Adventuring
for Christ
in Peru
Third Installment of the Travel Diary of
Dr. Louis T. Talbot and Mr. J. Russell Davis.
Monday, April 23rd, 1951:
An interesting day, seeing some of the
sights of this city of about 50,000 peo
ple, 2,500 miles deep in the Amazon jun
gle. We enjoyed getting acquainted with
the work of the Bible Institute here, both
in the class work and in practical work
of visiting along the river in a dugout
canoe. We went visiting too and saw
something of the life along the river in
this district, where many live in little
huts. This is the harvest field for the
workers here, so they must go out to
reach them. We have made plans with
the Wycliffe folks to leave tomorrow in
their four-seater plane for the jungle.
We will be joined by a smaller plane on
pontoons and will go in to a very small
river and see more Biola graduates at
work among the Indians there. We will
then go on to the Wycliffe Jungle Camp
at Pucallpa and plan to spend about ten
days with them seeing and photograph
ing their work in the heart of the jun
gles of Peru.
Wednesday, April 25, 1951:
This is the day we are to leave for
the jungle base of Wycliffe Translators
near Pucallpa, Peru, but the weather
really looked doubtful in the early
morning. Pucallpa is four hours’ flight
away, the Norseman plane has wheels
only and no floats, and between here
and there is nothing but jungle and
river, so for safety the weather must
be good enough to fly contact with the
river at all times. The radio weather
reports from Pucallpa were good, but
each report showed more cloudiness.
In Iquitos it was raining lightly, but
we decided to go up and see what the
weather looked like anyway. Frank
Matthis, the very efficient pilot, Don
Burns of Wycliffe, and we two, took off,
went out low over the Ucayali River,
and within a half hour ran out into
good sunshine, which enabled us to get
enough altitude to have a fair chance
of at least getting down near the river
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if anything happened. As far as we
could see on every side was dense jungle,
broken only by the silver slit of the
river slowly winding its way down into
the Amazon and on to the Atlantic over
3,000 miles away. After a delightful
flight of about two hours we saw a rain
storm ahead, with clouds right down
on the river, so we had to skirt around
it out over the jungle. Before we hardly
realized what had happened, the storm
had closed in all around us, and there
was nothing to do but fly about fifty
feet above the jungle through the mist
and rain in an attempt to re-establish
contact with the river. We were in
touch with the radio at Wycliffe Jungle
Base all the time, giving them our last
known position, our speed, and our
direction, in case they had to come out
and look for us! After about fifteen
anxious moments, we saw the very wel
come sheen of the river off in the dis
tance, and very soon we were over it,
following its every twist and turn. After
a while we ran out of the storm, climbed
to a good altitude again, and with
thankful hearts continued our trip to
Pucallpa. There we were met by a
truck in which Titus Nickel (’44) came
in to meet us, and soon we were bounc
ing over the worst road (at least they
said it was a road) in the world. Fortyfive minutes later, we were at Yarina
Cocha, the Wycliffe Jungle Base, being
greeted by Dr. and Mrs. Keith Altig,
Florence Nickel, Mary Sargent (’49),
Lois Cameron Schneider, all from Biola,
and a host of other Wycliffe friends.
Thursday, April 26, 1951:
Yarina Cocha is a beautiful jewel of
a lake, completely surrounded by jungle,
and in a clearing on the brow of a low
cliff at the edge of the lake are the
buildings of the Jungle Base. Our first
sight-seeing journey today was to look
around the base and observe the fine
dispensary, dining hall and kitchen,
school for the translators’ children, oflSce

and store, and the houses of the various
persons stationed there. After the order
liness of the buildings of the base, it
was quite a contrast to go by dugout
canoe to the other end of the lake to
visit an Indian village. Here we found
a group of 60 or 70 Indians living in
open thatched-roof huts, carrying on
their way of life as their fathers had
before them for untold years. We
watched them making their arrows,
weaving cloth and tape, painting Indian
designs on the faces and legs, cooking
their meals over open fires, while squat
ting on the ground. After a very inter
esting afternoon, exploring Indian life
in this village, we took our leave, went
back to the base by dugout canoe, en
joyed a very refreshing dip in the lake,
a good dinner, and then a fine evening
of fellowship with the group.
Friday, April 27, 1951:
Today we drove again, this time by
jeep, over the road through the jungle
from the base at Yarina Cocha to the
little town of Pucallpa on the banks of
the Ucayali River. After taking care
of business matters for various members
of the Wycliffe group, Don Burns, our
guide, took us to visit Mr. Joe Hocking,
a very fine missionary connected with
the Plymouth Brethren. We enjoyed a
few hours of fine fellowship with Mr.
and Mrs. Hocking and their children,
and learned something of the excellent
work they are carrying on in the city
and among the Indians along the river.
It was from others, however, that we
learned of the high regard in which
the Hockings are held by the people of
Pucallpa; how they give their help
without measure when anyone needs
help from them, from the officials of
the town down to the poorest Indian.
We spent a very interesting time with
Mr. Hocking in the jungle, and saw
several boa constrictors, some very in
teresting birds, turtles and other types
of jungle life, including monkeys. One
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of the most unusual we called “Doubleugly” as it was the queerest, ugliest
specimen of turtle that we have ever
seen. It was very fierce, snapping vio
lently at anything that came near it,
but at least it was co-operative enough
to pose for a few pictures! We were
also very interested in the different types
of ants to be found in the jungle, rang
ing all the way from tiny creatures up
to vicious ones a good inch in length
which could really bite. Our very inter
esting and instructive trip through the
jungle finally ended at the Jungle Base
in time for another evening of fine
fellowship around the Word.
Saturday, April 28, 1951:
This was a big day for the WyclifPe
group, as their new Catalina plane ar
rived at the Pucallpa airstrip. It was
a wonderful story of God’s leading that
had provided this fine big plane for
the work of exploring and surveying
the unreached Indians of the jungle,
and we rejoiced with them that at last
this new evidence of God’s goodness was
arriving among them. Everyone who
could get into the truck and the jeep,
went into Pucallpa. Some of us even
flew in, using the little Aeronca on
floats that made the trip in five minutes
of comfort instead of forty-five minutes
of bouncing! Pictures had already been
taken of the ceremonies of dedication
of the plane in Mexico City and Lima,
Peru, in which the Presidents of the
countries, cabinet members, ambassa
dors and other high-ranking officials
had taken part. We were glad to be
able to complete the picture by photo
graphing the final arrival in the jungle
and the ceremony there as local officials
welcomed it. After returning to the base
for dinner and another time of Bible
study, we took a little night excursion
out into the edge of the jungle near the
base. We used all of the extension cord
we could find and rigged up lights to
see and photograph the ants that work
at night, stripping whole trees of
leaves in a single night, and carrying
the leaves in long lines back to their
nests. Each ant had a piece of leaf held
straight up along its back, just like a
sail. It was most interesting to watch
the great columns of them as they wore
paths through the deep jungle grass,
where every blade of grass was worn
away, leaving a smooth path about a
foot wide. While we watched the ants,
the mosquitoes and chiggers had a won
derful time chewing us! They kept us
scratching for days to come!
Sunday, April 29, 1951:
This was a busy day of service and
worship, as we joined with the group in
two Sunday schools, one in English and
one in Spanish, and then a church serv
ice in the morning at which Dr. Talbot
spoke. In the afternoon we saw Mary
Sargent (’49) and Olive Shell leave by
the Aeronca plane for their work among
the Cashibo Indians on the Shamboyacu
River. It was interesting to see how
everything had to be weighed to keep
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the load within the limit of the plane,
and how some things had to be left
behind. There were hard decisions to
make, but every time it was things for
personal comfort that were left behind,
and things needed for the work that
were taken. After the group gathered
down at the ramp for prayer, the girls
and their pilot got into the plane, taxied
over the water, soared up into the air
and were away over jungle and river
for an hour’s trip to their tribe that
would have taken weeks by dugout
canoe before. This departure was of
special interest to us as the Aeronca
that took them out was given for this
work by the Student Missionary Union
of Biola this year, and the plane was
named, “SMU 61.” In the evening the
group who came down to Peru in the
new Catalina told of their experiences.
We heard testimonies from Larry Mont
gomery and Omer Bondurin, the two
pilots, from Bob Schneider and from
Bill and Marjory Nyman, Jr., and to
gether we all praised the Lord for His
goodness in providing this fine new
plane for the work here.
Monday, April SO, 1951:
Right after breakfast we got away
in the Aeronca, “SMU 61,” for a trip
to the Indian village of Roaboya to
visit the Shipibo Indians there. On our
arrival, about forty-five minutes later
we found that an epidemic of measles
had swept over the village, causing quite
a few deaths, and that many of the
Indians had gone out into the jungle to
live until it was over. The chief and
his wife were there, and a goodly group
of others still remained, or had returned
after their sickness was over. A short
interval after our arrival, the chief and
his wife came out to greet us and to
welcome us to the village. They were
dressed in all of the traditionally col

orful dress of the Indians. The chief
wore a beautiful crown of colored beads,
surmounted with white plumes, and
his neck, wrists and ankles were also
decorated with beads. In addition, he
wore a beautiful square of woven beads
and silver ornaments which hung around
his neck and down over his chest. His
wife was also decorated with beads and
silver, with silver ornaments stuck
through her lower lip. Both of them
were dressed in beautifully-embroidered
garments and their faces were painted
in intricate Indian designs. We went
with the chief as he went out hunting,
saw him kill a monkey that was up a
tree with a well-directed arrow from
his bow, and then bring the monkey
back for his wife to cook over the open
fire. Then they had a monkey feast. Dr.
Talbot enjoyed eating the monkey, in
fact, by the time I got through taking
the pictures there was none left for me!
We also watched many other interesting
Indian customs and occupations includ
ing shooting of fish yrith bows and ar
rows. We went down the river in a dugout canoe and saw how the fast current
of the river was cutting away the bank
there. We witnessed great jungle giant
trees come crashing down and being
sucked under the current of the river,
and we realized how necessary it was
to keep our canoe away from that side
of the river. We had to say good-bye
all too soon to this interesting group of
Indians and soon were flying back over
the jungle to the base for another eve
ning of fellowship and Bible study.
Tuesday, May 1, 1951:
We had planned to visit another
Indian tribe today, but heavy rain all
night made the road to Pucallpa impas
sable, so it was necessary for the Aeron
ca to fly into town with some guests
who were to leave by today’s plane for
Lima. As it was dark and cloudy, with
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Painted Chama Indian Woman
a great deal of rain most of the day,
we could not get pictures anyway, so
we spent the day at the base learning
more of the way this group works in
reducing the languages of the various
tribes to writing. Because of more ideal
circumstances for study at the base,
“Informants” are brought in from each
of the tribes being studied, to work
with the translators assigned to that
tribe. These informants can also work
at the base without the distractions of
their own village life, so it is very bene
ficial to all concerned to complete the
early stages of the work in each lan
guage at the base. We had an oppor
tunity of seeing these trained linguists
at work at the base and marveled at the
patient way in which they sought for
words to give these Indian tribes the
Bible in their own language.
Wednesday, May 2, 1951;
Another visit to an Indian village
today, this one to the Cashibo Indians on
the Shamboyacu River. Last Sunday
we saw Mary Sargent ’49 and Olive
Shell off to their work in this group, so
we are to visit them today. We left
early in the Aeronca, SMU 61, flew up
the Ucayali River to where the Aguatia
River branches off from it, then followed
the Aguatia to where the little Sham
boyacu River branches off from it, and
there we soon spotted the village from
the air. It was a most interesting way
to fly, with all of us straining our eyes
to find the next turn of the river
through the mist, or to try to spot it
ahead somewhere so we could hop up
over a ridge of hills and reach the river
on the other side without having to
follow its winding all the way between.
We spent a most enjoyable day visiting
this Indian group and the two girls who
are so faithfully working among them
to reduce their language to writing and
to give them the Word of God in their
own language. We were able to bring a
few things in the plane that the girls
had to leave behind on Sunday, includPage Fourteen

ing Mary Sargent’s accordion, so we
had the experience of watching these
Indians as they heard music for the
first time. We saw many interesting
things during our stay with this group,
including the construction and painting
of the most beautiful bows and arrows
we have ever seen, the making of pot
tery, spinning of cotton thread, forming
rope for bow strings, shooting fish with
bow and arrows, building canoes from
huge logs, and other regular occupa
tions of these dwellers of the jungles
that are very ordinary to them. The
chief brought Dr. Talbot a bit to eat in
the form of the head, shoulder, and one
arm of the largest monkey we have
ever seen, all smoked till it was black.
Dr. Talbot and Mary Sargent each had
to take a polite nibble, and of course I
was so sorry that I had to take pic
tures of it so could not take part in the
feast! When we learned later that these
Indians are strongly suspected of being
cannibalistic, and then remembered the
size of that head and arm, we could not
but wonder! In the afternoon we had
the joy of witnessing a service with the
whole group gathered as Olive Shell
spoke to them with the aid of a flannelgraph, and told the story of Christ’s
coming into this world in their own
Cashibo language. This is real mission
ary work. These two girls dwell among
this tribe, living in a little thatch
roofed hut, and working constantly to
learn more of this difficult language, all
the time seeking to win these Indians
to Christ by the witness of their lives
and by telling them of Christ. It was
with a new appreciation of this pio
neer type of work that we left them in
the late afternoon, boarded the “SMU
61” and flew back to base. It had
cleared, so we could climb right up to
four thousand feet and look down on
the windings of the river that we had
followed so eagerly in the morning, and
fly in a straight line for the hundred
miles home. It took us a little over an
hour, and again we realized the wonder
ful value of planes to missions as we
recalled that it would take weeks to fol
low the windings of the river in a
canoe.

the lake as Dr. Talbot presented the
keys of the Aeronca, “SMU 51,” to Bob
Schneider of the Wycliffe group, and a
ceremony of dedication was held for
this plane which had been presented by
the Student Missionary Union of 1961
of Biola. Fitting words of presentation
and appreciation were spoken, and then
an Indian chief, all dressed up in his
finest tribal costume, spoke a few words
of appreciation. Then he poured water
over the nose of the plane in an old
Indian ceremony in which water is
poured from an Indian bowl as a sign
that the object of the ceremony in
which water is poured is being adopted
into the tribe as a blood brother. In
this way the Indian Chief showed his
appreciation that this plane had been
given to aid in the work among his
people. It was fitting that Marjory Ny
man, as the first woman graduate to
receive a degree from Biola, should be
there to formally christen the plane the
“SMU 51”. After a prayer of dedica
tion, the service was over, and this
plane is now being used daily in the
work of taking the gospel to the Indians
of the jungles of Peru.
Friday, May U, 1951:
Another drive over the jungle road to
Pucallpa, this time to get our plane
tickets for the flight into Lima tomor
row, and also to do the usual necessary
buying and other items of business for
the jungle camp. We started back by
jeep about noon, only to find that a
lumber truck had gone into the jungle,
loaded up with trees to be hauled out
and cut into lumber, then had bogged
down hopelessly in the mudholes of the
road. We had about a three-hour wait
until they finally got it dug out and
we could go on our way. That evening
we had our final gathering with the
Wycliffe group at the jungle base, and
each of us tried to express something of
our gratitude for the wonderful co-oper
ation and help we had received from
each of them during our most interest
ing and enlightening stay at the jungle
base.
Saturday, May 5, 1951:

Thursday, May 3, 1951:
We spent the morning photographing
Biola graduates and former students at
their jobs around the jungle base. We
saw Dr. J. Kenneth Altig, ’32, at work
in the dispensary, aided by Lois Cameron-Schneider, special medical student
’42; Titus Nickel in charge of building
operations at this ever-expanding base;
Florence Nickel (’44) in charge of the
kitchen; Mrs. Altig teaching in the
school for Missionaries children; and
Bill and Marjory Nyman, who had come
in on the Catalina, and were en route
back to Mexico and the Summer Insti
tute of Linguistics at Norman, Okla
homa this coming summer. In the after
noon we had a really thrilling cere
mony down on the ramp at the edge of

Our last, fastest, and roughest drive
over the jungle road, enabled us to reach
the Pucallpa airstrip just as the DC-3
of the Fawcett Air Lines landed from
Lima. After a quick farewell to our
many friends from the Wycliffe group,
we boarded the plane for a flight right
over the top of the Andes mountains
into Lima. The American pilot of the
plane told us before we took off that
he had almost frozen coming over, and
we had not been in the plane very long
before we knew what he meant. As we
climbed higher and higher, the damp
warm jungle air in the plane condensed
on the inside of the windows until they
were running with water, and then that
(Continued on Page 23)
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WHERE DID JOB LEARN THE
FACTS OF SCIENCE?
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(Continued from Page 22)
the human eye. Now exactly as there
are color rays that cannot reach the
eye, so there are also sound waves
which do not reach the ear. Recent ex
periments have convinced the physicist
that every ray of light as well as every
shade of color has a definite phonetic
value. The light of the sun or the light
of the stars speeding through space
carries with it a note of sound. If our
ears were tuned to hear these melodies,
we too could enjoy the music of the
spheres. Job was scientifically and aca
demically correct when he said that the
morning stars sang together in the in
stance of creation, for where light is,
sound accompanies it.
Perhaps the reader has seen the fa
mous color organ now operating in the
dining quarters of the new Radio Cen
ter in New York City. There upon the
dome above the diners and the dancers,
soft and marvelous colors blend and
cross each other in ceaseless play, as
the notes of an organ caress the ear.
These brilliant rainbows are occasioned
by transmitting the sounds of the organ
into the equivalent color value of each
note of the scale. This value is constant.
The phonetic value and the color value
of a given note never vary. So as the
light rays blend their colors in a fan
tasy of brilliant splendor, the melody
of these same physical rays enchants
the ear in an equally delightful har
mony of sound.
We are all familiar with the phenom
enon of “talking film.” Upon the in
animate strip of film there are forms or
divisions of pictures. By the side of
these frames there is a jagged, serrated
line which is commonly called the sound
track. When this film is set in motion
before a light source in a projector, one
beam of light passes through the pic
ture and the sound track. This beam
of light casts upon the screen the ani
mated action of the scene. This same
beam of light, by the aid of the modern
Aladdin’s lamp called the photo-electric
cell, is transmuted into sound. So the
one light source brings to the delighted
eye of the beholder all the movement
and action of the film, while at the
same time it brings to his ear the con
versation, the melody of song, and the
accompaniment of a philharmonic or
chestra !
It would be the crassest folly to sug
gest that Job knew this. Of course he
did not. But when the stars were cre
ated and their light rays of varying
lengths swept out across the void of
sidereal space, they blended into a har
mony which might be apprehended by
ears attuned to shorter wave lengths
than the ears of humanity. Of this we
cannot be sure. Our only certainty now
comes from the science of physics.
Either Job anticipated all of this mar
velous knowledge, or else the Spirit of
God directed to Job these queries.
JULY.
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By DONALD G. DAVIS, Ph.D.
Head of the Church History Department of the
Bible Institute of Los Angeles

THE WAY INTO THE HOLIEST
By F. B. Meyer
This reprint will be welcomed, not
only by new readers, but also by those
who have been helped and stimulated by
these expositions of the Epistle to the
Hebrews since their initial publication in
1893. Dr. Meyer’s style combines in a
remarkable way accurate exegesis and a
warm human approach—a combination
which renders the book of definite value
both to the pastor and the layman. 277
pages. Baker Book House, Grand Rap
ids, Mich. Cloth. Price $2.50.

THE PASSION FOR SOULS
By Oswald J. Smith
Evangelist Billy Graham contributes
a foreword to this volume of thirteen
sermons on the prerequisites for revival
at home and world evangelization
abroad. The sermons are characterized
by the author’s earnestness and zeal in
the cause of extending the testimony of
the Lord Jesus Christ. These messages
will stir God’s people out of their leth
argy into active witnessing for Christ.
128 pages. Marshall, Morgan & Scott,
Ltd., London. Price 5 shillings. (May be
procured from Peoples Press, Toronto 6,
Canada, at $1.00.)

EVANGELISM IN ACTION
C. Wade Freeman, Frank Weeden, C.
B. Jackson, and Jesse Yelvington, mem
bers of the staff of the Baptist General
Convention of Texas, contribute three
sermons each to this volume. Brief bio
graphical sketches of the authors ac
company the sermons. These messages
are marked by a deep respect for God’s
Word, a desire to lift up the Lord Jesus
Christ, and to present Him to the un
saved as Saviour. 112 pages. Van Kampen Press, Wheaton, 111. Cloth. Price
$1.50.

on the inside of the windows. Our
clothes were dripping wet with perspi
ration when we got into the plane, and
long before they could dry it was down
below freezing, so it really made us feel
the cold. We flew at 24,000 feet, breath
ing oxygen from a tube, and for the
first half of the trip the mountains be
low us were covered with thick clouds.
As we went over the summit, the clouds
cleared below us, and by scraping the
ice from a peep hole in the window, we
could see the beautiful snow-capped
peaks of the Andes below. Once over the
top, we soon lost altitude to a place
where we could breathe the air again.
The ice melted, and we were much more
comfortable and could enjoy the beauty
of the rest of the trip. We arrived in
this beautiful city of Lima shortly after
noon, and were very glad to see our old
friend, Mr. Cameron Townsend, await
ing us at the air field. Soon we were
taken to the Wycliffe home here and en
joying the fellowship of the workers
here, including Biola graduates Janice
Bailey Townsend ’42, and Janice Hunt
We got our first glimpse of the city in
the afternoon as Cameron Townsend
took us around to see some of the
beauty of this “City of the Kings”.
That IS the home of the oldest univer
sity in the western hemisphere, San
Marcos, which is currently celebrating
Its 400th anniversary. Another unusual
thing about this city is that it rarely,
if ever, rains. In fact, we were told that
the last time it rained here was in
1925! It is foggy most of the time, but
all of the country around is bare desert
sands; even the mountains on this side
of the range are bare and treeless.

Sunday, May 6th through Tuesday, May
8 th, 1951;
a,
a
Sunday was taken up with two church
services, and a visit to the Peruvian
Bible Institute in the afternoon. This is
a fine new school, now in the midst of a
building program that will give it a
modern plant capable of meeting the
needs of training Peruvian Christian
leaders for service with all mission
groups working in this area. In the
evening church service. Dr. Talbot
brought a message to a group of about
one hundred missionaries and business
people of the foreign community of the
city. The next two days were spent in
the necessary business of making on
ward flight reservations with PAA, and
of going through the endless red tape
necessary to mail home the films we had
taken in the past few weeks.

(Continued on Page 26)
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Discipleship Is Becoming a Servant
John 15:14
The Lord is not interested in wall
flowers nor in those who would sit on
the grandstand to be spectators. The
Christian life where discipleship is in
volved is filled with excitement. Miracles
are performed, visions are seen, power is
manifested and lives are transformed.
Disciples are supposed to go and keep
going until they are gone. Disciples
serve a risen Master. They watch His
face to get His impression. They read
His Word to find His will and then with
heart and soul they jump into the serv
ice that is before them to accomplish
wonderful things for their wonderful
Lord. Servants are not thinking of vaca
tions. They are thinking of the will of
their master.
August 26, 1951

THE "SUN" IN SUNDAY
Psalm 96
Sunday is named for a heathen holi
day, that being the day that the sun
worshipers revealed their idolatry. They
worshiped the sun because of its heat,
its light, its power, and its mystery.
The sun is the center of the earth’s sur
roundings and influence. Without the
sun we could not live. We welcome its
healing rays and its beneficient powers.
However, the sun is one of God’s crea
tions and is not understood at all by
men. That sun should stir our hearts
to worship the Son who made it.
The Sun Rules in Nature as Christ Rules
in Spiritual Matters
Psalm 19
The sun draws plant life toward itself.
The smiling pansy in the evening says
good-by to the sun as it sets. During
the night it turns around to greet the
rising sun with its beautiful smiling
face. This is a lesson for us. From morn
ing until night our faces should follow
the Son of God. We say good night to
Him as we retire to rest and waken in
the morning to greet Him on the new
day. The sun promotes life in nature
and the Son of God gives the gift of
eternal life to all who trust their souls
to Him.
The Sun Is Not to Be Worshiped for It
Has No Personality
Deut. 4:19
It is a Person whom we worship, not
a created object. Our Father loves us
but the sun does not. The sun cannot
shepherd us but God’s Son is our Shep
herd. We never can be related to the
sun but we become children of God by
faith in Christ Jesus. We cannot draw
near the sun but our Lord asks us to
come near. We cannot partake of the
sun but we are requested to feed on the
Lamb of God. We cannot have fellow
ship with the sun but we are called into
the fellowship of His Son, Jesus Christ
our Lord. We cannot go and live in the
sun but we shall go and live in the pres
ence of our Father.
Page Twenty-six

The Sun Cannot Save
Jer. 44:22
When rot develops in vegetation or in
animal life, the sun is powerless to re
pair the damage. Usually the sun has
no power to even stop the ravage of
the disease. The Lord Jesus, however,
who is the Son of God has power both
to stop the disease and also to remove
the evidences of its corroding effect. The
sun cannot put our sins away but the
Son of God can do so because of Cal
vary. The sun cannot make us righteous
but we become righteous by faith in
Christ Jesus. The sun cannot bring us
to God but the Son of God can and does.
The Sun Cannot Give Life
Jer. 44:26
When once a tree or a bird has died
the sun has no power to revive nor re
store. The sun is essential in nature to
strong healthy plant life and animal life
but cannot maintain that life nor restore
it if it is lost. The sun has a beneficial
effect upon things in nature but when
the great enemy strikes, its power is
gone. The Son of God can give life, can
sustain life, and can give the life that
is life indeed, the life that is the life
of God.
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Wednesday, May 9, 1951:
Through the kind arrangements made
by Senor Carlos Llosa Belaunde, Man
ager of the Guano Administration, we
were able to visit one of the famous
bird islands off the coast of Peru. Right
after breakfast, Senor Luis Gamarra
Dulanto, sub-manager of the Adminis
tration, called for us in a nice station
wagon and took us about sixty miles
north along the coast to a town called
Huacho. It was a very interesting drive,
with the Pacific Ocean on one side, the
Andes mountains on the other, and
desert sands lying between. The sand
keeps encroaching on the road, and
workers are busy all the time keeping
the road cleared of the sand. From
Huacho we traveled in a launch for
about an hour and a half to Don Mar
tin Island. It was a wonderful sight—
the great flocks of guano birds feeding
on fish from the ocean. As far as the
eye could see, the birds covered the face
of the water, flying low and diving for
fish, or resting on the surface of the
water. At the island we were met by
the manager of the guano station there,
and a group of his assistants, and we
were feted at a marvelous six course
“lunch,” including toadfish and filet
mignon! After this hearty meal, we
were ready to walk over the island to
see the operations there. There were all
of the usual installations of offices, docks,
warehouses, living quarters, and such
places that one would expect, but our
real interest lay on the great rock top
of the island where the birds lived.

The island is a solid mass of guano birds
When we climbed to the top there were
not many birds there, hut we could look
out over the surface of the ocean and
see the great flocks of them still feed
ing. About three o’clock they started to
come into the island in great long lines
in which each bird followed the one
ahead as they dipped up or down over
waves. From all directions they came
until the sea was black with low flying
birds, and as they approached the island,
they would circle up into the air above
us until the whole horizon was also
black with them. The men there told us
that each bird has its own place to
stand and always stands in that place.
They come in in order, starting to stand
in the center of the island and filling
in solid all around as the black flock
of standing birds grew in size. They
kept coming in until by sunset time
the whole island was one solid mass of
standing birds, with over two and a half
million birds crowded on this one small
island about one half mile long by a
quarter of a mile wide. It was indeed
a never-to-be-forgotten sight — these
birds flying unerringly to their own spot,
and all moving with an order and pre
cision that was marvelous to behold.
They eat about four thousand tons of
fish a day, and in turn produce thou
sands of tons of guano fertilizer that is
so needed for the economy of this coun
try.
Due to the pressure of business in
Lima, it was necessary for some of
our group to return to Lima that night,
but Dr. Talbot stayed over, and the
next morning had the privilege of
climbing up again to see the birds start
out on their days fishing. In a vast body
they all moved together to a cliff at one
end of the island. Then row after row
took flight as they reached the edge and
they were away for another day’s fish
ing. After watching them depart. Dr.
Talbot did likewise, as he too went fish
ing but found that fish were not as
easily caught by hook and line as by
diving birds. Those of us who went back
to Lima passed other islands where the
usual white covering of guano had
turned black by a solid covering of
birds. We also saw a great herd of sea
lions living on one of the islands. It
was a most interesting day, and we
trust that despite the generally cloudy
weather of this district, we will have
good pictures of this most unusual sight
to show to our friends at home.
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