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She opened the door of a little closet. "Let's put the toys away. 
Tomorrow's Sunday." 
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1. 

Early Chri~ i Training 

It was Saturday night. Berttie and Maxey Wal
ton were playing with their toys. 

"This is Saturday night," Berttie said. She opened 
the door of a little closet. 

"Let's put the toys away. Tomorrow's Sunday." 
Maxey helped his older sister pick up the toys and 

books. Sunday was a special day at the Waltons' 
house. All week Berttie and Maxey played with their 
ball, and bat, and their marbles. They read their 
storybooks. But on Saturday night all of these things 
were put away in the little closet. 

Early on Sunday morning Mrs. Walton packed a 
lunch in a basket. They got on the street car and 
took a long ride across the town of Louisville, Ken
tucky. At last they came to a little church. 

Maxey's Sunday school teacher was Anna Stover. 
She tried hard to teach the boys and girls about 
Jesus. Many, many years later she heard Maxey 
preach. It made her very happy! 

The Walton family sometimes stayed at the church 
all day on Sunday. Then they were already there for 
the evening service. They did not need to take 
another long ride on the street car. 

One Sunday afternoon one of the Walton's friends 
invited Berttie and Maxey to go for a walk. They 
walked by a drugstore. 

"Oh, let's go in and get some ice cream!" the friend 
said. 
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Yum-yum! How Maxey did like ice cream! But he 
did not feel right about it. The Waltons never bought 
things on Sunday. It was God's day. 

The friend took Berttie and Maxey into the drug
store. Soon Maxey was sitting on a high stool at the 
counter. The friend told the girl at the counter to bring 
ice cream. 

A few minutes later Maxey looked at the delicious 
ice cream. But he could not eat it. All he could say 
was, "It is Sunday." He left the store without eating 
the ice cream. 
Maxey loved the little church in Louisville. Exciting 
things happened there. People often went to the front 
of the church. They knelt at the altar, crying and pray
ing. God changed their lives. Maxey knew God could 
save people. He had seen it happen many times. 

One day a lady named Lillie Nerry came to the 
little church. She had meetings for the children. She 
told them how to become Christians. She invited them 
to come to the altar. Several boys and girls went and 
Maxey went, too. There he asked Jesus to save him. 
He felt peace in his heart. 

Many years later, after Maxey had been a mission
ary, he was holding a missionary service at a church. 
Afterward a gray-haired lady came to him. "Do you 
know me? I am Lillie Nerry." 

Maxey was glad to see the one who helped him 
give his heart to Jesus. 

Every year the Waltons had an exciting adventure. 
They packed things they would need. Then they 
crossed the Ohio River to Indiana. There they got 
on a trolley car. Up and over the mountains they went. 
At last they came to a camp ground on Silver Heights. 

The meetings at the camp were even more exciting 
than at the little church. Big crowds came. A great 
choir sang. Many people came to the altar. Some-
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times people were so happy they shouted and ran 
around. One lady sometimes got so excited that her 
sunbonnet fell right off! 

Maxey was born May 3, 1905, in Louisville. The 
family lived there until he was about 14. Then they 
moved to Los Angeles, California. 

As soon as they were moved in, Mrs. Walton began 
looking for a good church to attend. They found one 
where exciting things happened. God was there and 
many people found Jesus. 

When Maxey was 15, he knew he had lost the 
peace he had once had in his heart. On December 
5, 1920, he went to the altar. He knew God had taken 
him back. Things were so different after that! 

For awhile Maxey thought he was both saved and 
sanctified. He told people he was filled with the Holy 
Spirit. 

But deep down in his heart Maxey was proud. He 
thought he was just a little better than other people. 
After all, years ago, one of his relatives had come 
to this country on the Mayflower! 

Maxey also had trouble with anger. He was in 
R.0.T.C. This meant he was taking training at school 
to be a soldier. The boys practiced marching. 

One day the captain gave a command. "Right 
dress!" Maxey got too close to the boy on his right. 
The boy was disgusted. He poked Maxey in the ribs 
with his elbow and said, "Get over!" 

Maxey quickly got over. But he felt himself getting 
mad. They marched all afternoon. All Maxey could 
think of was those words, "Get over!" But if I was 
really sanctified, I would not be angry like this, he 
thought. 
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When he got home, Maxey hurried upstairs to his 
room. He prayed, "Oh, God, why have I been feeling 
like this? Why can't I forgive that boy?" 

One October evening in 1922 Maxey went to a 
meeting at the church. He knew God was talking to 
him. He needed to have his heart cleaned up. He 
went to the altar to pray, but nothing happened. 

He left the church and got on the street car to go 
home. After he got off the street car, he started walk
ing up the hill to his house. He was talking to God 
in the darkness. "Oh, God, there's no use fooling my
self any longer. I need to get rid of all the wrong 
things in my heart." 

He climbed the steps up the hill to the house. Then 
he climbed the stairs to his room. He felt like he was 
carrying a heavy burden. He prayed and prayed. 

It was after eleven o'clock when Maxey believed 
God's promise. Right away God came. Peace was 
in his heart. How clean he felt! He went to his parents' 
bedroom and told them a great victory had been won. 

8 



Maxey Bee s a Preacher 

Maxey was praying that he could get out of the 
high school he went to. The boys and girls there were 
no help to him at all as he tried to live for Jesus. 
He needed Christian friends. 

One day a young man said to him, "Maxey, why 
don't you come over to the Training School for Chris
tian Workers in Huntington Park? You can learn about 
the Bible." 

Maxey talked it over with his parents. It was de
cided that he would go to Bible School. He stayed 
at home and rode to the school on the street car. 
He knew nothing at all about how to act in a Bible 
School. But the teachers were kind to him. 

Old Dr. Mclaughlin was one of the teachers. He 
could not hear very well. He had an ear trumpet which 
looked like an old-fashioned coffee pot with a spout. 
Dr. MclaughHn held the ear trumpet in his hand. He 
would point the spout at Maxey and say, "Brother 
Walton, what is the next point in the lesson?" 

Then he put the spout up to his ear to hear the 
answer. But all Maxey ever said was, "I don't know!" 

Maxey wasn't a very good student at first. But he 
became an A student. After awhile he moved into 
the dorm at the school. 
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Everyone was talking about the tent meeting. A stu
dent named Roy Phillips felt that God wanted him 
to have a tent meeting. He and others put a big tent 
up at a place called Home Gardens. 

But before the meeting could start, Roy Phillips got 
sick. He didn't get to go to one single meeting. In 
his bed in the dorm he prayed and prayed for the 
meetings. 

The president of the Training School was Rev. Eli 
Rees. He took charge of the tent meeting. Different 
students at the school would go and preach each 
night. 

One day Maxey saw Rev. Rees in the hall at the 
school. "Maxey, when are you going to preach at the 
tent meeting?" 

Maxey was surprised. He had not thought about 
it. He had never preached in his life! 

"I don't know," he said. "I have no message." 
Rev. Rees smiled. "Well, you had better get a mes

sage ready." Then he turned and walked down the 
hall. 

A few days later Maxey was in his room praying. 
To his surprise God began to give him a message. 
Maxey hurried and wrote down the things God told 
him. 

Does God want me to preach this message at the 
tent meeting? he wondered. 

The next day a student named Isaac Smith said 
to Maxey, "Do you have a message for us at the 
tent meeting?" 

"I have a message, but I do not know if it is for 
the tent meeting," Maxey told him. 

"Come on out and preach the message God ha~ 
given you," said Isaac. 

The message seemed to hang heavy on Maxey's 
heart. But what if I'm mistaken? he thought. I will go 
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to the meeting, he decided. But how can I say that 
I have the message? So Maxey went to the tent meet
ing. 

Each night Rev. Rees had the crowd sing several 
songs. Then they had prayer. Then he gave the stu
dent who had a message a chance to preach. If no 
one said he had a message, then Rev. Rees would 
preach. 

The night Maxey went, they sang and sang. He 
sat on the second seat beside Isaac Smith. He knew 
he had God's message. He knew he should give it 
that night. How could he walk to the front and say 
he would preach? That was a big order. 

Suddenly Isaac whispered to Maxey, "Do you have 
the message for tonight?" 

"I think maybe I do." 
"Then don't sit here any longer!" 
That was all Maxey needed. He walked to the plat

form and said to Rev. Rees, "I believe I have the 
message for tonight." 

Maxey preached his first sermon. Seven people 
came to the altar for prayer. 

After that God often gave messages to Maxey to 
preach. 

When school was out, Maxey and Roy Phillips took 
a long trip. Someone had given Roy a 1913 T Model 
Ford. The two young men decided to drive the car 
to Wisconsin and then on to North Carolina, preach
ing wherever they could. 

The car had a brass radiator and straight fenders. 
It had kerosene lanterns that they lighted with a 
match. Sometimes they had to crank it for 45 minutes 
to get it started! 

When the boys got in the car, they were sitting 
up quite high. They went rattling down the dirt roads. 
In 1923 hardly any roads were paved outside the 
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cities. They had a flat tire nearly every day. And one 
day they had seven flats! The most they traveled in 
one day was 35 miles. Sometimes the motor got so 
hot it glowed! 

When they got to Wisconsin, they made some re
pairs. They were on their way again, but something 
was wrong. They had not put any water in the 
radiator! The boys stared at the motor. 

"Look! There are two cracks in the head of the 
motor!" shouted Roy. 

Yes, they could see the cracks with water and 
steam coming out. Maxey felt like this was the end. 
If they had to buy a new part, they would have no 
money left to finish their trip. 

"What are we going to do?" Maxey asked. 
"Let's pray and ask God to heal this old Ford!" said 

Roy. 
They did, and God answered. At the end of the 

day they looked at the motor again. The cracks were 
closed! 

Finally they reached North Carolina and began to 
hold services. People came for miles. They walked, 
they rode horseback, they came in buggies. Many 
were saved. 

At the end of the summer Roy stayed in North 
Carolina. Maxey took the train back to California. 

Roy drove the old Ford two or three years longer 
without any trouble. Then he sold it to a man. The 
first trip the man made was to buy whiskey. On his 
way home two cracks opened up in the head of the 
motor! 

Back in California Maxey became part of a gospel 
team. A group of young people went to different 
churches to sing and preach. One night they were 
going to have a service in a Baptist church in the 
town of Orange. 
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A family named Newsom invited the gospel team 
for supper before the service. There were three young 
people in the Newsom family. They were Lavina, 
Viola Mae, and Wendell. Viola was a senior in high 
school. She had black hair and sparkling eyes. 

In the church that night Maxey preached. He 
noticed that Viola Newsom was listening carefully. 
After he finished preaching, Viola came to the altar. 
Maxey prayed with her and helped her find Jesus 
as her Savior. 

Maxey decided he would like to know Viola Mae 
Newsom better! 
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r Viola 

Luther and Rosa Newsom lived on a farm near 
Stanton in southern California. They had a daughter 
named Lavina. When Lavina was five years old, the 
Newsoms knew there would soon be a new baby in 
their family. 

Mr. and Mrs. Newsom were members of the 
Alamitos Friends Church. They prayed together and 
told God the new baby would belong to Him. They 
hoped the baby would grow up to be a missionary 
or worker for the Lord. 

On December 30, 1905 the baby arrived. It was a 
little girl, and they named her Viola Mae. 

When Viola was four, a baby boy came to live with 
the Newsoms. His name was Wendell. The Newsoms 
took their family to church every Sunday. 

Lavina and Viola and Wendell had good times to
gether. They worked hard on the farm. 

"You are a big help to us. The farm wouldn't go 
without you!" the parents told the children. 

One day Viola was climbing a tree. Suddenly she 
slipped and fell. She caught her jaw on a tree limb 
and hurt herself badly. She bled so much her parents 
wondered if they would be able to save her life. But 
at last they were able to get the bleeding stopped. 

Another time Viola was playing in the barn. The 
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big sliding door fell on her. Just then a hen flew up 
in the air and landed on Viola. The door fell partly 
on the hen. This helped save Viola's life. 

Viola also was quite sick several times when she 
was little. Her parents wondered if she would live long 
enough to grow up. 

Not far from the Newsom farm lived many people 
of a different color. There were brown-skinned Mexi
cans and yellow-skinned Japanese. Mr. Newsom sold 
milk to some of them. 

One day on her way to school Viola found out that 
a Japanese family was in trouble. She told her mother 
about it. 

''The mother is sick, and they have a tiny baby to 
take care of," Viola said. 

Mrs. Newsom went to visit the family. She talked 
to them and wanted to help. They let her take the 
baby home until the mother got well. 

What fun it was to take care of the tiny baby. Viola 
helped all she could. When the mother was well, they 
took the baby home again. 

Then they heard about a Japanese baby that was 
sick. He was a year old but weighed only 12 pounds 
with his clothes and blanket on. This baby's parents 
had seen how well Mrs. Newsom had cared for the 
first baby, so they begged her to take their baby, too. 
They wanted him to grow big and strong also. So 
Mrs. Newsom took this baby home to care for. 

What good care they gave the little boy! How they 
prayed that God would help him to grow! Slowly the 
baby put on weight. He learned to crawl. Then he 
learned to walk. The Newsom family loved him. It was 
hard to let him go back to his mother. They kept in 
touch with him for many years after that. 

Viola went to school with Japanese and Mexicans. 
The Newsom family loved them all. Even when some 
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of the Mexicans let their horses run over the Newsom 
farm, Viola's father didn't get angry. He talked kindly. 
Viola grew up loving people of all kinds. 

She walked to school with her friends. She liked 
school. Math and geography were her favorite sub
jects. 

Then it was time for Viola to go to high school. 
Each school day she got on a trolley car. She rode 
11 miles from Stanton to the high school in Santa 
Anna. 

Viola studied hard in high school. She wanted to 
go to college and learn to be a teacher. She made 
good grades. When she sent her name to Whittier 
College, they said she could come as a student. 

But then something happened that changed her 
plans. It was Viola's senior year. Her older sister 
Lavina was going to the Training School for Christian 
Workers in Huntington Park. (It is now called Azusa 
College.) 

One day, a gospel team from Lavina's school was 
to be in the Baptist Church. Lavina was a member 
of the gospel team. So her mother invited the young 
people for supper. Viola helped her mother prepare 
the meal. This was on March 9, 1924. 

Soon two car-loads of young people came to the 
Newsom farm. After supper the Newsoms went to the 
Baptist church to the service. 

One of the young men on the gospel team was 
Maxey Walton. Viola listened as he preached, and 
she went forward to pray at the altar. 

In the summer of 1924 Maxey came to visit Viola 
quite often. They went to church together. They talked 
about a lot of things. They finally decided God wanted 
them to spend their lives together. 

Viola did not go to Whittier College. Instead she 
went to the Training School for Christian Workers. 
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Maxey and Viola were married on November 27, 
1924. They both knew life would not be easy. But 
they loved each other, and they loved God. They de
cided God wanted them to be missionaries to Africa. 
But the mission would not let newlyweds g_o. 

They went to many different churches to hold ser
vices. They sang together, and people enjoyed hear
ing them. But this bothered Maxey. 

One day he said to Viola, "Singing is all right, but 
God has called me to preach. From now on, I'm not 
going to hold meetings and just sing. I'll go where 
I can preach!" 

Roy Phillips came back to California. He decided 
God wanted him to preach in the mining camps. He 
and some other young men drove up into the moun
tains. They began preaching at an old gold-mining 
town called Angel's Camp. 

Maxey began to feel that God wanted him to do 
this kind of work. By this time they had a baby girl 
named Velma Mae, born November 4, 1925. Maxey 
bought a secondhand Ford and got ready to go to 
the mountains. They had no money but believed God 
would take care of them. 

The morning they were going to leave, someone 
handed Maxey an envelope. Inside was five dollars. 
This would get them started on the trip. 
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It was 400 miles to Angel's Camp - a long, hard 
trip. The old Ford had one flat tire after another. At 
last they got there. It was not a pretty place. Maxey 
and Viola slept on a small mattress on the floor. 

Roy and Maxey and the other boys stayed at 
Angel's Camp. From there they went to other towns 
nearby. No one had preached about Jesus in some 
of those places for many years. 

From one town to another they went. Maxey and 
Viola slept in the car many times. Baby Velma slept 
in a little hammock they hung from the roof of the 
car. They cooked whatever God sent to them. Once 
in awhile Maxey was able to shoot a fat jackrabbit. 
That made a good meal! 

In 1927 the Waltons felt they should go on a 
preaching trip to North Carolina. They drove a ways 
and heard a noise. It sounded like something snap
ped inside the car. 

Maxey stopped the car and got out to look. He 
could find nothing. They had prayer and then drove 
on. Once in awhile they heard a growling sound in 
the car. They prayed and the noise stopped. 

They drove 2500 miles. At last they reached a town 
where Maxey's uncle lived. He took the car apart to 
see what was wrong. He showed Maxey a part that 
had been chewed into hundreds of pieces. The man 
shook his head. "It surely must have been God that 
helped you to get here!" 

The Waltons traveled in North Carolina and in Vir
ginia. They held many services in churches. Here and 
there they began to hear about missionary work in 
the West Indies. They heard about what the Pilgrim 
Holiness Church was doing there. They read books 
about it. 

God was giving Maxey and Viola a desire to tell 
the people of the West Indies about His love. 
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After preaching in one town, they were going to 
go back to another town. They often stayed with some 
people there. Then they got the news that there was 
danger of disease in that home. They did not want 
to take Velma there. 

''The Pilgrim Holiness camp meeting is going on," 
said Maxey. "Let's go there." 

When they got there, one of the preachers was 
Rev. R. G. Finch. He was in charge of the missionary 
work in the Pilgrim Holiness Church (now The Wes
leyan Church). Maxey spent much time talking with 
Brother Finch. 

One day the two men were talking in the shade 
of the oak trees on the camp ground. Maxey said, 
"I would like to preach the gospel in the West Indies. 
God has given us enough money to go." 

Rev. Finch said, "We need missionaries in British 
Guiana. Rev. and Mrs. Hiles are coming home. If you 
could take their place for awhile, then you could go 
to the West Indies." 

Maxey and Viola prayed about this. They believed 
God was leading them. They joined the Pilgrim Holi
ness Church in 1929 at Kingswood, Kentucky. Maxey 
was ordained as a preacher in the Church. 

Then the Waltons drove back home to California. 
They had just two months to get ready to go as 
missionaries. 
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5. 

Lan o Mud 

Maxey and Viola stood with four-year-old Velma on 
the deck of a large ship. On the shore were people 
waving. 

Slowly the ship began to move. The people on the 
shore seemed to get smaller and smaller. The Califor
nia shore line got farther and farther away. The Wal
tons suddenly felt very lonely. 

A week later they went through the Panama Canal. 
After waiting several days they got on another ship. 
It took them to Trinidad in the West Indies. 

Then the Walton family boarded the "Lady Haw
kins." This ship would take them 300 miles to British 
Guiana (now called Guyana). What would they find 
there? They had heard it was not a healthy place. 
Some people called it the white man's graveyard of 
South America. It was also known as Land of Mud. 

One day in December Maxey and his family saw 
that the blue ocean was turning green. Later it began 
to turn brown. The ship was entering the mouth of 
a large river. 

In the evening they felt the boat stop moving. When 
they went on deck, they could see land. About ten 
miles away was a low, dark line. 

"Just see how flat it is!" said Viola. 
"Not a hill or a mountain to be seen," Maxey said. 
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The boat could not go any farther until the tide 
came in. The Demerara River kept bringing mud into 
the harbor. They could not go farther without getting 
stuck in the mud! 

Late that night the boat began moving again. The 
harbor lights winked and blinked, showing the pilot 
which way to go. That night they slept on the ship. 
But it was so exciting to be so near to their new home! 

Next morning Brother Hiles came to help them go 
on shore. Down the gangplank they came carrying 
their bags. Black boys were pushing and shoving. 
Each one wanted to earn a few pennies by carrying 
the bags. 

They waited in a long shed until all their bags were 
checked. The shed smelled like sugar. Thousands of 
sacks of sugar were there, ready to be loaded on 
ships. 

At last they stepped out of the shed. The sun shin
ing on white coral streets hurt their eyes. A crowd 
of men, carts, and donkeys was all around them. Ev
eryone wanted to load their bags on a cart. 

Brother Hiles helped them through the crowd. The 
mission Ford was parked on the main street of the 
town. They packed bags and people into the old car. 

The Waltons tried hard to see everything as they 
drove along. But it was impossible. This was 
Georgetown, the largest city in Guyana. The streets 
were full of people and bicycles and wagons and ani
mals. The city was always very busy when a big ship 
came in. 

In a few minutes they were in the mission house. 
Sister Hiles had "tea" ready. They would eat "break
fast" at noon! 

What a lot there was to learn from the Hileses! 
They would be leaving in about three weeks. The 
Waltons must learn how to go shopping. They must 
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learn to find their way around town and out to the 
country churches. 

There were many things to get used to. The land 
along the coast of Guyana is very low. A big sea 
wall has been built to keep out the ocean. Much rain 
falls and black sticky mud is everywhere. 

Maxey and Viola and Velma had to learn to crawl 
under a mosquito net to sleep at night. They lay there 
in the dark, listening to the strange sounds. There 
were whistling frogs, roaches chewing on things, rats 
running around, donkeys hee-hawing! 

On their first Sunday the Hileses took them in the 
old rattly Ford to a church out in the country. They 
saw people using a net to catch fish from a muddy 
ditch. The people used the ditch water for bathing 
and for cooking and for drinking. They saw men and 
women working in the rice fields. They waded in water 
up to their knees to plant the rice plants. 

On January 3, 1930 the Waltons watched Rev. and 
Mrs. Hiles sail away. How helpless the Waltons felt! 
But there was no time to feel sorry for themselves. 
They were the only Pilgrim Holiness (Wesleyan) mis
sionaries in Guyana. They must get busy! 
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Maxey watched the Indians make baskets. One woman was 
baking a huge flat cake. 
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6. ·•· 

A Dream ostponed 

Maxey wanted to visit all the churches. One was 
75 miles from Georgetown. It was at the edge of 
the jungle. He drove as far as he could. Then he 
went on a boat up the Essequebo River. Indians pad
dled a hollowed-out log with eight people crowded 
into it. 

Maxey's eyes opened wide as he saw the jungle 
on each side of the river. Beautiful flowers and vines 
grew up the trunks of tall trees. Lizards two to four 
feet long ran here and there. Blue and green but
terflies and red and green dragonflies flew around 
them. Bright-colored birds called to each other. Once 
a black snake five feet long crawled in a tree over 
their heads. Stinging ants and scorpions lived among 
the leaves. 

They crossed a lake to visit an Indian village. 
Maxey watched the Indians make baskets. One 
woman was baking a huge flat cake over a fire. 
Maxey had prayer with the Indians. He gave them 
something to read. Then he had to get in the log 
boat and go back across the lake and down the river. 

Someday he wanted to visit Indians far in the jungle 
and tell them about Jesus. He thought and prayed 
about it often. 

In January 1931 a new baby girl came to live with 
the Waltons. They named her Violet Evelyn. Five
year-old Velma was so glad to see her! 
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, Along the coast the people of Guyana speak En-
glish. Maxey held services in the big church on Char
lotte Street in Georgetown. They had some wonderful 
times there. Many people were saved. 

In April 1931 Maxey made a trip to the West Indies. 
He had told Brother Finch back in Virginia that he 
wanted to preach in the West Indies. These were is
lands in the ocean between Guyana and the United 
States. Maxey enjoyed preaching there for two 
weeks. There were 363 people at the altar for prayer. 

Rev. R. Wingrove Ives was in charge of the mission 
work in the West Indies and Guyana. He came from 
the West Indies to visit the work in Guyana. Maxey 
took him to visit a place called Sister's Village. Rev. 
and Mrs. Craig and Rev. Muller went along. They 
were workers, too. 

They drove a ways in the car. Then they crossed 
the river in a small boat. They had a good service 
with the people at the church. When the meeting 
ended, it was raining very hard. Dressed in rain coats, 
they hurried down to the river. They noticed the boat 
was lower. The tide was going out. 

The night was black and the rain poured. How 
would they make it to the other side? The river was 
one mile wide. The boatman was sick, so his wife 
was going to guide the boat through the darkness. 
Everyone was praying silently. Brother Muller held a 
small lantern at the front of the boat. 

It seemed like a miracle when the woman landed 
the little boat right at the dock on the other side! 

Then the missionaries walked half a mile farther 
in the rain. They were soaked from head to foot. At 
last they reached Georgetown. A few days later 
Maxey became sick with malaria. 

There was really no time to be sick. Important visi
tors were coming from America. This did not often 
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happen. Rev. and Mrs. Seth Rees would soon come 
to Guyana to stay for five days. Brother Rees was 
one of the men who started the Pilgrim Holiness 
Church. 

Meetings were planned. Workers from the country 
churches came in. Everyone wanted to hear the great 
preacher from America. They sat with shining faces 
and took in every word. 

Every night the church was crowded. Many people 
were there who had not been in the church before. 
When Brother Rees invited people to come to the 
altar, they came and filled the altar. Then they knelt 
at the front seat. They filled the second seat, the third, 
and the fourth! 

The last service was a very special time. It was 
time to say good-bye to the Reeses. But it was also 
a farewell service for the Waltons. They were going 
back to the United States. Maxey and Viola and 
Velma had been very sick with malaria. Maxey had 
had over 30 hard attacks of malaria. They needed 
to rest. 

It was January 1932 when they landed at the port 
of Boston, Massachusetts. 

It seemed to Maxey and Viola that their dreams 
would never come true. How often they had prayed 
for the people in the jungles. They had not been able 
to reach them. Now they were going home. Had God 
forgotten their prayers? 

For the next few years Maxey was an evangelist. 
He traveled to many churches to hold meetings. Not 
much money came in. But the Waltons had a rule 
in their family. They did not complain, and they did 
not tell anyone else about their needs. They just 
talked to God about it. 

They lived in North Carolina awhile. Then they 
moved to Kentucky. Maxey left the family to go on 
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the train to preach in different churches. Four months 
later he came back. There was nothing to eat. The 
family had been living on beans and bread. 

Then Maxey got sick with malaria. How they prayed 
for God to meet their needs! 

One day a big car stopped in front of their house. 
A lady came and knocked at the door. Soon she 
began to bring in boxes of food. She felt God wanted 
her to do it. God used her to answer their prayers. 

Then the Waltons moved to Colorado Springs. 
Maxey kept on traveling to many churches for revival 
meetings. 

In October 1934 while he was in Colorado holding 
services, God spoke to Maxey. "I want you to go back 
to Guyana." 

Right away Maxey sent a letter to the men in 
charge of missions. They asked him to hold mission
ary meetings in different churches. They wanted him 
to raise money for missions before he went to 
Guyana. 

He took the train to go East for missionary services. 
While in Pennsylvania he looked at a newspaper. It 
told about a terrible flood in Colorado Springs. Right 
away the devil tried to tell him his family was in 
danger. But God told him they were all right. 

When Maxey got back home, he found that the 
flood water had come up in his house and garage. 
His car was ruined. But his family was safe. 

Maxey worked for missions for seven months. He 
traveled 13,91 O miles and visited 93 churches. He 
raised $3, 755 for missions and saw 593 people come 
to the altar. 
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Taking the G I to the Jungle 

God had not forgotten the Waltons' prayers for the 
people in the jungle. He was working out His plan! 

God had His hand on a young man named James 
Watson. He grew up in the city of Georgetown. He 
went to the Catholic church there and helped by doing 
little chores. 

As James grew older, he decided he wanted to 
go and see the jungle. He traveled miles and miles. 
He saw Indians who had never seen a white man. 
He built a hut far from other people. His bed was 
built high near the roof so wild animals could not 
reach him. 

He came close to a poisonous snake and to a 
jaguar. But they did not hurt him. He had no gun, 
but some unseen power seemed to protect him. But 
his heart was heavy. Something was missing in his 
life. 

James went back to Georgetown. He went to 
church again. He prayed. But his heart was not at 
peace. 

One day James had a strange vision, or dream. 
He dreamed he was reading prayers from a prayer 
book. Suddenly, a hand reached down. It was a hand 
with a nail-hole in it. James knew it was the hand 
of Jesus. The hand grabbed the prayer book and 
threw it on the floor. Then it gave James a little red 
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book. On the book were these words: "Pilgrim Holi
ness Church." 

James woke up from his dream. What did it mean? 
What was the Pilgrim Holiness Church? He had never 
heard of it. 

The people of Guyana believe that when you have 
a dream, the first person you ask about it will tell 
you the right meaning. James decided that morning 
that he would ask the first person he met what church 
he went to. 

He went outside, and the first person he met was 
a little man named Cato. James had known Cato for 
quite awhile, but he did not know what church he 
went to. So James asked him. 

"I go to the Pilgrim Holiness Church," Cato said. 
"Where is the church?" 
Cato told him and said, "We're having a revival 

meeting. Wouldn't you like to go with me this eve
ning?" 

James went and that night he went to the altar and 
God saved him from his sins. He went to the house 
where he lived with his sister. He told her he had 
been saved. She didn't like it. 

"You can't sleep in this house," she told him. "You 
can sleep under the house but not inside!" 

It was chilly that night. James took his coat and 
folded it up for a pillow. He tried to go to sleep under 
the house. He did this every night for a week. 

His sister saw that he was not going to give up. 
Then she let him come in the house again. 

In March 1936 the Walton family sailed back to 
Guyana, The Land of Mud. Soon after they got there, 
a baby boy came to join the Walton family. His name 
was Paul, and he was born on August 19. 

Brother Everett Phillippe was in charge of the work. 
One day Brother Phillippe said to Maxey, "I want you 
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to meet James Watson. He is a new Christian. He 
wants to take the gospel into the jungle. I told him 
you want to do this, too. You need to talk to him." 

After James and Maxey talked together, Maxey's 
heart was thrilled. At last he had found the man he 
was looking for! He has the same goal I have. He 
has lived in the jungle. He is willing to be my guide. 
Thank God for James Watson! Maxey thought. 

Their first adventure began on July 12, 1936. What 
a strange pair they were! Maxey was short, but James 
was six feet tall, thin, and had long arms. They carried 
their suitcases and a guitar on board a river steamer. 
Soon the boat began moving up the Demarara River. 

Along the shore were large sections of land called 
grants. The owner of the grant hired men to cut wood 
back in the jungle. Then the wood was sent down 
the river and sold. 

Maxey and Brother Watson held services for the 
workers on these grants. On one grant lived James's 
sister and her husband. This was the sister who had 
been so mean to him when he was saved. Both she 
and her husband became Christians on that first 
jungle trip! 

Maxey would never forget his first night in the 
jungle. They hung their hammocks under an old roof. 
The night was cool after the heat of the day. They 
wrapped up in blankets and crawled into their ham
mocks. 

"This place used to have a lot of labarri snakes!" 
one of the men said. 

Maxey shivered. 
"If one crawls in with you, just lie real still. Then 

it won't bite you!" 
It wasn't easy to go to sleep after that! And the 

jungle turned out to be a noisy place. Rain pounded 
on the roof. Frogs whistled and croaked. Something 
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went "plop" every few minutes. A baboon howled. 
At last morning came. The two men went on up 

the river to preach at other land grants. Everyone 
wanted them to come back again. 
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Brother Watson soon became a regular worker for 
the mission. He kept making river trips. 

They decided they needed to buy their own boat 
for these trips. The Sunday school classes in 
Georgetown and the other churches gave money to 
get a boat. Some of the young people went hungry 
so they could give more money. 

In November Maxey and Brother Wilson took 
another river trip. They came to a new land grant. 
They rode a truck back to where the men were work
ing. There they talked to the man in charge. 

'We want to hold a service for the men," Maxey 
said. 

''The manager is not here, but I think it will be all 
right," the man said. 

They began singing songs, but rain started pouring 
down. They all ran to the house of the manager. 
Maxey preached to the men. Then he invited people 
to come and pray. Six or seven bowed to pray. 

Suddenly a step was heard near the door. "What 
is this? What is going on here?" demanded a man's 
voice. The praying people quickly got up. 

The manager had come home! He was not pleased 
with what was going on. When Maxey began to ex
plain, the man seemed to change. He didn't know 
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a white preacher was back here in the jungle. That 
was different, the man thought. 

The manager asked Maxey to sit down. He had 
the cook bring in a piece of watermelon. They had 
a good talk together. Before they left, the man invited 
them to come back again. 

After that they often preached at this man's land 
grant. He was a Catholic, but he liked Maxey. Every
one was surprised when he built a thatch-roof building 
for a church. He asked Maxey to dedicate it to be 
a Pilgrim Holiness Church. 

In November 1937 Maxey and Brother Wilson took 
the new boat, the "Pilgrim," on a trip to the Big Bend 
of the Demarara River. At the bend was the village 
of Yaroonie. 

The river trip to Yaroonie took one day. They fas
tened the boat and went on shore. The sounds of 
the jungle were all around them. Frogs and insects 
croaked and chirped. 

The people began to come into the thatch-roof 
school. Some of them paddled their dugouts on the 
dark river to get to the meeting. 

Under the thatch roof were black and brown people. 
Near the back sat a young man and woman. Maxey 
knew they were Arawak Indians. He was thrilled to 
be able to preach the gospel to them. 

Brother Watson led the people in singing. The 
songs were new to them, but they learned quickly. 

Bats and insects flew in and out of the building. 
Big hairy spiders could be seen in the grass ceiling. 
But the people listened carefully as Maxey preached. 
He told them what it means to be a Christian. Then 
he invited them to come to the front and kneel. Many 
of them did. 

Maxey watched the people get in their little boats 
and go out on the river. Their lanterns blinked around 
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the river bend and were gone. 
Maxey went back to Yaroonie as often as he could. 

More and more people became Christians. Every time 
the missionary came, the people made him welcome. 
They made a place in one of their houses for him 
to sleep. They hunted in the dark jungle at night. The 
next day they brought delicious meat to eat. They 
boiled water so he could drink safely. They carried 
his bags. They let him use their boats. 

The months passed, and life in Yaroonie began to 
change. Hardly anyone got drunk and fought any
more. They sang songs about Jesus as they paddled 
their boats. Sometimes the young people got together 
just to sing the new songs. 

A lady in Michigan gave money to build a church 
at Yaroonie. Brother Watson was pastor there for 
quite awhile. He married Elsa Hall. She was one of 
the first people to be saved in that village. 

In two years' time God helped Maxey open up 33 
preaching points in the jungle. He was so thankful 
that God was making his dream come true. 
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uble Duty 

Maxey and Viola wanted to get a church started 
in New Amsterdam. They prayed and planned. New 
Amsterdam was the second largest city in Guyana. 

In 1937 they rented the town hall of New Amster
dam. They were going to hold a ten-day meeting. The 
Walton family and six other workers went. They vis
ited many homes and invited people to the meeting. 

When the meetings began, the crowds were large. 
Many came to the altar. Soon they had enough peo
ple saved to start a church. They bought a building 
and fixed it up. They praised God for helping them 
start a church in New Amsterdam. 

In Georgetown lived a lady named Vivian Bacchus. 
She was a proud person. Her husband had a govern
ment job. She wore beautiful clothes. 

Mrs. Bacchus began coming to the Pilgrim Holiness 
Church. Maxey and Viola were friendly to her. They 
told her what she must do to be saved. She wanted 
something to satisfy her empty heart. 

One day the proud lady knelt at the altar and asked 
God to forgive her. Jesus came to live in her heart. 
What a change! Her friends could hardly believe it. 

Right away Mrs. Bacchus wanted to work for the 
Lord. She made hundreds of jars of guava jelly and 
sold them. She gave the money to help the church. 
She gave money to help young people go to school. 
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Mrs Bacchus began having a Sunday school in the 

YMCA. She worked hard in the Charlotte Street 
Church, too. The Waltons gave a pencil to everyone 
who brought a new person to Sunday school. Mrs. 
Bacchus brought 100 people and so got 100 pencils. 
She took them to her Sunday school at the YMCA. 
She gave them out to those who brought new people 
in. The pencils did double duty! 

Mrs. Bacchus rode her bicycle up and down the 
streets. She visited people in their homes and in hos
pitals. She won many souls to the Lord. 

Off to Port of Spain, Trinidad! The Waltons were 
moving away from Georgetown. Maxey was asked 
to be the superintendent in charge of the Caribbean 
Area. 

They got to the West Indies in December of 1939. 
Everyone helped unpack, and they soon settled in 
a rented house. 

Brother Clifton Berg brought a P.A. system to the 
islands. Two loud speakers were put on top of the 
mission car. They hoped to be able to drive around 
telling people about Jesus and also inviting them to 
church. 

They tried it out for the first time on Christmas Day. 
The Walton family and Brother Berg got in the car 
and went for a drive. Such a lovely place Trinidad 
was. They drove through cocoa groves. They drove 
through beautiful valleys with green mountains on 
either side. They stopped on the seashore and 
watched the blue waves come rolling in on the white 
sand. 

Then Maxey drove back toward Port of Spain. Sud
denly they came to a large group of people in the 
road. About 30 or 40 men and women were dancing 
and singing. The men had white stuff smeared on 
their faces. Some were hitting sticks together. One 
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was pounding on a gasoline drum. One was blowing 
an old horn. What a racket! They were acting crazy, 
because they had been drinking. A woman was lead
ing them as they went along. 

Maxey finally got the car past them and drove on 
down the road. He came to a crossroad where some 
men were standing around. Stopping the car, he 
played some gospel music over the loud speak
ers. People in the neighborhood heard the music and 
came to see where it was coming from. Soon there 
would be a nice crowd to preach to. 

All of the sudden, around the curve in the road 
came the wild crowd! What would they do to the car 
and the speakers? What would they do to his family 
inside the car? Maxey wondered. It was too late to 
get away. 

The dancing crowd came closer to them. God said 
to Maxey, "Perhaps here comes your Christmas 
crowd - men and women who need the gospel." 

Maxey felt peaceful inside as the drunk people 
came all around the car. They stared into the car 
windows at Viola and the children. The air smelled 
like liquor. 

"Please stop dancing! Listen to the gospel songs!" 
Maxey begged. 

Some of the people got quiet. After playing some 
music, Maxey and Brother Berg spoke to the people. 
Several raised their hands and wanted prayer. 

After prayer Maxey said, "We will be back next 
week to hold a service. Come when you hear the 
music." 

The next week they went back and held a service, 
and six people knelt for prayer. 

After many months of work on Trinidad, it was time 
for the Waltons to go back to the United States. 
Maxey had been sick because of a heart attack. Viola 
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also was not well. The family returned home in Oc
tober 1940, after spending nearly five years on the 
field. 
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e "Good Tidings" 

Far back in the jungles of Guyana live the 
Patamuna Indians. Maxey wanted to get the gospel 
to them. After over four years in the United States, 
the Walton family was back in Guyana. 

When Brother Berg arrived, Maxey talked to him 
about his plans to visit the Patamunas. Maxey knew 
it would be one of the hardest trips he had ever made. 
Up the Essequebo River by boat they would go. Then 
up the Siparuni River as far as they could go. Then 
hiking over jungle-covered mountains. At last the 
Patamuna Trail would come to the Indian village of 
Paramacatoi. 

Maxey and Brother Berg and a Guyanese pastor, 
Brother earth, decided to make the trip in June 1946. 
They spent hours making plans. 

At last everything was ready. A 30-foot motor boat, 
the "Good Tidings," was loaded. The 11 man crew 
was on board. Captain Joseph Fanfair was in charge. 
A tall thin black man named Scipio was another mem
ber of the crew. Two Patamuna Indians, named Aaron 
and Edward, were also crewmen. Counting the three 
missionaries, there were 14 men on the trip. 

In the boat, too, were many bags of food, as well 
as many gallons of gasoline for the motor, and many 
other supplies. Captain Fanfair had made the trip sev
eral times. He knew what was needed. 
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They must be rescued! Throw a rope to them! 

45 



The "Good Tidings" moved out into the Essequebo 
River. The crew talked about the trip ahead. Those 
who had made the trip before told about the danger
ous waterfalls. The boat would have to be pulled up 
the falls at many spots along the way. 

On the second day Maxey saw this done. The river 
was roaring down over large rocks. The men un
loaded the boat. All the bags and boxes had to be 
carried around the falls on land. 

One of the men jumped out of the boat into the 
swift water. He took a strong rope and fastened it 
to a tree or rock somewhere ahead. Some of the men 
pulled on the line to move the boat. The captain 
shouted orders. The engine chugged. Some of the 
men got under the boat to help move it with their 
shoulders. 

Little by little the boat got through the rapids. Then 
the bags and boxes were all put back in. The men 
all got in the boat and on up the river they went. 

On the third day of their trip up the river, they came 
to lowah Falls. One of the men got out of the boat 
to fasten a rope. Other men began to pull the boat 
as they stood in the swift water. Aaron and Edward 
were at home in the jungle. But they were not good 
swimmers. The men were supposed to jump on board 
the boat when it floated by them. But the two Indian 
boys missed their chance to get into the boat. They 
were left standing in the middle of the rapids. 

The Indians did not say a word, but their faces 
showed how they felt! They must be rescued! Throw 
a rope to them! This was done. Holding to the rope, 
Edward and Aaron slowly pulled themselves to a 
nearby island. 

The men ate their noon meal on the island. Pots 
were hung on forked sticks over fires. How good the 
rice tasted after their hard work! 
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Up the river they went. Captain Fanfair steered the 
"Good Tidings" among hundreds of islands in the 
river. 

On the fourth day they came to the mouth of the 
Siparuni River. It was a hard trip up this smaller river. 
They were attacked by hundreds of blood-sucking 
gnats. They pushed the boat over fallen logs. 

Then they came to the tumbling waters of Man o' 
de Work. Maxey looked at the water rushing down 
the steep rock six or eight feet high. He was sure 
no boat could climb up such a waterfall. 

The men quickly unloaded the boat. The two-inch
thick rope was fastened. The men began to push and 
shove. Inch by inch the boat moved up the steep 
wall of water. The sun was setting when the boat 
at last floated above the falls. How thankful they were! 

They hurried to carry the bags and boxes around 
the falls. Quickly they loaded the boat. They tried to 
go on and find a place to land so they could camp. 
But it was too dark. The river was too dangerous. 
They decided to drop anchor and spend the night 
on the boat. 

Maxey lay down on a board. He used a life pre
server for a pillow. It was hard to sleep and keep 
from rolling off the board! 
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They looked across to another mountain. "That is where we 
are going," said their guides. 

48 



Ith Smlles 

The "Good Tidings" stayed at Castle Hill on Sun
day. They had gone as far as they could on the river. 
Now they would have to go through the jungle. 

Edward and Aaron led the way. The other men fol
lowed, carrying heavy loads. Maxey went last, with 
Brother Carth and Brother Berg. At last they were 
on the Patamuna Trail! 

And what a trail it was! They climbed steep moun
tains. They slid downward on gray clay. They pushed 
through thorny bushes. They crossed streams. They 
tripped over vines. They were soaked by pouring rain. 
They were bitten by insects. 

That night they hung their hammocks under big 
trees. Next morning it was hard to get going again. 
They felt stiff and sore! 

The second day on the trail they started out in the 
rain. All morning they walked through the wet jungle. 
They were soaking wet from head to toe. 

At last they left the jungle and came to a big open 
place. The sun began peeping through the clouds. 
It made them feel so much better! 

The next day they climbed Chigger Mountain. They 
pulled themselves up over roots. They hung onto 
vines. As they climbed, they heard a sound like the 
ringing of an old bell. They were told it was the call 
of the bellbird. 
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From the top of the mountain they looked across 
to another mountain. "That is where we are going," 
said their guides. The village of Paramacatoi was on 
the next mountain. 

After slipping and tumbling down the mountain, they 
saw their first Indian hut. It was round and had a 
pointed grass roof. They hoped they could spend the 
night there. 

Soon four Indians came into the clearing. Aaron 
and Edward knew them. They said the men could 
stay at their camp a short way off. Indians led the 
way. 

Maxey's heart was full of joy. He thanked God for 
bringing them at last to the people he wanted to 
reach. 

At last they came to two large huts. The men hung 
their hammocks beside the hammocks already there. 
Maxey looked around to see what the big hut was 
like inside. A woman and some children were squeez
ing juice from cassava roots. At one end of the house 
a fire was burning. Against one wall were bows and 
arrows. Small bows were the children's and larger 
ones were the men's. 

The next day they walked to the camp of an Indian 
named John Thomas. There were 33 Indians waiting 
for them. How frightening they looked with their 
painted faces! But the men soon saw smiles beneath 
the paint. 

Living in this camp was a young woman named 
Agnes Williams. She had been taught by a Christian 
teacher. She could speak English. She could tell the 
Indians what the mission~ries were saying. 

That evening a service was held. The people lis
tened and asked questions. 

"We want to send a Christian teacher to live here," 
the missionaries told them. "We must ask the govern-
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ment for permission. If you will pray, God will make 
it so." 

They were about to close the service. John 
Thomas, the leader of this group of Indians, came 
forward. He fell on his knees and began to pray in 
Patamuna. After he prayed a sentence, the people 
said it after him. 

What was John Thomas praying about? He asked 
God to bless them and help them live right. He prayed 
for a teacher to be sent to them. 

Did God hear this prayer? Maxey was sure He did. 
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A Small Ba 

Nearly 30 Indian men, women, and children went 
with the missionaries the next morning. They were 
all going to climb the mountain to Paramacatoi. Every
one was happy. The Indians were excited to have 
these visitors. 

At last they reached the flat grassy top of the moun
tain. They saw many huts with pointed roofs. Indians 
were running to the center of the village. They stood 
in a long line to welcome the missionaries. 

All the people were dressed in their best. The 
women had put streaks of red paint on their faces 
The men had white smeared on their faces. All waited 
to shake hands with their visitors. 

Maxey was shocked when he saw people in the 
line with smallpox! But there was nothing he could 
do now! Down the line he went, shaking hands with 
all the Indians. Later Maxey and Brother Berg 
sneaked away. They found mud and rubbed it over 
their hands. It may not have killed any germs, but 
it made them feel better! 

The missionaries held services for the people at 
Paramacatoi. They passed out small cards with Bible 
pictures. Then they looked around to see if there 
might be a place for an airstrip. Someday there would 
be a mission station at Paramacatoi. They needed 
a place for planes to land. 
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The people sat close together on the ground. 
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On Sunday many Indians gathered at the village. 
They had heard that missionaries were there. In the 
evening there were 133 there. The people sat close 
together on the ground. A flickering light made 
strange shadows. 

Maxey preached to them. He talked about the time 
when everyone will stand before God. He told them 
they could have their sins forgiven. 

"Would you like to kneel and pray for God to take 
away your sins?" asked Maxey. 

Agnes Williams asked the people the question in 
Patamuna. 

"Aye yai! Aye yai!" they all said. It means "Yes, 
we want to." 

They all knelt to pray, begging God to forgive their 
sins. 

That night Maxey lay in his hammock. In the dark
ness he saw fires burning here and there. The Indians 
were sleeping wherever they could find a place. 
Maxey felt sad. They would be leaving the next morn
ing. When would the Patamunas hear the gospel 
again? 

Maxey heard something beside him. Looking into 
the darkness he could see an Indian man. He was 
holding something out toward Maxey. It was a small 
banana. It was all he had to give to thank the mission
ary for coming. 

The next day the missionaries started back through 
the jungle. In a few days they were back on the "Good 
Tidings." On the way down the river they met another 
boat. Someone on board had a newspaper. Maxey's 
heart was sad as he saw a headline. The first atom 
bomb had been tested in the Pacific Ocean. 
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After World War II was over, the Walton family went 
back to the United States. They stayed there four 
years. Velma went to college. In June 1952 she 
graduated. 

The Waltons went back to Guyana in 1952 for the 
fourth time. What a thrill it was to see how the work 
had grown. Nota Higgins and Ethel Carew were mis
sionaries living at Paramacatoi. They could go in by 
airplane and then walk ten miles to the mission sta
tion. They kept in touch with the other missionaries 
by radio. 

Every few months the missionaries came back to 
Georgetown. They rested for a few weeks and bought 
supplies. 

In June 1953 Sister Higgins and Sister Carew came 
back. They bought supplies. When it was time to go 
back to the jungle, they didn't have enough to fill the 
plane. So all five of the Waltons got to go along for 
the ride! 

Out over the jungle they flew. Maxey was busy 
pointing out the places where he had been. 

"See! There are the falls we pulled the boat 
through!" 

Velma and Violet and Paul ran from one side of 
the plane to the other. There was so much to see. 

"Yippee! Mountains ahead!" yelled Violet. "Don't 
they look good for a change?" 
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The Indians came running to meet them. Everyone helped un
load the plane. 
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The mountains did look wonderful after the mud 
flats of the coast. 

It began to rain. The pilot got lost. He circled way 
out over Brazil. Everyone was praying that he 
wouldn't run out of gas. 

At last he had to land on a little runway. It was 
near the big river dividing Brazil and Guyana. They 
got out of the plane and tried to walk in the slippery 
mud. Indians living there had a jolly time laughing 
at the white people! 

Later they took off again and landed at Kato, the 
runway ten miles from Paramacatoi. The Indians 
came running to meet them. They were laughing for 
joy that Sister Higgins and Sister Carew had come 
back. Everyone helped unload the plane. The Indians 
would help carry the supplies to Paramacatoi. 

The Waltons got back on board. The pilot flew them 
over Paramacatoi so they could see the mission. 
Then back they went over the beautiful green jungle 
to the mud of Georgetown. 

All five members of the Walton family worked hard. 
They were all missionaries. Velma and Violet sang 
and played their instruments. Velma could preach and 
do many things to help the work. Paul could help 
carry heavy loads. 

One day Velma and Mrs. Bacchus were holding 
an outdoor service. 

Velma played her accordion while the people sang. 
Suddenly rain began to pour down. Velma took her 
accordion and ran to a nearby shed. Other people 
ran for shelter. But Mrs. Bacchus stood in the rain 
preaching. 

When she had finished preaching, she gave an 
altar call. Velma played "Just As I Am" in the shed. 
People sang from wherever they were. The rain let 
up a little. Two young men stepped out and knelt 
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down for prayer! God can work in hearts right during 
a rain storm. 

In January 1954 Paul flew back to the United 
States. He was going to attend Frankfort Bible Col
lege in Indiana. 

About the same time, Maxey got a letter from Broth
er Flexon, the missions secretary in the States. He 
wanted Maxey to go to South Africa. He was needed 
to take charge of the work among the white people 
there. But he told them they could also hold meetings 
among the black people. 

Maxey and Viola remembered that many years ago 
they wanted to go to Africa. Now God was letting 
them go. 

Violet went to the States to finish her college work. 
Velma would go to South Africa to work with her par
ents. 
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An Early D~ 

''There's Table Mountain!" called a voice. Maxey 
and Viola and Velma ran to the ship's railing. They 
looked across the water to see the odd-shaped moun
tain. They knew they were coming into the harbor 
of Capetown, South Africa. 

A few days later they left Capetown on a train. It 
was night. In the moonlight they saw the snow-cap
ped mountains. Up and over the mountains they went. 
Then they came to the Karoo Desert. They traveled 
through the desert all the next day. Sheep were graz
ing in the wide open spaces. 

That evening they came to Kimberly, the diamond 
city. It was too dark to see very much. 

After sleeping on the train the second night, they 
woke up and found they were almost to Johannes
burg. Soon they were at Brakpan, a town about 30 
miles from Johannesburg. This was in a part of South 
Africa called the Transvaal. 

In South Africa the Pilgrim Holiness Church had 
mission work among the black people. But there were 
also many white, or European people, there. Not 
much work had been done among them. 

Maxey was in charge of this work. He was also 
pastor of the little church at Brakpan. One of the first 
things Maxey did was to get ready to have Bible 
school. Miss Dean and Miss Keinbaum would be in 
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charge of the school. Velma would teach. Someday 
the students would be preachers. 

Maxey had a lot of traveling to do. He took a train 
or rode a bicycle. There were seven churches in the 
European work (for white people). Three of these 
churches were in the Transvaal. Maxey went to the 
city of Johannesburg to visit Rev. and Mrs. David 
Keith. They pastored the church at Craighall Park in 
this city. 

Johannesburg is a mining town. Underneath the 
city are miles and miles of gold mines. Here and there 
were great piles of rock and white sand that had been 
taken out of the mines. But it was a beautiful place. 
There were nice houses among the white sandpiles. 
Flowers bloomed everywhere. It reminded Maxey of 
California. 

Maxey held a revival meeting at the Craighall 
church. In spite of a lot of rain, many people were 
saved. 

Then Maxey held a revival meeting for Rev. and 
Mrs. George Gilmore at the Bredell church. 

The third church in the Transvaal was Brakpan 
where Maxey was the pastor. 

The first six months Maxey did a lot of walking as 
well as riding a bicycle. The Waltons each had a bicy
cle. Then they got a new Plymouth from America -
the first new car they ever had. They wondered, "Is 
it really us in this new car?" 

Maxey drove down to the Indian Ocean and visited 
the churches on the coast. They were Port Shepstone 
and Margate. 

After that he drove to Pondoland. Rev. and Mrs. 
Barefoot had starting working with the black people 
there. It was hilly and the roads were terrible. They 
played music over a loud speaker from the car as 
they drove around. People walked from miles around 
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to come to the services. Many were saved. Maxey 
took a picture of the people. The men had their heads 
shaved, except for a rectangle of hair on top! 

In 1955 Maxey had a heart attack. He was sick 
for quite awhile. A very special event happened in 
June of 1955. But it happened in Indiana, not in South 
Africa. Paul Walton was married. Maxey and Viola 
and Velma wished they could be there! 

Miss Dean and Miss Keinbaum would not be able 
to teach at the Bible school when it opened in 1956. 
Their health was not good. Rev. David Keith came 
to Brakpan to be in charge of the Bible school. He 
would also be the pastor at Brakpan. 

This would leave Maxey free to hold revival meet
ings. But he was not sure how much he could do. 
His heart hurt him a lot. But he did go and hold meet
ings. On the coast he had 140 people at the altar 
in one week. 

One day Maxey and Brother Barefoot were going 
to put up a big tent at Port Shepstone. They were 
going to have a tent meeting. The wind was blowing 
hard. It whipped the tent around and blew the two 
men here and there. But at last the tent was up. Good 
crowds came to the services. A man who was a road 
worker came to the first service. Before the tent meet
ing was over, the man suddenly died. His funeral was 
held in the tent! 

Maxey worked hard to get new churches started. 
In the three years he was in South Africa the work 
grew. There were twice as many church members 
among the white people when he left. 

Maxey and Viola and Velma came home in 1957. 
They lived at Frankfort, Indiana. Maxey began travel
ing and preaching. Velma taught music at Frankfort 
Bible College. The next year she was married. 

A few years later Maxey got very sick again. The 
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doctors told Viola he would never preach again. His 
many friends all over the country prayed for him. A 
year later he was able to preach again. Viola drove 
the car to take him to his meetings. God blessed him, 
and many, many people were saved. 

Maxey and Viola lived a busy, happy life together 
for over 51 years. Then on January 14, 1976, God 
took Maxey home to heaven. 

At the time this book was written, Viola lived in 
Frankfort, Indiana, still keeping busy for the Lord. 
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