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Chapter 36 
 

Brita:  Our Move to Tarma 
    
 
   We had lived and worked two years in Arequipa when we met an American missionary in 
Lima. He had contact with several independent churches in the central part of Peru and asked us 
to come to that part of the country and teach the Word of God in those churches. We had seen 
too little fruit of our labor in Arequipa and felt it to be according to the will of God to move to 
the city of Tarma. Our plan was not to start a church but that Per should visit the existing 
churches and teach and that I should give my time to the home and the children. In November 
1958 we moved to Tarma, which is a central point on the road between the jungle and Lima, the 
capital. 
   
 We stayed in a hotel until we could find a house or an apartment to rent. As soon as we had 
settled into the hotel room there was a knock on the door. One of the waiters asked if we were 
missionaries. When I said yes he told us that there were several believers in Tarma waiting for us 
and he asked when we could start regular services. We answered that first of all we must find a 
place to live. The long journey from Arequipa to Lima and up over the high mountains had left 
us very tired and we could not immediately think about to go to any meeting. From Lima we had 
traveled three hours from sea level to the top of the road at almost 16,000 feet above sea level 
and after that three more hours on winding roads down to Tarma at 10,000 feet.  
  
  The following day Per meat other believers and together they looked for an apartment and for 
some place for the services. Nothing went as we had planned. The brethren were anxious to 
begin at once and the same evening a service was held in the home of a family. They were 
Quechua-speaking Indians. The father was a very short man and he played the violin. They had 
several children and lived in a house high on a steep hillside. I was expecting our fifth child and 
could not climb the hill to their home. Only our two smallest children had come with us. Kerstin 
was still in Arequipa until she would finish school and Ingrid stayed with friends in Lima. 
  
 We found an apartment for rent and moved there despite the fact that we had no furniture. To 
stay in the hotel was too expensive. Per took the back seat from the car and I used that as a bed 
while he and the kids slept on the bare floor. The nights were cold and we slept with all our 
clothes on. Some days later our belongings arrived and we had our beds to sleep in, our stove and 
kitchen utensils. In the meantime I had prepared simple soups on a small kerosene stove. With no 
plates we used the pot lid instead, but that was not easy. 
  
  The apartment was on the second floor in a house on the main street and we did not need to 
walk far to do errands. But we needed a room for the services and a man who worked in the hotel 
offered us a room in his house. We paid the rent for one month. Per bought boards and made 



some benches. The day for the first service came and we were happy and excited. Many people 
had come, but most of them had no good intentions. As we left the service the landlord came and 
asked us to hold no more services there. His neighbors, who were devoted Catholics, had 
threatened to burn his house if the services continued. He paid the money back and we carried 
away the benches. That happened in 1958.  
  
  We rented another room for the services and started anew. Some days later the new landlord 
also came and asked us to leave. A neighbor had said he would drive his big truck into the house 
and destroy it. We were not afraid but had to leave that house also. 
   
 Another room in the same house where we lived was for rent, but the rent was too high. One day 
an engineer from England who lived in La Oroya, thirty miles from Tarma, came to visit us. He 
offered to pay the rent. We were happy for that but agreed that he should only pay half of it. The 
brethren themselves had to learn to take responsibility from the very beginning. Thus it was that 
we started the third time and this time nobody hindered us. Now we were on the main street and 
many people who were passing stopped and listened and in a short time that room became too 
small. We started to pray for a lot of land where we could build according to our needs. The 
brethren soon told us about a lot where we could build, half a block from the main street. We 
bought the lot, signed the papers and got one year to pay it in full. 
  
  When Per had the plan ready and got the building permit he came home radiantly happy and 
said that now we could start to build. I asked what he was thinking as we had no money to build 
for. A long time we had been praying about it and on Friday evenings we took a special offering 
for the building fund. Counting the building cost and the small amounts the brethren were able to 
give it would have taken twenty-five years to build the church. But our God answers prayers and 
fills the needs. He did it in a short time. 
   
 As soon as we had money enough to buy stones for the foundation, we did so and the brethren 
worked in their spare time. Per hired two of them to live as guardians on the lot and to work. I 
did not agree with him because I thought he was dumb when he started to build with almost no 
money available. After two weeks the account was empty and Per, while paying the men on 
Saturday, told them to get some other job the following week. But with the mail on Sunday came 
a letter with some money and they could continue for another week. In that manner it continued 
for several months. Per dismissed the workers on Saturday and hired them back the next day to 
work for another week. Some Christians who lived in the jungle donated one tree and when it 
was cut up it was enough for trusses, doors, benches, etc. We only paid the transport. 
   
 When the time came to put on the roof we needed a bigger amount to buy sheet metal. We wrote 
a letter to Paul Zettersten in Los Angeles and asked him for a loan of on thousand dollars. On the 
Sunday that was Mother’s Day in America, Paul mentioned the need in the morning service and 
said that he would stand at the door and receive money as the people walked out. Before 
everybody left he had precisely one thousand dollars in his hands and we got the building under 
roof. We broke the ground in February and inaugurated the building on July 28, the National 
Independence Day in Peru. Missionary Nils Kastberg came from Argentina and spoke in the 
special services. I was in Sweden in those days. Praise the Lord, we were able to pay back the 
loan in the stipulated time. 



  
  Not only did we experience God’s help regarding money. In Peru the rainy season is from 
January to March, but it did not rain much that year and the construction was not hindered even 
one day because of rain. 
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