had learned before.
But unfortunately my animal was too slow in starting,
and when Mr. Wells mounted he tried to stick on bravely
but was again thrown forcibly to the ground. We
were thankful that no bones were broken as the second
time he fell on his head. After the excitement was
over, he realized that his spectacles were gone, but
someone found them stuck in the half dried mud, none
the worse.

At Jast we got started, the refractory horse without
a load, but he repented his folly, for on crossing the
first river, we put a pack saddle on him and hc had
to carry much more than he would have done had he
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been more docile. The rains had changed the canos
into rivers and our guide, Antonio, who had gone
ahead, came back with a very perplexed look on his
face. I asked him what was the matter. * Oh, there
is a very deep cano right ahead and we men could make
it all right, but I am worried about Misia Mabel.”
“ Never mind, Antonio,” I said, * she is plucky and
will swim over on horseback.” “ But she is riding
the General’s mule,”” he reminded me. “ and mules
are all bad when they are in the water. Do you think
that we could float her over on a big batea ? ”’ I told
him that we would not try and that he would be
surprised what she could do. Just than a man came
along from the other side and I was glad to see that
he swam over easily on horseback. The boys passed
over all the stuff that was perishable, holding their
hands above their heads to keep it dry. Then my wife
mounted the best horse, and with Antonio at its head,
I gave him a few whacks from behind and he plunged
in, and they soon were safe at the other side. This
process had to be repeated three times during the
forenoon as we came to the different canos; only
that in two we were fortunate to have an old tree
as a bridge to cross over while the mules and horses
swam. The last place had a good bridge kept by a
man who charges ten cents for each traveller. We
ate our breakfast and dinner in one ; and at the bridge
we met the * postman ’—if such he could be called—
coming from Mirimire. There is no regular time for
mail here, but when a number of letters accumulate,
about once every three weeks, the civil chief arrests
a man, gives him two dollars, sends him off on foot
the sixty miles to Puerto Cumarcbo, taking the mail,
and bringing back whatever there may be.

We reached Maizillal about 3 p.m. where there arc
a number saved. They were expecting us, and a brother
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met us on Lhe road with a pot of water. How good it
tasted! We each drank several glasses. We then
pushed on the remaining nine miles to Mirimire
(pronounced Me-re-me-ray). At last the welcome hill
hove in sight and I was glad, as my wife was badly
burned with the sun and very tired, so that she could
hardly stand when she alighted. However, the warmth
and kindness of the saints, the hugs and embraces,
the hundred questions she had to answer, made her
forget, in a measure, her tiredness. They soon had a
meal on the table, but after the heat and fatigue of
the day, we could not enjoy it. We just wished to
drink and drink and sleep. Dear Antonio had walked
all the way, and it is a constant source of wonder to
the newcomer how the natives can walk such long
distances, under a tropical sun, and apparently are
not any more fatigued than we who ride.

Upon arrival, the baulky horse began taking circles
around the yard and next thing had landed on his
back in a deep hole they had dug in making mud bricks.
We got him out, gave him some ‘ yellow maize ”
(a good hiding), as the Venezuelan says, and we were
glad to dispatch the brute back to his mountain home.

Here, as in Tocépero, it was encouraging to see
how the saints had been preserved and others saved.
Martin and his wife were a real Priscilla and Aquila to
the little company. His house, though small, with
mud walls and floor, and roof made of split wood, was
the mecting place for the church.

We spent four weeks with them, and it was while
there that Mr. Wells had the disagreeable experience
of finding a snake coiled up under his pillow as he went
to bed onc night. Tle had been lying on top of it,
reading, for about an hour before he made the discovery.
We had cause of thanksgiving to God for preserving
him from the venomous reptile.
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Quite a number were waiting for baptism so that
the last Saturday of our sojourn we had a baptism
in the same river where we baptized the previous
year. The first to be baptized was young Cohen—
small and only about eighteen years of age. There
were many of the richer class there, sitting on their
mules on the opposite side of the large pool about
forty feet wide. I heard them say as he was put under
the water : ** What a shame to see that young fellow
cntering into that strict religion ! ”> Then an old man,
rather bald, came later and again I could hear: *“Is
it not a disgrace to see that old man leaving the
religion of his fathers. Heshould have known better !
Thus we see that the devil would never tell the sinner
that it is now time to be saved—*‘ To-day if ye will
hear his voice ”; but either too young or too old,
too soon or too late. Yet on the whole it was an orderly
baptism. That time, we baptized a woman from
Mirimire who was a real trophy of God’s grace. The
first time we went to Mirimire, we went into her
husband’s store and he took a Testament, not knowing
what it was. When he heard who we were, he used
all the holy water he had to sprinkle the place where
I had stood. He then burned the New Testament and
I have heard him tell as it burned, it seemed to swell
up and he was sure that the devil was in it | Later,
he was convinced of the truth of the Gospel and was
saved. This was a fresh wound for his [anatical
wife and between grief and rage she often worked
herself into a frenzy over her husband having embraced
this terrible religion. I remember the previous year,
when she went with her husband to the river to sce
him baptized. When Mr. Douglas was baptizing him,
she swooned away and caused some fuss, but we went
on as if nothing had happened. The cnemics ran and
told her brothers that the evangelicals had killed
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their sister. Two of them came mounted and armed
to take revenge by killing her husband, when they
met the people returning and their sister with them.
A short time later she, too, was saved, and now as she
came along with face beaming, she said : “ Oh, how
different to what it was a year ago ! Now we are united
again in the faith of our Lord Jesus Christ ! ”

Next day was the last Lord’s Day with the saints
in Mirimire and as many as could come from Belén
and Maizillal were there. Monday, we were on the
animals at 2 a.m. Quite a number of the Christians
were there to see us off, and followed us a few blocks
in the moonlight. Then the last farewells, which were
no less sad than they had been in Tocépero. We had
a good trip on the whole and apart from a few mishaps
in crossing the canos, we got on well. Mr. Wells
sprained his leg badly in trying to jump a-cano.
I got two kicks from a mule which might have been
serious, in seeking to make them enter the water.
They did not expect us at El Mene so soon, and were
not ready, so we had to lie down on the benches of
the hall until our faithful Romulo came along. He
boiled us some water and we had a good cup of tea
which refreshed us all. We then proceeded to make
ourselves at home by fixing up hammocks and portable
beds in the rooms they allotted to us. How different
from our first visit to El Mene, when we could only
find a stable to sleep in !

In the evening Pastor Pena came along and about
eight or ten men with him who had all been saved
during the year. What a joy and surprise it was to
us to sce how the Lord had blessed their testimony !
As we saw the numbers who had been saved, and the
gift there was among them, we felt that the time
had come to form an assembly. We began examining
the candidates [or baptism, and for a weck we spoke
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to them after the gospel meeting until often it was
cleven before we got over them all. Nearly all could
give a clear story of their conversion and those whom
we knew were fitted as elder brethren were present,
and then they were asked their opinion of each one,
if they were giving evidence in the world of a clean
life. Often the elder brethren asked questions also,
and it was good to see how they knew what one who
is saved should do. We noticed that in many cases
our good brother Blas Colina, the Indian cook, had
something to do with their conversion by some word
spoken or some tract given. He has no gift for
preaching, but he has a good testimony, and a clean
life. We decided to have the baptisms in the court
of the house they had the meetings in, as it was not
convenient for so many to go away to the lake; and,
besides, the public would benefit by the testimony.
So we got some pine boards from the Oil Company
and with some sheets of galvanized iron we made a
fine baptistry.

We invited some to come from Mirimire and on
the Saturday the courtyard was full. Two Vene-
zuelans spoke and then Mr. Wells and I preached
the Gospel. Then fifteen sisters and fourteen brethren
obeyed the Lord by baptism. All was very orderly
and we felt that the Lord was working. Two of the
sisters had a high fever from malaria but as they
wanted to be baptized we looked to the Lord that no
ill-effect would follow and so it was they both were
taken care of. Romulo had a young sister of about
sixteen years who had resisted the Gospel and even
refused to cover her head in the meetings. Six of
their family were saved, and they were all to be
baptized ; but still she remained apparently unmoved.
We were disappointed at not secing her among the
crowd who came to witness the baptisms, as we [elt
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that it would speak to her to see the separation that
there now was between her and them. Later, her
mother told us that she had fever and could not come.
Her mother said to her as she left her: * Well, we
must leave you alone as we are all to be baptized.”
After she had gone she realized how  alone ” she was,
and how, if the Lord came, she would be alone for ever.
When they returned from the baptism they found
Chinchiquira rejoicing in her Sgviour. ‘ God moves
in a mysterious way, His wonders to perform.” He
had His own way of breaking down that stubborn
will. Chinchiquira changed her name to Juana Maria,
as she was named after a black image of the Virgin
Mary they adore in Falcén. At the previous baptism
in the lake there was a big tall fellow who gave us
lots of trouble, called Mario Castillo. During the special
mectings we were having on the chart, he and a number
more professed to be saved.

On Lord’s Day about forty-five of us remembered
the Lord’s death for the first time in El Mene. Three
or four had come over from Mirimire. We had invited
the other workers, Brethren Wills, Saword and Douglas,
to come, but owing to the distance and the diffi-
culties of travelling, they were not able to be present.
Our hearts overflowed in thanksgiving as we looked
around that little company and saw what God had
wrought in that modern Sodom. In the aftcrnoon
we had a ministry mecting, and we thought that
things were strangely quiet, for although the pecople
had never been unmanagcable, still always a few
stones were thrown and names shouted by some as
they passed. It was the lull before the storm, as we
were soon to prove.

The evening meeting began with the room full;
abbout onc hundred packed inside and three doors
and onc window were full of [aces, also some in the
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corridor inside. When the second brother was speaking
—DMartin Barbera—the stones began to fall freely on
the roof and it does not require much imagination
as to how they sounded on an unlined corrugated
iron roof. The people did not show much excitement
and he finished, and then Pastor Pena began to speak,
and a real volley of stones came out of the darkness.
A leader of the lewd fellows came forward and fired
his revolver in the air, and then a volley of powerful
rockets aimed at the doors and windows sounded
like an army firing right at us. The ﬂare of the
rockets and the whizz as they passed one’s head was
alarming, and two aimed at Pastor went right inside
and burned a hole in a chair, but, apart from the
loud report, no harm was done. Pastor, who has been
captain of a sailing smack in his day, shouted, as in a
storm, the truths of the Gospel. John and I stepped
outside thinking that they would at least show us
some more respect; but in this we were mistaken
for we only increased their rage and I saw the leader
with blood-shot eyes glaring at me with murder on
his face. IHe told his gang to be ready and jump in
among the crowd and knock them down; but the
boys gathered behind the doors and said: * If one
dares jump inside among the people, we will shut
the doors with a bang.” We could now see that the
rockets and stones were aimed at us, and it did us
good to see how the brethren stood in front of us to
shield us from them. They asked us to go inside,
so we entered and I shouted to Pastor to close with
prayer, which he did. The people, with the exception
of the Christians, were almost in a panic. I announced
another weeks’ meetings and invited all to come,
when I saw an old woman rise and heard her say,
above the din: * Sefior, you invite us to another
weeks’ meetings. This is the first time I have ever
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been in a gospel meeting, and, if I get out with my
life, it will be the last. I am very scared.” It was
Marios’ old mother. He had managed to get her out
to the meeting that night for the first time as he was
just newly saved, and when he heard his mother,
he stood up amid all the excitement and said:
“ Mother, listen, do not be afraid of their stones;
be afraid of dying and being in that red place at the
bottom of the chart—the lake of fire!” The Lord
did save her later and many a gospel meeting she went
to, and is now in His own presence.

I told Mr. Wells to do his best to keep them out
and I would go out at the back and see if I could get
the civil chief to come. As]I crossed the room Romulo’s
mother said to me: ‘““I have good news for you;
Chinchiquira got saved yesterday during the baptisms
and that is why the devil is roaring.” I beckoned
Pastor to come with me and I went into our room
and knelt down, as the heavy stones struck the walls
and broke off the plaster on the inside, and the noise
increased. I thought that we were going to have
bloodshed and felt for my wife being there, but thought
the best way was to try and get in touch with the
chief. Prayer changes things, and dear Pastor did
pray too, and we both slipped out by the back and
got down a side street to where the civil chief was
seated in front of his drinking saloon. I asked what
he was going to do about the hall, and, with an air
of utter indifference, he asked what was wrong. I
told him that if he had no use for the Gospel to at
least try and save the owner’s house, as it would soon
be destroyed. He said that he had not heard anything,
but would send a policeman. I told him that we did
not wish a policeman, but that he must come himself.
He conscented unwillingly. Ie went over to his house,
had a look at his revolver, and we threec went down
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the street. A boy passed with a number of rocket
canes in his hand and I called his attention to them
and when we got out on the same street where the
hall was, I sarcastically asked him if he could hear
anything yet. The stones made a terrible noise even
three blocks away and he had to admit that something
must be wrong. When we got near to the mob, the
chief took out a powerful whistle from his pocket,
and when he blew, the policeman, who had been in
the crowd all the time, but doing nothing, responded
and, marvel of marvels, the storm became a calm!
The roughs ran away in the dark and the policeman
now showed his authority when there was no need.
We went inside and advised all to go home as fast as
possible and the hall was soon empty. One woman
came after, called Liticia, and said that in spite of all
the trouble she felt safer with us inside than with
the ungodly outside. She may have been saved that
night ; if not, soon afterwards.

We went on for another week and the Lord caused
us to triumph in every way, as we found out after
that it was the scheme of about twenty of the principal
men of the town, backed by the civil chief, to oust
us from the town as they were very much disappointed
that Pastor Pena had got saved and was going on for
God. We have lived to see all the old enemies go or
get saved, and to-day Il Mene has a nice hall and
school and a decent home for the school teachers,
and last time we were there we had the joy of baptizing
twenty-eight who had for some time confessed the
Lord. While we were on that visit, Pastor Pena
came one day to the house all broken up. He wept
like a child and for some time the strong man was
unable to control his voice. IIe managed at last to
relate to us what was troubling him. After the
business transactions of the week with the Dircctor

P
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of the Company, an Englishman, he asked Pastor to
step into his car, which he did and he drove him over
to the clubhouse and asked him to go in. Pastor did
not know what to do. He saw a brother there who
worked in the dispensary of the Company, who asked
him what he was doing there. But the manager had
seated him at a table and asked him what he would
have. He told him : * You know that I do not drink,
but I will take a lemonade.” The Director asked:
him to at least take some beer, but he was firm and
took only the lemonade. But Pastor felt that he had
done a great wrong in going at all, and as soon as
he was free, he walked the two miles in his working
clothes to tell us what had happened. He has gone
on for years, still manifesting the same tender con-
science in the things of the Lord.

All too soon the four weeks had passed away in
El Mene, and as the Aroa conference was to start the
following week we had to push on. We expected to
go down to Chichiriviche in the Oil Company’s motor
coach but it broke down, and the friends got a large
chair for my wife on a flat car and Mr. Wells and I sat
on the arms on either side and we rode in state in a
freight train to Chichiriviche. We spent two nights
with the saints, and carly next morning left in a fishing
boat for Tucacas. It took us from 4 a.m. until 1 p.m.
to do the trip as there was no wind. The sun blazed
overhead and we all got sea-sick except I‘rancisco
Olivero who had been suflering from malaria. We
all managed to rcach Aroa in time, and it was good
to sec our fellow-labourers and the Christians once
more. I‘rancisco Olivero wanted to serve the Lord
but, poor man, that trip left no spirit in him, and
we have never heard of him wanting to go Lo IFaleén
again.

Mr. J. Wells and I spent cight weeks in Faleén
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during the months of June and July of this year 1937.
We had the joy of seeing three different baptisms
when fifteen in all confessed the Lord, in El Mene,
Belén, and Tocépero. We spent three weeks with
the Christians in Tocépero having nightly gospel
meetings, and we worked by day and laid the tiles on
their new hall and also laid the cement floor. On
24th July we had the opening of the hall and some
two hundred crowded into it. The order was splendid,
and the Lord gave real help in preaching the gospel.
Many came for the first time. Some came to see the
new hall, while others came to see Dofia Teolinda being
baptized. Her daughter Damita was saved the first
time that we went to Puerto Cumarebo and she has
gone on well. Her mother has professed for some time ;
but as her husband is one of the old time generals
she has been afraid of the so called “ society.” She
came and told us that as she was an old lady, her
husband did not wish her to be baptized with the
others before so many. We told her that it was just
the devil trying to make her afraid and that we would
not baptize her privately, as she would have far more
joy in confessing Christ publicly by baptism.

She decided that she would, and she was the first
to go down into the water and she came up smiling.
She came and thanked us for all the trouble we had
had with her, and said that she was glad that she had
not given way to [ear. Her youngest son waited to
take her away in the car, and he came and shook hands
very heartily with us.



CHAPTER XXII
‘““ FROM YOU SOUNDED OUT THE WORD OF THE LORD ’’

ONE of the things that cheered the great Pioneer
was the fact that he had not to settle down to be a
pastor, in the sectarian sense, to the assemblies which
he saw formed. He taught them God’s principles
for carrying on the work, and when he saw that they
were sufficiently instructed, he left them alone. In
some cases it took longer time than in others. True
they made mistakes, and they had to write to him
about their troubles or wait until he or some missionary
paid them a visit. But, by making mistakes they
learned, and grew in the knowledge of the Lord and
His ways in a manner that they never would have
done had he remained with them.

One special note of thanksgiving in connection
with the Thessalonian assembly was the way that
the gospel had sounded out from them. We have, in
some measure, tried to follow the apostolic pattern
in Venezuela, and it has been encouraging to see how
our Venezuelan brethren have sought to carry the
gospel to the villages around their assemblies. In
some places more success has been seen than in others,
but in most of the assemblies they give away very
much gospel literature and also El Mensajero Cris-
tiano, visit the people, and when a door is opened
they start meetings. Where they sce a rcal interest,
they invite some of the Lord’s servants for spccial
meetings, and in this way several assemblies have been
formed.

Such was the case in Santa Rosa, a mountainous
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district about forty miles from Puerto Cabello. In
the early days of the work in Nirgua and Bejuma,
Mr. Douglas and I used to visit Canoabo. We stayed
twice in General Entrena’s home. He professed to
be saved through reading a Bible while in the political
prison in Puerto Cabello. This man gave us real hope
at first; but an Adventist book fell into his hands
and he began keeping the Sabbath. He used the
literature we gave him to propagate his erroneous
doctrine and such books as Selected Portions of God’s
Word and The Way to God by Moody, fell into the
hands of some of the Sequera family, and for some time
they, too, were ‘‘ keeping the Sabbath,’’ while enjoying
some of the truths of the gospel which they got,
not from Entrena and the Adventists, but from the
gospel literature, such as named, which he had
given.

One of them, called Eugenio, went to Puerto
Cabello and heard the gospel in its simplicity. He
invited the Port brethren to go up to their district
and preach the gospel to them. Two of the Christians,
called Aponte and Garrido, went to Santa Rosa,
found a people ready for the gospel and they saw a
number profess to be saved. Some more of the
brethren went, and they, on their return, encouraged
Mr. Johnston and Francisco Ramos to go up. Mr.
Johnston was.well pleased with what he saw, and stayed
with them a short time and also saw some blessing.
Mr. Johnston then encouraged others of the Lord’s
servants to visit them, which they did, and the blessing
continued. Later, an assembly was formed which
continued to grow until a hive-off took place last
year, when Mr. Fairfield and I went up for meetings,
and we had the joy of secing an assembly formed in
Quebrada Bonita about cight miles away, with forty
in fellowship.
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Much credit is due to grand old Don Jose la Paz
Sequera, the head, father and grandfather of the
Sequera family, which is very numerous. IHe was
amongst the first to be saved, and he never rested
until he saw all his family professing Christians. The
old saint was like a patriarch, they all loved and re-
spected him and his word was law. It caused deep
sorrow when he fell asleep in Jesus, and his body was
laid away until the resurrection morn in the little
cemetery in Canoabo. I may say that General Entrena
only lived to be a positive hindrance to the gospel,
and later he moved to Nirgua. When President
Gdémez died, the people destroyed his houses and he
had to flee for his life, where, I do not know, because
he was in league with the late president. With the
death of the old man, we all felt that there would be
a gap which no one could fill ; but, in a measure, we
have been agreeably mistaken, for a double portion
of his spirit seems to have fallen on his son Abigail.
The assembly goes on well, but, of course, there are
not so many conversions as in the first years, as nearly
all the nearby neighbours are saved. Both in Santa
Rosa and in Quebrada Bonita they have built their
own halls, of simple structure, but tangible witnesses
to the power of the gospel.

It would be beyond the scope of this work to detail
all the eflorts of the Christians to carry the gospel
to the regions beyond. But I must relate a more
recent work in Pontezuela which has been attended
with much blessing. Away back in the bush from
Albarico, the Lord saved a man called Daniel Dudamel.
Some of his family lived in Pontezuela away up among
the mountains about hall way between San Ifelipe
and Nirgua. IHis first interest after being saved was
to carry the gospel to his family relations. He could
not preach, but he got two brethren from Albarico
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to go with him, called Colmenares and Ulrich. They
are both rousing preachers, rough and ready, but
sincere, and they saw a number profess faith in Christ.
We heard about what was going on and they asked
some of the Lord’s servants to go and see them.
Mr. John Wells did visit them and found that a numkber
were evidently saved, but that they were somewhat
like their spiritual fathers, pious but primitive. For
example, they thought that it was well to pray much
on their knees, so that they would start in the early
evening and go on for hours. To prevent them falling
asleep, one stood with a raw hide whip which he freely
applied when he saw anyone giving way to the weak-
ness of Eutychus.

Mr. Wells encouraged Mr. Douglas to visit them,
and he spent a week with them. But the primitive
food made him sick. Some time later, he and I spent
fifteen days with them, and helped them start their
new hall. Before we left, fourteen were baptized.
Then, with Mr. Wells, I went back last year for three
weeks and had special meetings at night, and by day
we helped them put the roof on their hall and got
things ready to form an assembly. We had the joy
of baptizing seventeen in the river, and then an
assembly was formed with over thirty in fellowship.
They are very simple and sincere and have learned
much of the ways of the Lord so that their lives and
homes are completely transformed. One of the leading
men 1s Isalas Fuentes, son-in-law of Daniel Dudamel,
and the most gifted man is a son of the old Daniel,
called Danielito—little Daniel.

It might be intcresting to tell of the first time that
they remembcred thc Lord’s death. There were over
forty of us gathered around Himself that morning.
To many of them it was the first time at His table.
There was a real sensec of His presence as thanksgiving
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ascended to God in His name. I gave thanks for the
bread, broke it and passed it to a brother and his
wifc seated at my right side. The first four had never
scen the Supper before and I could not get them to
take the plate in their hand, but when it reached the
fifth brother, he knew what to do and took the plate
and passed it on to his neighbour. It went around
until it reached Don Isaias’ mother, an old lady of
eighty, and she just took a piece and left the plate
in her lap. A brother nearby passed it on and it went
around again until it came to old Petrona—seventy-
five years of age. She just left the plate in her lap
and the tears were running down her cheeks. We
waited a little while, but she paid no heed and I crossed
over and asked her to break off a small piece, but no
heed yet as the dear old soul was lost in wonder at her
Lord’s goodness to an old sinner like her. I just
broke off a small piece and gave it to her and the
plate went on.

Mr. Wells gave thanks for the cup and it went round
without a hitch except for little delays here and there.
Then a brother passed the box, and when it came to
the worthy couple at my right the woman began
examining her handkerchief. I should explain here
that in Venezuela the country people use their hand-
kerchief for a purse and the * reales” as they call
money in general, is tied in knots in the various
corners. She saw that she had nothing, and she said
to me: ‘“ Dear me ! I forgot all about the collection ;
but my boy is seated there behind, I shall just call
him and get something to put in” and without
waiting, she cried: ‘Hey Juan, come over here
with the handkerchief, I want something to put in
the box!” I managed to whisper to her to never mind
until after the meeting, and then she could give what
she wished to the brethren.



FROM YOU SOUNDED OUT THE WORD OF THE LORD 233

One may explain that baptism represents a burial
and show them all the movements ; but when you
come to baptize, some want to jump right into the
water, others wish to flop down right away, and again
others, when baptized, wish to rise and run, and you
have to hold on to them for a few seconds. The same
with the Lord’s Supper. One may explain all very
well, but in practice it is another matter. I saw one
brother at the formation of an assembly put ten cents
into the collection box and then take out five. After
the meeting, I asked him why he did this, and he told
me that he had only ten cents and could not get change
and he just decided to give the Lord the half of
what he had. Yet, in spite of little irregularities, it
is wonderful the order seen in the meetings.

They have done some good work in seeking to
carry the gospel to the mountainous district around
them. Brother Wells and I visited La Piedra, where
Don Luis Galaratti lives, of whom I have already
written how he was helped through the Pontezuela
Christians. We spent four nights with them, and then
went on to San Vicente, a place also opened by our
brethren. Here we found a number saved, and we
had five good meetings, and baptized two who from
sickness and infirmity were unable to go all the way
to Pontezuela. There is one good man there called
Felipe Baragan whom the Lord is using to carry the
gospel to that out-of-the-way place. They had pre-
pared for our arrival by adding a lean-to made of
palm leaves to the big grass-house. The leaves werc
green and unfortunately for us the donkeys and goats
were fond of them, so that we had to keep shouting
and scaring them away as they were eating holes in
our walls. Then wec got acquainted with a ncw pest
called ** quipitos,” which they said was the * king of
the bed-bugs.” It is about the size of a small bec
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and has a very elastic abdomen and can suck blood
until it becomes much larger. This insect can fly as
well as crawl, and this was my first experience with
them up In those mountains, as the people say that
they come from the bush. It flies in after dark,
finds its victim, and by patient crawling gets under
the mosquito net, fills up, and then crawls up to the
top of the net to enjoy digestion, and as one squashes
them the smell is disgusting. They told us that
they often form ulcers where they bite. We only
noticed a small red spot which disappeared soon after-
wards.

The rats too, abounded, and they killed four in
the mortar for pounding the maize. They raced over
the walls and searched our goods and made sleep almost
impossible. I was enjoying a fine doze about 5 a.m.
on Lord’s Day when I was awakened by a terrible
blow on my left temple. The rats were having their
final scamper before daybreak on the old loft above
our heads, and they knocked down a large wooden
basin which fell on my head, which must have been
harder than the basin for the side of the bowl was
broken off. Mr. Wells was sadly afflicted by the crowing
of a cock at his right side, but on the other side of
the imaginary partition, I heard him, between twelve
and onc, asking when he would stop crowing. The
rooster was doomed for next day’s dinner and he
seemed to know that his time was short and did his
best to get in a record number of crows before losing
his head. But in spite of it all, we had a good weck-end
and enjoyed fellowship with those simple souls, and
they told us if we would go back they would build
a new house with no rats, ete. It was a real joy to us
to see how the gospel is gradually penetrating the
district around Nirgua.

A small assembly with ten in fellowship was formed
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this year in La Titiara, and another in Maracay, with
twenty-seven in fellowship, the latter due, in a good
part, to the efforts of the Palo Negro Christians. Also
in Cabimas, in the State of Zulia, another assembly
testimony was started in September 1937.



CHAPTER XXIII
APPARENT DEFEATS

In all pioneering work we delight to tell of the
triumphs, but not of the apparent defeats; I say
apparent, as we are never able to fathom all the pur-
poses of God. This work would be incomplete as to
its purpose if I did not mention some of those seeming
reverses. The Lord Himself knew of places where He
had done much and reaped little. The Apostle Paul
followed in His wake, and Athens is not without its
lesson.

We have already mentioned Nirgua and how what
was once a happy assembly is now broken up. In
Urachiche also, both our Venezuelan brethren and
ourselves have been defeated in trying to get a foot-
hold. Then we could mention Guacara, near Valencia,
where we were on the eve of forming an assembly,
when bickering and devouring began among the Chris-
tians and only too well accomplished the devil’s end,
so that they are reduced to four to-day, the others
having moved away. We think of Chichiriviche, where
a small meeting was begun; but when President
Goémez died, the brethren, from fear of the civil chief
and the people, stopped the meetings. The leader
moved away and left some noble sisters who seek
to go on for the Lord amid many trials.

Another sad apparent reverse has been the State of
Cojedes, where for ycars we have persistently worked
the towns of Tinaquillo, Tinaco and San Carlos, the
capital. Mrs. Williams went with me, and later with
Mr. Saword we had a spell of six weeks in the first
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place of gospel meetings, and then we rented a house
in San Carlos, and my wife stayed on for months
and kept it going while Brother Saword and I had
another long spell ; and when I left, Mr. Saword and
Mr. Wells continued until they were put out of the
house, but got a better one. We got some professions
of faith, but most of them have turned out * strange
children.”” Before Mr. Saword left for Canada, he
took us to all the principal towns of the State and we
worked them again, and Mr. Fairfield has from time
to time visited the chief towns with El Mensajero and
tracts, but so far no door has been opened.

I am thankful to say that we have most of the
field without opposition from erroneous teaching. The
Adventists have made determined efforts to establish
their legal system in Valencia, Puerto Cabello and
Aroa, but I am glad to say that they had no success
in the first two places, but in Aroa they still make
frantic efforts to seduce the Lord’s people. Their
numbers there, too, are waning, and we expect to
hear soon of the end, as when we were there the last
time their leader was in trouble with the Government.
Very few of the Christians have been caught in the
meshes of the Adventists, and those simpler ones who
did get ensnared have sooner or later found out their
error and to-day are like wandering stars and rainless
clouds. Russellism has been propagated in the last
few years, but apart from selling their books, we have
not heard of their having any success in their seductive
propaganda.



CHAPTER XXIV
GENERAL GOMEZ

IN writing the story of twenty-seven years’ labour
in the spread of the gospel, there is one important
side that we have left untouched. General J. V.
Gémez’s administration as President coincided with
our service for the Lord. He proclaimed himself
President in 1908, and held the reins until 1935.

We saw him for the last time on 6th August 1933.
My wife and I had just landed in La Guaira, on our
return from Canada. While the steamer was unloading
we took the bus to Macuto, one of the General’s
favourite resorts. We were returning on foot when
we noticed a watering-truck spraying the highway.
Then came several soldiers on motor cycles. I went
up to an old lady who was leaning against a telegraph
pole and asked her who was coming. She replied in
the vernacular: ‘ Gua-El General ! ’—The General of
course ! Who else would come ? She pitied my sim-
plicity in not knowing that there was but one man in
Venezuela who could have such preparations.

We had just finished speaking when a big car
turned a corner of the road close in to where we stood.
We saw the Dictator himself, seated in the back seat,
much older looking than when we saw him in 1910.
The heavy moustache had grown grey ; but he had
still the martial air so habitual to him. He raised
his hand in military salute, and gave us a real smile,
all to ourselves.

Juan Vicente Gémez was, perhaps, onc of the most
remarkable men that South America has ever produced.
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No one seems sure of the date of his birth, as he was
supposed to have changed it so as to coincide with
that of his favourite hero, Simén Bolivar. His father
was a Spaniard, and his mother his Indian mistress.
From the one he inherited his remarkable ability as
a leader, and from the other his soft voice, his patience
and cunning cruelty. His early life was spent as a
cowboy, and he never lost his admiration for a good
cow or steer. Ifor some forty-two years he lived the
usual live of an Andino, ignorant of letters, frugal
and thrifty. The great world beyond was unknown
to him.

In 1899 he took sides with Cipriano Castro, also an
Andino, that is a native of the Andes, and therefore
hated by the ‘ Centrales >—that is, natives of Caracas
and Central States. Castro was successful in his
revolution, and in a few months he was in Caracas as
President of the Republic. He was not slow in seeing
the merits of his lieutenant J. V. Gémez, who for the
next eight years became his right-hand man.

General Castro was a very licentious man and soon
offended nature claimed her price. Goémez, on the
contrary, was temperate and never smoked or drank.
He steadily rose until he became commander-in-chief
of the army, then Vice-President. When Castro
became so ill that an operation was necessary and he
sailed for I‘rance, G6mez became Provisional President.
The patience and cunning of the Indian had stood
him in good stead. He waited until Castro had gone,
and twenty-seven days later he proclaimed himself
President.

One of the things that we all admired in Gémez
was his rare ability to rule his men. His soldiers were
very fond of him and this gave him a powerful backing
as a Dictator. He had no cducation; yet he had a
natural instinct and intelligence which scorned scien-
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tific formula. But withal, he was astute in choosing
technical men, many of them foreigners, to further
his commercial enterprises.

General Gémez began his reign by settling the debt
with France on a sound basis. He was very fond
of power and money. His favourite pastime was
cock-fighting. He also built in Maracay the finest
bull-ring in South America. He never married, but
he recognized over one hundred illegitimate children.
He employed the Andinos—his countrymen—in most
of the public offices. His espionage system would
have accredited any Jesuit. No one was safe in private
or public to say a word against the General. Yet
all hated him, and cursed him and his Andinos. Many
a time I have heard them say: ‘ When will the old
tyrant die ? He is as tough as toe-nails ! ”’

One man who got saved occupied the place of fiscal
aboard one of the General’s steamers. Sometimes he
asked me to write letters to the General for him on
my typewriter. He told me that his job as a fiscal
was a farce and that his real business was to watch
every movement of some of the General’s enemies.

General Gémez ruled with an iron hand. To a
tourist or a visitor Venezuela seemed to be a pros-
perous land with peace and plenty. I saw him leave
the Capitolio in Caracas, during the World War, when
he had re-elected himself President. As the band
played the national anthem, all took off their hats,
but I could hear the men behind me-cursing him in
the worst way. He turned everything into money
and soon he had the monopoly of trade. Nothing was
too mean or insignificant for him, if it could be used
to give him gold.

He used to say that he had an iron hand for his
foes and a gloved hand for his friends. This was a
fact, for he paid his subalterns very well for their
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fidelity. Most of them were ‘ chips of the old block ”
in their cruelty, injustice and thirst for power and
money. The discovery of the oil fields was his El
Dorado. Venezuela in a short time became the second
oil-producing country in the world. By his natural
tact he outwitted the foreigner and soon became one
of the world’s wealthiest men.

His slogan was : *“ Unién, Paz y Trabajo *—Union,
Peace and Work, which his foes interpreted to mean—
Union in the dungeons, Peace in the Cemetery and
Work on the highways! But he had no real rest or
peace. The Venezuelan will not be a servile slave
for ever. Many of her sons struck a blow for freedom
but only to be betrayed, defeated and end their days
loaded with irons up to seventy pounds in the dungeons
of some foul castillo. I remember when many uni-
versity students were put into the castillo, across the
bay from our home—a place I could never manage
to get into with tracts—and many a fine budding
fellow was lost by slow starvation, others chained
with criminals and sent to work on the roads in a
blazing sun and often in fever-infected areas. When
Gbémez died in 1985, some of them came out like
decrepit old men with beards, stooped and gaunt,
and yet they were only young men. Yet he called
this ‘“ mild treatment,’”’ and for those who were fitted
as military leaders, he had real punishment, bestial,
hellish inventions which modesty prohibits me from
penning, tortures to make the innocent political
prisoner confess, which would make the Spanish
Inquisition blush, could the dungeons of the Castillo
Libertador, San Carlos, the Tres Torres and La
Rotunda speak.

When the populace went wild with glee at Gémez’s
death in December 1935, they broke the doors of the
Castillo Libertador in Pucrto Cabello, went in and
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took out more than twelve tons of chains, shackles
and weights used in torturing the hundreds of unhappy
prisoners, and they (lung them into the deep sea,
cursing the memory of Gémez. IEustoquio Gbmez,
the General’s brother, was 'his right-hand man in all
matters of torture and punishment. When the great
Dictator died there were ninety-six millions of boli-
vares in the treasury; and no debts, either national
or foreign.

On the 17th December 1985, the news filtered through
that the General had died. Venezuela went mad.
Eustoquio Gémez, in trying to get hold of the reins
so as to continue the Gémez dynasty, was shot in
Caracas. What a mercy! The people desecrated all
that bore the mark of Gémez. His friends and family
fled in terror. About one hundred escaped in a boat
and many were shot. Then, and only then, did most
of us wake up from a terrible delusion, for we had
lived through it all and knew little or nothing of the
barbarous atrocities being committed under our nose.
It was all enacted with such sublime secrecy that only
when the liberty of the press was again established
did we know what had been going on.

Now we can look back and thank our loving God
and Father for all His protection during the twenty-
seven years of such tyranny. Remarkable as it may
seem, Gdémez was not personally opposed to the
gospel, although his sister Josefina and his favourite
mistress Amelia were bitter enemies of the Lord’s
people and fanatical Roman Catholics. TFrance,
Belgium and Holland honoured him with great titles,
and the Popc made him Cavalier of the Order of Piana.
The priests and Jesuits constantly caressed and
counselled him to turn us out. Yet with that uncanny
intuition which he possessed in divining men’s motives,
Gomez soon saw thal he had nothing to dread from
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the ‘ Evangelicos.” On one occasion, when the
enemies were pressing him to curtail our liberties,
he said, * Would to God you were all Evangelicals,
then I could sleep with more tranquillity!” One of
our brethren here was in charge of a large telegraph
station, and on one occasion G6mez sent a telegram
to his brother Eustoquio to protect and help some
missionaries whom his brother would have treated
in another manner.

When we were in Maracay having gospel meetings
we went to see his mausoleum. When he was buried,
it had to be guarded by hundreds of soldiers, or the
infuriated mobs would have blown it up. Much wealth
has been spent on the place. We went inside and trod
over the marble slab which covers the mortal remains
of, perhaps, the greatest Dictator of modern times,
who for twenty-seven years held three million people,
neither by prating patriotism nor racial ranting, but
by sheer iron will. The lines of Gray came to my
mind as we contemplated the little space now occupied
by the man, who a short time previous had been
almost owner of Venezuela :

The boast of heraldry, the pomp of power,

And all that beauty, all that wealth e’er gave,
Await alike the inevitable hour ;

The paths of glory lead but to the grave.



CHAPTER XXV
FELLOW HELPERS

I HAVE already mentioned all the workers, their coming
and parts of their service, with the exception of Mrs.
John Wells. Mr. Wells married Miss Isabel Thomson,
of Belfast, on his furlough, and she came back with
him in 1985. Mr. Fairfield we encouraged to come
back with us in 1934. He was heartily commended
from the Lurgan and district assemblies. Early in
1937, Mr. Fairfield was married to Miss Lily Bell,
of Belfast, in Puerto Cabello. Miss Bell arrived in the
fall of 1986. I am thankful to say that, with but one
or two exceptions, all the workers who have been
commended to the work in this field have proved true
fellow h:lpers. They have sought to confirm the work
already established and have pioneered according to
their measure. We hardly think it fair of some
Christians who are always finding fault with some
of the Lord’s servants, who do not pioneer as do others.
All the Lord’s servants are not fitted to pioneer.
God gives the right gift to each one He thrusts forth.
A strong body, a determined will, a thick skin com-
bined with a loving heart for those one wishes to reach,
are great assets in opening up new country. All the
Lord’s servants have not these qualifications. But
some of them have something else in their stead.
They have a father’s heart for those already saved,
and have ability to teach and instruct the young
converts ‘‘ in the ways which be in Christ.” We owe
much in the work in Venezucla to our dear [ellow-
servants who have followed up the [ormation of
244
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assemblics by occasional visits to help and counsel
the lambs in Christ. Then, again, all are not fitted to
edit a gospel paper. Yet how often has the printed
page preceded and succeeded the preacher to the
blessing of saint and sinner.

In the last years, our ranks have been depleted as
never before. Yet the blessing from the Lord’s
bounteous hand continues, and last year one hundred
and thirty-four were baptized and received into
fellowship in the different assemblies. The Lord has
raised up in most places men who are able to carry
on an assembly testimony without the presence of
a resident missionary or ‘ worker in charge.” We
had thirty of such at the Puerto Cabello Conference
this year, and we had a special Bible reading for
them. They give us much joy. This proves abun-
dantly that without a theological training in some
school or seminary, God can raise up men to carry
out Matthew xxviii.: “ All power,”” “All nations,”
“ All things ” and * All the days.” In other words,
*“ It can be done.”

Before closing, I desire to mention some of those
‘“ chief men among the brethren.” The oldest Christian
is Don Leon Almerida. He first heard the gospel
in Yagua from a travelling “ curioso ’—a name given
here to men who gain some knowledge of native
remedies—a sort of quack doctor. He walked several
times to Valencia and heard the gospel, and on return-
ing home one Sunday night he trusted Christ as he
crossed a bridge in the dark. He was saved about
1908 and has gone on very well. He has been much
used of the Lord in and around Valencia, especially
in shepherding the Lord’s people.

The next oldest veterans are Don Cayetono Madura
and his wife, Dona Margarita, in Pucrto Cabello, who
have also run a steady course, and after twenty-four
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years he is still active in the work of the Lord at the
agc of scventy-four. I have already referred to
Teodoro Acosta and his wife, Serafina. He is, perhaps,
the most gifted and useful brother in the work in
these parts. He is a blacksmith by trade, tall, erect,
frank and kind, he at once wins your admiration
and commands your respect. He has a real heart for
the Lord’s people and believes in complete separation
from the world, its ways and religion as being the only
true and sure path for the child of God to-day. He has
been much used in winning souls and in building up
the assembly in Aroa. He and his dear wife provide
a home away from home, for all the Lord’s servants.
His fellow-workers nominated him as president and
then treasurer of the Workers’ Union, and several other
social positions have been offered him, but with the
same result—he has refused in a firm but gracious
manner.

Then while writing of Aroa, I must mention our
well-beloved Jose del C. Pena. I have already said
a good deal about him in his indefatigable labours
in Faleén. He is an Andino—that is, a native of the
Andes. He is fair, and his speech and ways differ from
the people in these parts. When he arrived in Aroa,
he got a job with his uncle as foreman in a large sugar
plantation. When the Lord saved him he refused to
continue in this work, as he had to superintend the
making of large quantities of liquor. His uncle
rcasoned, railed and raved at him for becoming an
“ Evangelico ”’ and thus losing his lucrative job and
all his friends. Jose remained firm, and when he left
the uncle would not speak to him for years. But the
Lord has blessed him, and the uncle has now the
highest respect {or him and the gospel. Jose has becen
a good second in Aroa, and he and Teodoro Acosta
make a splendid pair. Iec is married and has four
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children. We were speaking to him at the Aroa
Conference this year about giving all his time to the
Lord’s work.

Another man, who has in his own quiet way helped
much in the Lord’s work, is Don Carlos Rivas of
Yaritagua. He was a devout R.C., and when they used
to carry the image of the Virgin from Santa Rosa to
Barquisimeto, he used to pay the master of ceremonies
to allow him to help to carry the idol perched up on
a large table. Twelve men were needed, and by turns
they were changed for twelve more. Don Carlos is
short and stout and he saw that he would never get
any weight if he did not devise something. The men
carried the ‘ saint >’ on their heads, and he made a
thick cloth pad which would add the desired height
to his stature, and he carried so much weight in his
much love to the Virgin that he has told us that his
neck was stiff for days afterwards. I have already
told how the Lord saved him at a conference in Aroa.
Many a time he tells of his stupidity in the Romish
practices and then loves to speak of the emancipating
power of Christ.

Another proved and faithful man is Felipe Olviedo
of Chivacoa. He is a carpenter by trade and has done
much not only to build the hall in Chivacoa, but also
to build up the assembly. He is a quiet man and has
a gracious spirit, but all have the highest respect for
him. Then I must mention Francisco Ramos of San
Esteban. This brother has been much used of the
Lord. He was the means in the Lord’s hand years
ago of taking us to Las Quiguas, where an assembly
was formed and where, owing to his testimony and
by the help of his brethren, twenty-two out of the
twenty-four houses in that part professed to be the
Lord’s. When Las Quiguas was sold to one of President
Goémez’s right-hand men, the Christians had all to
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migrate and move to San Esteban, where the assembly
continues with a nice number in fellowship, a large
Sunday School and usually a good hearing for the
gospel.

Another simple but sincere brother is Plinio Sequera,
who heard the gospel from his brother Eugenio, but
was later led to Christ by something he heard from
Mr. Johnston. Plinio lived in Sanchor and began
meetings in his home, a work in which Mr. Saword
took an active interest, and in 1934 we had the privilege
of being at a baptism and the formation of an assembly
which has borne fruit for the Lord.

Then in Valencia the Christians have a good man
in the person of Antonio Malpica. I have already
told how he heard the gospel in Nirgua and later
professed to be saved in Valencia. He has gone on
steadily and is one of the most active workers in the
assembly.

I have also mentioned Andres Ramos of Palo Negro,
who was in a large measure instrumental in the
formation of the assembly in that place, as well as
the formation of the assembly in Maracay. Then in
El Mene, I have spoken about Pastor Pena who has
been greatly used of the Lord to the building of that
church. In the San Ifelipe district, Ramon Rodriguez
has, in his own rough-and-ready way, sought to serve
the Lord and help His people.

Then last and least, so far as actual size is concerned,
of all whom I have mentioned, I must tell of little
Gales Guedez as he is called. He was saved in Duaca,
and has done much in that district to seek to help
the Lord’s people. He is so short that when he takes
the platform at a conference a smile is seen on the
audience. He is known as ‘ the bachiller ”’ (of Arts)
in Duaca. At a rccent conference he got up to occupy
the last ten minutes of an alternoon ministry meeting.
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His hearers smiled as he opened a very large Bible
and read from Chronicles with his glasses upside down.
Yet he gave a touching word as he reminded us that
there were no such spices given to Solomon as those
given to him by the Queen of Sheba, after she was
enchanted with all his grandeur. Then he applied it
that there would be such praise given to the Lord
Jesus on that day, as the thanksgiving from us,
His people, poor sinners saved from hell.

“Help those women which laboured with me in
the gospel” (Phil. iv. 8). Thus wrote the pattern
Pioneer. The Church and the Lord’s servants in every
clime and nation have to thank God for their noble
lineage. They have not been wanting in Venezuela,
and we owe much to our sisters who laboured with us
in the gospel. Here the native women are more
sincere and religious than the men. This is also true
of them after they are saved. They are more timorous
than the men at first, and we often have difficulty in
getting them under the sound of the gospel; but
they are more susceptible to the things of the Lord,
and usually in the assemblies there are more women
in fellowship than men. When once they get Christ,
they are a great help in bringing others to the meetings.
They have served the Lord’s servants in the material
things with a love and care which has often caused
real thanksgiving to the Giver of every perfect gift.

I have already mentioned some of them in con-
nection with their husbands and, did spacc permit,
I could write much more. Sisters’ service in Venezuela
is not so easy to sum up and tell about as is the service
of brethren. Their service is in keeping with their sex,
of a private and domestic nature. It is seen and
appreciated by Him in whose eyes the meek and quict
spirit is of great price. It is often made up of what
the world calls, * The daily dozen’: The usual round
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of preparing mecals, washing and mending clothes,
visiting and encouraging the Lord’s people, taking some
suitable food to some sick one or staying a few hours
at night with such; or it may be going to the home
of some unsaved one and taking them to a gospel
meeting. Perhaps such a one gets saved at special
meetings, and at the close the speaker counts the fish
landed, but is liable to forget to tell about the
sister whom the Lord used to guide them into the
gospel net. Not a few have received their first im-
pressions of the gospel or have been saved through
the personal testimony of godly sisters. It came under
my notice some time ago, the case of a sister who went
and kept house for two preachers. She attended to
all their wants and did her best to help them in their
work ; but in two long letters telling about their
meetings, etc., no notice was taken of Phebe.

But it is good to know that they who serve according
to the Scriptures, serve Christ, and whether brethren
appreciate and take notice of their work or not, He
always will, and a full reward awaits our sisters at
that day, when He takes the just weight and balance
in His hand and gives to every one according as his
or her work has been.



CHAPTER XXVI
CONCLUSION

“ Tuis know also that in the last days, perilous times
shall come ” (2 Tim. 1ii. 1). I have heard a great deal
about the Lord’s coming since I was saved thirty-six
years ago. Many of His people have expected His
immediate return, and many have said, with the old
brother I met in the North of Ireland: ‘I never
expect to be dibbled down.” But the Lord has not
come, and last year the dear old saint was * dibbled
down ” and thousands more who shared his hope.
Dates have been fixed by men whose Christian prestige
gave them weight with their fellow-saints. I have seen
two such dates fixed for His coming pass, and He has
not come. The World War, the universal depression,
Mussolini, Abyssinia, Spain and all the changing
panorama have been used to announce His immediate
return. But He has not come.

We would not depreciate all sane efforts to stir
up the Lord’s people to expect His near return; yet
there is a grave danger of reaction from fixing dates
and pressing passing events to prove that He must
come soon. We believe that herein lies one of the
subtle dangers of * the last perilous days.” The
Lord’s people are in danger of getting wearied out in
looking at signs, instead of looking for Himself, and
are tempted to say, *“ My Lord delayeth His coming.”

But He is coming. We have not the slightest doubt
about it. What are we going to do until He does
come ? Get busy. I asked the Lord for a little word
on my last birthday and Ile gave me two : * Occupy
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till I come” (Luke xix. 8); and, “ The Lord is thy
ILecper ” (Ps. cxxi. 5). * To serve and to wait for His
Son from heaven ” is the true attitude for the Chris-
tian to-day. The benumbing and discouraging effect
of the “ lukewarm ” days of Laodicea is seen amongst
the children of the Lord everywhere. The denomin-
ations, without exception, are more or less saturated
with * modernism.” There is hardly a mission sound
on all the fundamentals. We used to say that only
those Christians known as “ brethren” were exempt
from serious error. Alas! this can no longer be said
about all those who profess to gather in His name.
The servants of the Most High are being wearied out.
Bullingerism is more active than ever, and scriptural
principles are being given up for the specious plea of
love and union.

We have related, we trust in a fair and unpre-
judiced way, our efforts in the last twenty-seven years,
to carry out His last commission as given in Matt.
xxviil. : ““ All power,” *“ All nations,” ‘“ All things”
and ‘ All the days.”” We believe that the unbiased
reader will be able to say that *‘ It can be done.”

‘“ All power ’—We have proved that He is still
the Living Head of His Church and is able to prepare,
send forth and sustain His servants, as He did Paul
and the early labourers.

““ All nations ’—It has been shown that Venezuela,
one of the hardest and unhealthiest of the South
American Republics, has responded to the emanci-
pating power of the gospel.

“ All things ”’—It has also been demonstrated that
scriptural churches can still be formed and sustained
without a resident missionary or a * worker in charge.”
There are now twenty-two such churches in this field
and at least a dozen other houses or halls where a
gospel testimony is carricd on. IHundreds of IRoman
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Catholics have been saved and go on in happy church
fellowship, while thousands have been influenced and
heard the gospel. The assemblies are located as
follows :—

State of Carabobo — Puerto Cabello, Valencia,
Bejuma, Santa Rosa, Quebrada Bonita, San Esteban
and Sanchon.

State of Yaracuy—San Ielipe, Aroa, Albarico,
Palma Sola, Yaritagua, Chivacoa and Pontezuela.

State of I'alec6n—Mirimire, Tocépero and El Mene.

State of Lara—Duaca and La Titiara.

State of Aragua—Palo Negro and Maracay.

State of Zulia—Cabimas.

‘ All the days”—Without belonging to any mis-
sionary society, board or committee, we have abund-
antly proved that promise: “O taste and see that
the Lord is good ; blessed is the man that trusteth in
Him ” (Ps. xxxiv. 8). Yes, He has been with us * all
the days,” because ‘‘ He faileth not.”

We do not know what the future may bring for
the work out here, but we do desire to * Occupy till
I come,” knowing that “ The Lord is thy Keeper.”
We esteem very highly the love and fellowship of
the Lord’s people who have, by their prayers and
practical interest, strengthened our hands in God.
Most of them do not know how far-reaching their
service has been. They will be surprised when the
‘““ greater than David ” divides the spoils at the
Judgment Seat of Christ, and we shall share alike of
the trophies won for His crown from Rome-cursed
Venczuela. We would fain hope that this record of
His love and mercy may stir up other Christians to
put God first and seek to serve Ilim according to His
Word.
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