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Dedication

To all Nazarenes who faithfully

shine for Jesus in Trinidad—

laymen, national pastors, and missionarieg——
this book is inscribed.
With it goes the prayer that
we shall shine more truly
and more brightly for Him now
than ever before.
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Flares in the Night

But you are travelling toc Trinidad on a one-way
ticket. Why?”

“Because 1 will be staying there to do missionary
work.”

“But aren’t you very young to make such a deci-
sion?”

I was young, but the Pan American steward could
not understand such a thing as a call of God which had
come to me 10 years before that.

The night was Sept. 11, 1954; the place—somewhere
between Caracas, Venezuela, and Trinidad. Abroad the
“Clipper Dawn,” I was on the last lap of a trip that had
taken me from New Orleans and family and friends just
the evening before, to Miami, Cuba, Jamaica, Baranquilla,
Maracaibo, Caracas, and soon to Trinidad. Never mind
that I had never been inside a plane before yesterday
and that this was my first time out of the United States.
I was so thrilled and happy over being in God’s will that
the steward’s words had about as much effect upon me as
a summer shower upon the Atlantic Ocean. My Father
had chosen for me, and He had used my church to guide
me to the field of His choice. Friends and family would
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P CHAPTER ONE

Pioneer Flare

The first Nazarene flare to shine in Trinidad was lit
by God more than 50 years ago in the heart of an Amer-
ican by the name of James Ivy Hill.

Jim, as he was known to his familiar friends, was
born in llinois. His wife, Nora, was born in Missouri.
Not until after the birth of their first child was Jim’s
heart lit by the flame of God through the ministry of a
Rev. Larkin. But the flame soon went out, for Christ
had revealed plans for him which didn’t seem to him to
fit. How could he, a man with a family and little educa-
tion, possibly preach the gospel? He could not! He
would not! And having decided this, he wandered for
four miserable years in sin’s night.

By his own testimony he became very mean and
rough. He worked in a factory which made barrel staves
for beer breweries, and he became a habitual beer and
whiskey drinker, keeping a liberal supply on hand in his
office.

One night when he came home drunk as usual, Nora
began to cry. This angered him, and in his drunken
state he hit her. She retaliated with a sound blow that
sobered him immediately. Before he went to work the
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interested in becoming full-fledged Nazarenes, so the
Hills wisely began with them.

The Hills also intended contacting Miss Carlotta
Graham, a Nazarene Barbadian who a few months before
had returned to her homeland. Some of her friends in
Brooklyn saw the Hills before they set sail and told them
about her. She was a graduate from Eastern Nazarene
College and had a deep desire to do missionary work.
She regularly attended the Pilgrim Holiness church in
Barbados, since the Nazarene churches there were not
truly Nazarenes as she had known them in Brooklyn.
But on August 31, the first Sunday after the Hills’ ar-
rival, God led her to attend the very “Nazarene” church
they attended. The story of her joining forces with the
Hills is told in another chapter.

After one month in Barbados, the Hills, in response
to the invitation of a Trinidadian, set sail for Trinidad,
leaving Miss Graham to hold revivals in Barbados.
They found one good evangelical church in Port of Spain,
plus a struggling preaching point or two in the country.
The man in charge wanted to turn these over to the
Hills, and in a short while the whole Port of Spain group
had become Nazarenes.

Challenged by the vast needs and opportunities of
Trinidad, the Hills stayed on for the greater part of the
next two years. They sent for Miss Graham, who came
and held some revival meetings, and in January, 1927,
returned to Trinidad permanently to pastor a new work
at Tunapuna which Brother Hill himself had begun.

God never failed the Hills during their entire term
of service, but they and their faithful co-laborers in both
Trinidad and Barbados certainly found out what hard
times were. Because of the depression, there was no
regular support. Only a token check came each month
from Headquarters and Mr. Hill was instructed to use
this for his personal survival and to let the work go. It
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more and more of the district superintendent’s time.
Second, living conditions were much better in Barbados
and both of the Hills had better health there. But Trini-
dad was not forsaken. Mr. Hill made several visits there
each year and sometimes as frequently as once per month.
On occasion he stayed several months at a time, in spite
of the fact that he suffered much physically from these
trips and would sometimes be sick and exhausted after-
wards.

During the early and middle thirties, grave trouble
of a different nature arose. In addition to the difficulties
of running the district, Brother Hill had to bear the
pain of serious charges being filed against him. But God
stood by His servant and so did most of the people. In the
Official Minutes of the Sixth Annual Assembly (1936)
can be found the record of a very touching tribute paid
to him. The assembly gave a confidence vote, altogether
unsolicited by Mr. Hill, but taken to let the general
church know that his national brethren had confidence
in him. Of the 85 ballots cast, Brother Hill received 85
favorable votes, and the assembly voted to draft a letter
to Dr. J. B. Chapman, asking that Brother Hill be re-
turned as their leader.

When Dr. J. G. Morrison visited the field in 1938,
he did some careful investigation of the case. In his
report to the General Board, he said:

I cannot close this report without again giving to Brother
and Sister Hill the highest commendation and praise for the
success that has been achieved. ...

After carefully, and, we trust, impartially, surveying the de-
velopment and extension of our Nazarene work in the West
Indies, we are not surprised that the enemy should have mar-
shalled all his efforts to blight it. While on the field, we con-
tacted firsthand information that has led us to believe that all
the charges which were preferred against Brother J. I Hill
were actuated by the deepest jealousy, were furthered by
frank enmity against his success, and were utterly unfounded.
(J. G. Morrison, “Report of Visit to the Mission Fields of
Barbados and Trinidad, British West Indies,” 1938, p. 5).

21











































































































































































must have sounded beautiful indeed to her Heavenly
Father.

Mabhala Clarke, matron of the girls’ dormitory at the
college, who was now in charge of Gasparillo spent much
time with Miss Chen and saw her grow spiritually in
spite of bitter and sometimes intense persecution, When
she could, she came to services at the college church, and
eventually she was taken into membership. She had led
the way—the first in her village who had dared to leave
the old church and follow Christ. The Lord alone knows
what she suffered from family and neighbors, but she
never turned back from Christ, so far as is known. She
read her Bible, prayed, and sang of her Redeemer una-
shamedly. But while the young scoffed at her, a few
older ones moved closer to Christ. At least two of them
have died and gone to heaven, trusting Him for salvation.

A middle-aged lady of the district, Mrs. Agnes Paul,
was invited to Santa Cruz church (the college church)
by Gaindalall Hetnarine, a student. As a result of that
invitation and succeeding efforts, Mrs. Paul was con-
verted. Her home became a haven for Miss Chen in her
persecutions. Often the two were there together for the
whole day, and Miss Chen had a great influence on her,
helping her to become a stronger Christian.

Mrs. Paul had a son named Paul Sookdeo Singh,
who lived at Arima. He was a staunch Hindu and under-
stood some of the mysteries of that religion unknown to
many of its adherents. He was not a priest exactly, but
he had inherited some rituals from his grandfather which
he says were quite effective, even in curing the sick. But
one day something happened to him which showed the
utter futility of all his skill. For seven days he was com-
pletely dumb, and people thought he was dying. They
actually had a wake for him as if he were dead, but they
still sought for powerful people to come and try to
heal him.

On the seventh day a Baptist lady came in, and they
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Then the trial came up, which resulted in his being
sentenced {o several years’ imprisonment, the plea of
self defense being ignored. But Christ went with him to
prison, and as Joseph received favor with his jailers, so
did Sookdeo with his. He was allowed to wear the red
armband for good behavior and to assist in caring for the
other prisoners. In 1968 he was released and is now a
faithful layman in the Arima church.

After nearly 10 years of living for Jesus in Gaspa-
rillo, Miss Chen was released too. She went to be with
her Lord forever, where no one will mock her or scorn
her; where the roof will not leak; where the pains will
not rack her little frame; where her meager pension will
not be “borrowed” again by unscrupulous people.

Still not many have been saved from her little vil-
lage, but the light has shone among them and is con-
tinuing to shine. Hers was not a spectacular witness,
but it was consistent and clear. She was probably what
the hymn writer would have called a “lower light.”
May God give us many more of her kind. “Let the lower
lights be burning.”
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ministered by the British under the same government.
Then with independence in 1962, the name of the country
became officially Trinidad and Tobago.

The first official exploration for the Church of the
Nazarene in Tobago seems to have been conducted in
1953 by R. R. Miller, when his family went over for a
holiday. Then in September, 1955, after Earl McMillan
(a Tobagonian living in Trinidad) had graduated from
NTC, Mr. Beals asked him and Lomax Morris, another
recent graduate, to go over and explore the land. Earl
had relatives in the village of Canaan, so they held a
week of services there. They found the church was al-
ready widely known through the “Showers of Blessing”
broadcast. At the kind invitation of the Salvation Army,
they preached in their Scarborough hall, too, in the capi-
tal. They stayed only two weeks, but there was consider-
able interest that seems to have carried through to the
actual starting of the work.

In April, 1958, Rev. Howard Sayes went over and
made arrangements for the coming of a small “army”
of 11 NTC students. The students and he made their
camp at Plymouth, in a Moravian school, and preached
in Plymouth, Black Rock, Scarborough, Roxborough,
and Montgomery. In the 20 services they conducted, 85
people came forward for prayer.

In 1959, the Trinidad Mission Council requested the
General Board to send funds and a missionary couple to
open this work. But the General Board gave permission
to go ahead only if Trinidad could do it within the
bounds of present personnel and budget!

Perhaps if the right national could be found to pio-
neer the work, his salary and house rent could be paid
for from mission funds. But where would the money
come from to secure a place for services, move the pastor
and his family over, and tend to all the other expensive
details of such a venture? The mission treasury did not
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brought the message—on holiness—to a packed house.
The little building with a capacity of 110 was jammed,
and an even larger crowd stood around doors and win-
dows, totalling in all 250. People expressed afterwards
the feeling that such a message was needed in Canaan.

The people kept coming night after night to the
services following the opening. Average attendance in
the crusade was 155, and a total of 52 seekers came for-
ward for prayer. Many of these were received into a
probationers’ class for instruction leading to church
membership, and the first 14 joined on September 6, 1959.
In January, 1960, the church was officially organized.

Monday, September 30, 1963, I turned on the radio
to hear the news at noon while I ate lunch. A warning
was issued that Hurricane Flora was on her way and
would pass somewhere between Trinidad and Barbados
late that night. Trinidad had not been hit by a hurricane
since the 1930’s; nevertheless, we were warned to pre-
pare. Before the lunch hour was over, the sky was very
dark, and rain had begun. As news kept coming in on
the transistor, the predicted time of the hurricane’s ar-
rival was moved forward.

While I prepared—taking in the porch furniture,
closing all windows, coaxing in the dog, settling down to
wait—news came that Tobago had already been hit, All
communications had been cut off, so it would be a long
time before the extent of damage could be known. The
next morning a ship carried Red Cross officials, rescue
workers, reporters, doctors, and nurses to relieve the
one doctor who had been on duty around the clock dur-
ing the disaster. They found at least 30 dead, and only
a few houses left standing in the hardest-hit places. A
state of emergency was declared, and no one was allowed
to go there unless he had a permit.

District Superintendent W. C. Fowler tried in vain
for days to contact Pastor Laurinal Tittle to find out
what had happened to the church and its people. When
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