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team to make gospel records in the Guaica and
other languages as well. Nevertheless, apart from
"the hand of God upon them" in the work, it
could not be done. It was as humanly impossible
as Elijah's competition with the chariot of Ahab
up to the gates of .J ezree1. But, "the hand of the
Lord was upon Elijah so that he girded up his
loins and ran before Ahab unto the entrance of
Jezreel."
John Van Kampen remained in Los Angeles
several weeks in order to gird himself for the
specialized task of field recording among primi
tive peoples. He learned techniques in handling
the tape recorder, means of checking the material
for accuracy, and became familiar with a variety
of scripts planned and simplified for use among
the primitive pagan areas.
But as he left the hill compound of Gospel
Recordings in sunny California John knew his
strategic preparation must be in the area of faith.
Only the legs of an Elijah ... this confidence that
"the Lord He is God" . . . could outrun the
tangible forces that would challenge him.
"I had not noticed," he said, "that the Apostle
Paul's war-cry was also 'Rejoice!' No wonder he
was never discouraged."
John went forth to Venezuela in August of
1958 with his shield of faith shining with that
Pauline word REJOICE. Rejoice! This was both
shield and battle-song. He set his pace by the
iame little chorus Joy Ridderhof and Ann
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"Well," he said, "this is the boat I sold to the
priest. I am just taking it back for a while."
Indian giver!
For business reasons, Velasquez had loaded
the priest's canoe with people and cargo so that,
by actual measure, the sides of the boat were only
four fingers above the water leaving no margin
for what the wind might do. And this was the
stormy season. No wonder a storm soon caught
us and on the windward side of the river. One
foot waves filled the boat almost instantly.
Quickly Velasquez turned the canoe into the
brush and trees that grew along the river, but
the bank itself was under IO feet of water. Pas
sengers had to jump up into the trees. By a
miracle everybody got out safely. I stayed inside
to bail furiously with my helmet. We threw over
board two barrels of gasoline, and we just man
aged to keep the canoe afloat. It was a great relief
to me that at one of the ports further up river we
were able to transfer to this larger canoe, leaving
the priest his canoe quite a distance from its
home port.
Now, lying motionless on the prow as I watched
Sticky-fingers, I could recall the Velasquez ad
venture with almost a chuckle. He was certainly
a very new Christian. He told me of how a priest
once had explained to him, "But we are the ones
who have the key to heaven," and Velasquez
answered with equal zeal, "But we have the
Door!" (John IO. g).
The Maquiritares are the Indians that domin-
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planned for these people . . . I had not stopped
hearing 'the noise of the sound of abundance of
rain'. And I could look ahead with confidence
and rest of heart. But I also had the conviction,
in fact, I wrote it down in a letter to prayer
helpers at Gospel Recordings: "I may meet with
some real difficulties in getting these recordings."
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keep our people from these troubles she did not
want to be a Christian. Now, I know what to say
to her, Sefior." And his face glowed.
I marvelled at this Puinabe Indian, already a
sincere Christian, in this isolated place in the
forest of Venezuela. They were located in a
region claimed exclusively by the Roman Cath
olics, and all the other villages of the primitive
tribe were across the border in Colombia-all
pagan as yet. But as far as I could tell Pablo's
village of seven great-houses and the chapel were
100 per cent professing Christian. Each house,
built out of the forest, was made for six to eight
families. The houses were built in a large square
with a clearing in the' centre of bare, packed dirt.
Each white-washed house had a different Scrip
ture text laboriously printed across its front in
Spanish. The eighth house was kept for Christian
services which were held every evening when the
whole village gathered at their chapel to hear the
Word of God. The one Curipaco Indian who had
come to live in this village was an instructed
Christian. He was the pastor, and having married
a Puinabe girl he proved a good interpreter for
• the recording, having an understanding of both
the Puinabe and Spanish.
"We do have our own Puinabe book," Pablo
proudly informed me. I persuaded him to tell me
all about it. His story showed me something of
'the saving help of His right hand' previous to
this red-letter day for me, and the making of
gospel records for all the remaining villages of
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tribes. Pablo's mother had heard this and given
much thought to it. One day she said to him:
"My son, we Puinabe here are very poor in
our spirits. We are wicked. I know it ... de
praved, given over to many kinds of vices,
drinking. This is very bad. And I have heard that
the Word of God is walking among the Curi
pacos. Pablo, if you can ever find that Word do
not fail to bring it to us."
And after a while it had happened that Pablo
was out hunting rubber and they camped for the
night in front of a Curipaco village on the beach
of a stream. Across the narrow water he saw a
group of people gathered together. It looked like
a meeting of some sort. He listened. There were
no drums. But he heard them singing. It seemed
strange to him. "I wonder," and he thought, •
"could these be some of those Curipacos ?" At
nightfall he slipped into his canoe and crossed the
stream. Quietly he sat down at the edge of the
circle to listen. And sure enough one of the Curi
pacos spoke from a book that he held in his hand.
Pablo could not understand what was going on.
He could not understand the words that were
spoken. But he knew that this was it ... the
Word of God! These were the ones who knew
about it. After the meeting he went up to the
leader and tried to explain to him that he wanted
the Word of God to take home to his people.
"The book! That is it!" That was what he
wanted.
Pablo was handed a imall booklet. His heart

CHAPTER IV

UR dug-out slipped easily on to the mushy
Q beach
of the Cunacunuma River.We were
in jungle hills that look very much like parts of
Colorado with cliffs and caves on both sides of
the swift stream. Even the air seemed cooler.
And the white-washed village of Maquiritare
Indians was right under the shadow of Duida
Mountain that raises its flat crest 8,000 feet above
the jungle floor.
When we began to unload the canoe my mis
sionary host, Jacob Toews, startled me with the
remark, "Say, you can leave anything you like
in the canoe.Nobody will touch it.Even clothes
are left out on the line here."
Right from the start this place called Acanana
had seemed the perfect setting for the making of
the Maquiritare gospel records ...my second
batch of recordings. The New Tribers were
enthusiastic in their welcome, as were the Indian
Christians.
"Gospel recordings in the Maquiritare at last!"
The day had come.On the morning we were
to begin recordings we got the equipment set up
promptly. The generator, at a soundproof dis
tance away, was connected with the recorder by
a long cable.
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mike. His voice, clear and deep, proved excellent
recording quality; and only his voice, with its
message, would dominate the sound screen on
the tape.
Later, this plate preacher whirling on a village
phonograph must rival the dance-drums and
revelry of a round-house settlement such as those
of most of the Maquiritare tribe.
"A certain man had two sons," dictated the
missionary Senorita who lived in one of the white
houses of Acanana. She spoke with suppressed
excitement, and, not in Spanish, but in the
Maquiritare language which she had learned.
I watched the Maquiritare lad as he picked up
the thought and promptly repeated it in his
authentic accent. His wide-set eyes, black as his
sleek straight hair, brightened as he spoke the
sentence once more into the machine as soon as
he saw those spools begin to turn.
"And the younger son said unto his father ... ",
sentence followed sentence. My humidity-proof
wrist watch ticked off the morning hours. And
all was well. We rejoiced in the One whose Hand
had prepared this day for us.
"Is it true," I said to the missionary, "that
everyone in Acanana is a Christian?"
"Just about!" came the reply. "And three
other Maquiritare villages have already joined
us here."
This Christian village is on a tributary a half
day boat trip to the north of Tama Tama, the
headquarters of the New Tribes Mission in this
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area. But the remainder of the entire tribe,
30,000 strong, is settled a great distance from
here. In fact, many of their villages are out-of
bounds to a foreign missionary. The Christian
Maquiritare told me their story briefly, simply:
"We lived in a village up river beyond many
falls and rapids, far away from here. And we
lived for drinking. Sometimes for weeks on end
we drank both day and night. But back in this
place, a family of missionaries found us. They
built a house and lived among us. We watched
with amazement how they white-washed their
home. When they could speak to us they began
to tell us about God and about His Word. But
we refused to listen. We enjoyed our life, and
gave ourselves over to drinking, to immorality,
all kinds of wickedness. They tried to tell us
many things, but we would not hear. No one
paid any attention to them. The missionary
family left us, but a couple of young ladies con
tinued to witness to us. We paid no attention to
them.
"We continued in our drinking. Day in and
day out we let ourselves go to this life. But there
was a young man, Carlos Maldonado, in our
village who fell under a strange burden. It was
like a terror upon him. Going in and out among
the people, he talked about the wrath of God, and
of how He would punish us for our wickedness.
Then, by and by, the terror that this young man
felt spread to others of us. 'God is angry with us,'
we said, 'What shall we do about it?' Then fol-
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lowed the decision, 'Let's get out of here because
God is going to punish us. We can feel the hand
of God upon us.'
"We left that village and came down to this
place. We built a new village out of the jungle.
The first house that we put up was for the mis
sionary whom we invited back. We were ready
to listen then. The missionaries found us hungry
for God. We found Him. Now we are four vil
lages. There is no more drinking. We won't let
anyone in who is not willing to do God's will. We
built houses for each family just like the mission
aries' house, with doors and screened windows."
Our day's recording so far, I noted, had
totalled four messages: The Prodigal Son, The
Lost Coin, The Ten Virgins, and The Rich
Man and Lazarus, which was just being played
back and timed. The last paragraph came out
clearly as the rest: "This life is very short, but
life after death is very long. Who is wise among
you? The one who prepares for the long future.
The Bible says, 'What shall it profit a man if he
gain the whole world and lose his own soul?'
As always, when a recording was played back,
people gathered around the recorder to listen.
And as the message closed there came a crescendo
of eager discussion.
"When will we get the Maquiritare records?
How soon will they return to us? How many
phonettes?" For it was in the framework of their
own vision to reach their people in the bush that
these recordings were being made. And, in the
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work of interpreting, the labour of prayer, behind
scenes co-operation of many kinds, this had
become an effort in which everyone was in
volved. "Our records. Our people!" They were
of one spirit for one purpose in one work. And
the phonographs with the gospel plates would
cut new straightforward paths to many villages
in the Maquiritare jungle. The onlookers dis
persed as the team recording settled down to the
slow procedure of getting the next record.
Once more I turned on the recorder switch.
But this time something had gone wrong with
the generator. The voltage shot up to 140. I
turned off the machine, disconnected the equip
ment, but not in time. Acrid smoke from the
transformer told the story. It was out. Suddenly
the recording had come to a standstill.
Numbly, slowly, I evaluated the situation.
There was no other such equipment available.
No possibility of repairing this damage except at
Caracas on the coast, 1 ,ooo miles away. And I
had to face the immediate fact that, as of this
hour, our scheduled itinerary to the other tribal
areas was cancelled. But I had barely begun to
do the work, and the most important tribe in the
Tama Tama area had not even been touched,
the large primitive Guaica people. Yet, now, I
had no choice but that of retreat ... all the way
back to San Fernando below Puerto Ayacucho.
And should it be thence to Caracas electronics
shops? If and when the equipment should be
fixed, how long might it last?

CHAPTER V

AITING. This word was to sum up my
Wnext three weeks, and longer. Down at San
Fernando on the River Apure, a tributary of the
Orinoco, our first base of operations, so to speak,
I must stand by to hear from my S.O.S. for a
battery tape-recorder. The letter would reach
Los Angeles in six to ten days. But I had no idea
whether they could supply me such a recorder,
or when. To wait and to pray, this was my
present post at the gateway to the headwaters
languages.
It was just at this time that we heard of the
pathetic plight of Indians on the tributaries along
the Orinoco. They had been stricken by an
epidemic of Asiatic flu, and were dying, many of
them without any knowledge of how to cope
with the new sickness. Some whole villages were
stricken, with no medicine, no doctors.
Clearly this need, plus the fact that I had my
motor boat and a supply of medicine, must have
been one of the reasons for my presence here at
this time. Thus, suddenly, my San Fernando
wait turned into an extensive itinerary of the
jungle villages on the adjoining streams.
Where the thick forest screamed with wild
birds, and the damp air steamed in the tropical
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sun, I found tattered villages with people in their
hammocks. The 'sickness left them inert, feverish,
helpless to help themselves. I would see a man
get out of his hammock and stagger down to the
river, throw himself into the water in an attempt
to chase away the burning fever. But this treat
ment only brought on pneumonia and many
already had succumbed.
The Indians did not understand Spanish. There
was little I could say to them, but there was a
way to let them know we were friends. They
responded immediately to the antibiotics, and I
am sure that some lives were spared through this
medicine.
These were battle days for me. I don't know
when I had been so tried. I found myself with
these people in their encounters with the mystery
of death. It was unlighted for them. Their wailing
tore into the night with the question, "O my
father, 0 my mother, where has he gone?" Their
distress pressed in upon my spirit until the bur
den was a tangible weight-as real as the
physical pain I had been suffering for some days
because of an intestinal infection that did not
respond to treatment.
"Our bodies are within the realm of attack
by the enemy, but it need not be a surprise
attack." Vividly, these words flashed into my
mind. Mr. Joe Carroll had spoken them when
he talked to us at Gospel Recordings. He had
taught a series of lessons of the Christian's war
fare, his strategy against the opposition to God's
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purposes in and through him. I remembered
now my own secret of defence in
that shield of
thanksgiving faith.
Put jaith in God's promise
Lijt high the song
Rejoice, r�joice, rejoice.
It was October 28th when I reached Puerto
Paez at the end of my itinerary. And there I
found the letter from Gospel Recordings written
on October 13th.
"We are all remembering you very particu
larly as the recorder is speeded off to you
today."
I could not rejoice by sight! Beyond all these
delays and difficulties was the bright hope that
these Indians of the Orinoco would soon hear
for the first time of the love of God as manifested
in Christ. This was worth any sacrifice.

CHAPTER VI

AT

Puerto Paez, I found another letter. It was

from Ken Johnson at Caracas. Hurriedly
opening it I caught sight of the words, "The
recorder from Gospel Recordings is now at
Puerto Ayacucho for you.''
Incredible! At the port less than two hours
away from here by boat the Readycorder
awaited me. My typewriter keys would hardly
move fa st enough to tap out my thanks to the
efficient team in Los Angeles:
Dear Friends,
I am writing this sitting under a tree
beside the Orinoco and Meta Rivers. The bugs
are swarming around my kerosene lamp. But
though I have bugs in my eyes, in the type
writer, in my ears, down my shirt, I have a
real song in my heart.
"I only received your letter today telling
of the tape recorder on the way, but I received
word also from Caracas that the machine is
already at Puerto Ayacucho, only an hour and
a half up-river from where I am now. Praise
the Lord! Let us exalt His name together."
At Puerto Ayacucho I found the recorder in
perfect condition and with it a good supply of
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trance of that Word that 'bringeth light' could
begin to make a new history for the Panare
Indians also.
But this time I had waited in vain. "Even
when you find the Indians what can you do
alone?" I had to tell the staff in Los Angeles.
"If they cannot understand you in Spanish you
cannot reach them on your own."
Failure! But I knew that this would not be
accepted as the final report on the Panare. This
was only our imperative to pray these very
records into being and into fruit-bearing among
the hidden villages of this tribe.
"From this, please do not get the idea that I
am the least bit discouraged," my letter of this
experience hastened to add, "I am not. I am
thrilled to even have a tiny part in your under
taking, and am enjoying every bit of it." For we
would not rest until Panare discs could turn on
village phonographs along with the Maquiritare,
Curipaco, Puinabe, and the rest.
To me this Panare effort underlined more than
ever the difficulties that might be before me at
Tama Tama. My toughest targets were the pagan
tribes of the Piaroa and the Guaica Indians. Both
of them large, and both of them strategic for
evangelizing in the headwaters. A way must be
found, somehow, to prepare adequate records for
them.

CHAPTER VIII

"HOW many days since the y le ft us?" Piaroa
Chie f Juancito ponde re d, looking up into
the patch of blue above the thatched peaked roof
round-house that she lte re d his e ntire village.
"Those two white Se noritas, stopping with us for
almost one ye ar, had worked hard to talk our lan
guage . They wanted to te ll us some thing. Some
thing wonde rful about the God above ." Much
time had passe d since the y we nt away, but
Juancito could not forge t. In fact, the question
obse sse d him. "What was that the y trie d to tell
us? I wonder?"
The Piaroa clearing in the depths of the forest
had seemed forlorn since the girls left. A writ
from the government had sent them away hun
dreds of miles up-river from the Piaroa chief and
his people. And somehow the Indians found
themselves unwilling to live on as though these
visitors had never come to them. It is true, they
still had the wide brown stream to dam up in
order to trap and spear much fish for food. Their
common dwelling in the one huge hay-stack
looking 'churriata' was the same. So were the
gardens entered by a dozen paths that radiated
from the doors of the windowless round-house.
Beyond the gardens stood the ominous forei.t.
JO
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In spite of their fear of it it gave the Piaroa the
strong beams for their skilfully built apartment
house. And when they were successful in hunting
the jungle yielded good meat.
J uancito's people, like all the Piaroas, feared
the forest devils. They would never attempt a
hunt without first spending days in ceremonies to
placate malignant spirits. Blow�guns with poison
darts, long black palm spears, and their bows and
arrows were powerless against the treachery of
evil spirits.
"But what was it about God that the Senoritas
wanted to tell us?" Juancito, with his people,
kept speaking of this. In the round-house at night
they sat around the fire and talked. Burning in
their hearts was the desire to know the secret.
"We must find out what wonderful word they
had to tell us."
The two missionaries had left heart-broken.
"We have ploughed the sea," they said. "Ten
months with the Piaroa, and then the end.
Without enough vocabulary to talk clearly to
them the time has been wasted." Had it all been
in vain, futile?
Yet behind this missionary venture there was a
force higher than their obvious circumstances,
more powerful, too, than the authorities that
sought to protect them from stone-age jungle
Indians. For in back of them was that invisible
strength of intercessory prayer. Someone in the
homeland and far from the rugged frontiers of
the gospel had yet determined to join battle with
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as well, with a new goal ... to use it to evan
gelize their people down river. And as we com
pleted the Piaroa gospel recordings the people re
joiced in this means which would help them.
Along with the motor boat must go a supply of
hand-wind phonettes and the good-news records
in their 9wn language.
Piaroa gathered around the Readycorder to
hear the messages played back. One man, when
he heard for the first time of Jesus' second coming
jumped up from his seat with a shout, "Is it
true? Is it true?" Upon being assured that it was
as certain as God's Word he leaped about the
room for joy. And we could all rejoice together
in the prospect of enough records to pour forth
this life-giving message throughout the tribe.
When I read the following in a report from
Venezuela, it was months after my recording
e:xperience in the Upper Orinoco.
"You would like to help but you are far away.
You can, like Daniel, open your window of
prayer toward Venezuela and stand with us for
the spiritual needs of these tribes."
Although I was back home in the States I
found in this missionary's report a renewal of the
vision which held us as we made Piaroa records
with Batista that day in Tama Tama. This letter
continued: "I want to share with you a reward
that we received recently. About a month ago a
family of backwoodsy Piaroa Indians came to
our house to sell their produce. We had some
gospel records in their language, so we played
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right in front of them and they could not bring
him along. Now the other one had enacted his
defiance by refusing to speak a single sentence
correctly.
"We will have to shove off with the recorder
and go right up into the Guaica country our
selves, John," Jim Barker, who spoke Guaica
himself and was an able interpreter, voiced the
decision that sent us promptly on our way into
the Guaica hideouts upstream.Our big problem
would be to find any Guaicas who would co
operate with us in work that was trying to the
patience of even a zealous Christian. It was
tedious of necessity to put the Good News into
Guaica words that were simple, straightforward
... 'Christ Jesus came into the world to save
sinners.' And Guaicas resented any discipline,
even any part of civilization was distasteful to
them, living as they do beyond the brink of it.
Up until 12 years ago they had murdered anyone
who made any advance into their territory.
Even now, in their 150 villages in Venezuela,
as in those extending into Brazil, the Guaicas
wear no clothes, except for wooden plugs in
their ears, cheeks, chin, noses; and they paint
their bodies in red or black dyes for special
occasions.
We set out from Tama Tama early the next
morning and after travelling up river for two
days we came to a Guaica village. When we
walked into the clearing of palm and thatch
shelters, village dogs set up a howl, and only
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When the boy of only 14 was brought out to
us I was fearful of using him because of the
chance that his boyish voice might spoil it. But
actually on the tape recording his voice sounded
very good, and we were off to a fine start with
the Guaica gospel records at last!
We were stretched taut by this time, with
every nerve and fibre of ourselves intent on the
winning of these life-filled words. When we
reached the half-way point of the first recording,
it suddenly began to rain . . . the only rain we
had encountered on the entire trip. We hurried
to fix a plastic roof over us, but the roar of heavy
rain on the plastic forced us to stop work and
wait. More than one hour passed before the
dripping ceased and we could begin recording
once more.
But we had added only a few more sentences
when girls came running through the jungle
shouting, crying out that the village was about
to be attacked by marauding Guaicas. The chief
feared that his son might be carried away as a
hostage and demanded that he be brought back
to the village at once.
Returning to the village we found the Indians
all painted up and running around in circles,
shouting their threats toward the jungle that
ringed the place. All except the women were
very much upset. With all the tumult we could
not think of continuing with our recordings,
nor could the chief be persuaded to allow his son
to leave. We could only stand by and wait.
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out first if he can ... when we think how much
has gone into the reaching of the Auca Indians
and then realize how many more people there
are who are utterly unreached it makes any cost
worthwhile.n
And I was able to send a letter out from Tama
Tama via an Indian Christian en route to Puerto
Ayacucho. In large type it carried my headline
news that the Guaica records are in the bag!
Joy Ridderhof's letter to me had continued:
"The Lord bless you, John. Keep rejoicing. If
you can keep rejoicing the devil can win no vic
tory. Every encounter will result in ultimate
blessing and success for the reaching of these
unreached souls.
"We wanted seven to go to South America by
this time. as it is we just have Vaughn Collins
( 1959). But we must remember that God has
raised up you.We believe that He will raise up
others like you so that in the end we may have
more recordists than we had ever anticipated.',
As I read Joy's letter I rejoiced to think that
my mission in Venezuela's Upper Orinoco was
completed, and that by the spring of this year I
would be back among the Gospel Recordings
family where I could tell them all about it. My
stint did seem so small. Indeed, it was the size
of a man's hand . . . a handful of six languages
against the total of South America's Indian
tribes. Yet, even within the span of a man's
hand I must report another dimension also, that
which measured the Hand of God in its power to
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The following day they hiked overland six
hours on a trail that was "rocks, logs, roots, hills
and more hills". Rest stops had to be frequent,
and at these times one of the Guaica along with
them asked questions about God, about the mes
sage on the records.
"If I quit using dope, stop stealing, lying,
throw away my tobacco, and have only one wife,
will God take me to His house?"
And to the heart opened by the Spirit of God,
Dawson explained how it is not we ourselves but
the One who is Jesus who saves us from the
dominion of sin in our lives, who has made a
place for us in God's house. It is by our calling
upon Him that we are changed ... not by our
own efforts but by His power working in our
hearts. This is the good news of how Jesus saves
us.
"Please come back to my village," begged the
Guaica, ''I want to know more."
The Headwaters report also told of how at the
third village there was a Guaica named Calijoco
who had said he no longer followed Jesus. When
the people gathered around the box 'that talks
and sings' Calijoco listened seriously. Its talk
became the springboard of careful discussions
with Dawson and Dye. Every day he asked to hear
the phonograph preach. And at last Calijoco
said, "I want to follow Jesus again".
"Well, you know what to do about your sins,"
replied Dawson, knowing that Calijoco had taken
a second wife.
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And the sun rising shows a drop of dew on every
blade of grass.
And the air breathes fresh
. .
That ir holiness. (AN AFRICAN BELIEVER.)
Today the Word of God is walking jungle
paths that yesterday were hidden by the forest
and its shadows. And this is true not only in the
headwaters of the Orinoco, but in the Amazon
forests of Brazil, in Peru, Ecuador, Colombia, in
fact throughout Indian South America by this
time, the little phonograph has come to talk.
In Auca, it speaks, and in other jungle village
tongues where the thought-paths of the people
have long been kept in darkness, yet today the
same habitations are challenged.
"Now, listen, all of you. Come and sit down
and listen.,,
Intrigued by the 'talking-thing' they come
and sit down and listen.
"One Guaica, a new man who had just come
over the border from Brazil, was a sight to be
hold. First he would stare at the phonograph.
'Are there little people inside?' He looked
around, then, to see what others thought about it;
and grinning, as if to hide his fear, he backed up
a few steps, then inched forward again. He
listened intently."
The words of the 'talking-thing' had begun,
like copious showers that descend during the
night . . . and the sun rising showed the miracle
... washed clean. For saying 'Yes' to Jesus
changes even the savage heart.

CONCLUSION

A cloud, has been the span of this book; but in

MAN'S hand, the measure of Elijah's token

the story of Gospel Recordings the forerunning of
John Van Kampen had promised 'the heaven
black with cloud and wind', and a great rain,
this in terms of all South America's countries
and their Indian tribes.
Was not a 'Stephen' like John Van Kampen
the herald of a team of 'Stephens', a complete
corps of recordists to the pioneer trails of greater
South America? Would not the sequel to 'A
Man's Hand' be at least a half dozen young men
who would follow into a land where in this
century scores of tribes have already passed out
of existence perhaps without ever hearing the
gospel? This had been the firm expectation
of faith among the fellowship of Gospel Record
ings Incorporated. They prayed and watched in
terms of 'seven Stephens', and when Vaughn
Collins set forth, alone, a few months after Van
Kampen had reached Venezuela, it was con
fidently felt that others would join him soon.
Yet this is not the story of the South American
advance. And prayer was not answered in the
definition of its specific expectation.
"Why did God not send us those additional
men to go out under the leadership of Vaughn
70
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of fervent prayer; in the very path itself, girded to
run and to win, may the man of God today stand
confidently to this mighty truth, that the Lord,
He is God. For there is no force or power,
whether earthquake, wind, or fire, that can
counter the lasting might of 'the still small
voice'. \Nhere God Himself is speaking, there He
is in presence, in miracle, in the 'great rain',
and the glory that s hows 'the Lord, He is God'.

