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How Camp Victory Began

“A Testimony of God’s Leading in My Life”

Jonas Miller
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Introduction

“My soul shall make her boast in the Lord, the humble shall hear thereof and be 
glad.” Psalm 34:2

I am sure Camp Victory began in the mind of God, because the Bible says in 
Acts 15:18, “Known unto God are all His works from the beginning of the world.” 
To Him be the glory.

My part of it probably began while I was helping re-roof the dining hall/kitchen 
at Camp Mt. Lou-San near Harrisburg, PA. A friend had asked me to volunteer. 
While I was there on the roof, I thought, “what a great thing it is to help children to 
know God through camping.”

About that time in my life, I had a strong desire to know God in a greater way. I 
believe I was saved when I was twelve years old, but at that point I wanted to know 
God’s Word and His purpose for my life. I joined Abram Gish’s first Scofield Bible 
Correspondence Course from Moody Bible Institute. During those seven years of 
Bible study, I learned that because I believed on the Lord Jesus Christ I was a child 
of God, indwelt by His Spirit, the object of His love and care, and that He had a 
plan for my life. 

My response to His great love for me was a total commitment of my life to Him. 
I found this statement of commitment written by Betty Scott and copied it on a 
card, made it mine, and signed it: 

“Lord, I give up all my own plans and purposes, my own desires and 
hopes, and I accept Thy will for my life. I give myself, my all utterly to Thee. Fill me 
with Thy Spirit. Use me as Thou wilt. Send me where Thou wilt. Work out Thy will in 
my life at any cost, now and forever.”

I reasoned that since God loved me, He would want the best for me. Since He 
knew everything, He would know where and how He could use me the best way to 
bless others, to bring glory to Himself, and to bring the greatest satisfaction and 
fulfillment in my life. I figured that God had unlimited power; He could accomplish 
His purpose. I saw my commitment to such a great God as a great privilege and 
prayed very definitely over and over again that He would use me as He saw best. 
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How We Got To Alabama

As I look back, I can see that God uses ordinary, seemingly insignificant events 
to accomplish His purposes. In addition to our chicken and egg business at our 
home near Elizabethtown, PA, I was farming tomatoes with my brother. We had 
hired some Spanish speaking laborers to harvest them. Some difficulties arose 
because of the language barrier. I remembered reading in the paper that 
missionaries to Central America were in a conference at Beulah Heights 
Conference Grounds in Elizabethtown. I didn’t know them, but I figured they 
would be able to help me communicate with the workers. That is when I met Bob 
and Anna Atwood. They came to our community and ministered to our Spanish 
speaking laborers on Sunday afternoons during that harvest season. 

During this time, the Atwoods visited in our home. Their commitment to the 
Lord was a great challenge to us. We grew to love and appreciate them very much. 
When the time came for them to go back to Central America, they had a truckload 
of possessions to take to Tampa, FL, where it would be loaded on a banana boat to 
Central America. 

My friend Ralph Zeager volunteered to drive his truck, taking the Atwoods to 
Tampa. Ralph wanted me to go with him, but since the Atwoods were riding in the 
truck, I decided to go by bus and meet them in Tampa. I had been interested in the 
south since school days and was glad for this opportunity to travel. 

I went by way of Opp, Alabama, where I visited with friends who had moved 
there with a church mission ministry. My friend John Lehman was pastor of a small 
church at Horn Hill, near Opp. He took me to Hacoda and challenged me with the 
need and opportunity of ministry in the area. I remember telling him that I was 
willing if this is where God wanted me. John said that a statement like that could be 
dangerous - God might take me up on it. I recall telling him that I had committed 
my life to the Lord and He would know best where to put me and how He could 
use me. I thought it would be safe to trust Him. A little while after I got home, I got 
a letter from John Lehman. It contained a clipping from a farm paper telling of a 
forty acre farm for sale near Hacoda. I wondered if God might possibly be taking 
me up on my statement to John that I would be willing to go where He led. 

My wife Ruth and I laid that letter before the lord and prayed and wondered 
about God’s leading. We felt that we should “lift up our eyes and look on the 
fields” so we planned a trip to south Alabama with Ruth’s sister and brother in law, 
Esther and Edwin Keener. Conviction seemed to grow that God might want us in 
Alabama but we were not interested in that particular farm. 

Later we met Mr. & Mrs. Walter Lanz from Philadelphia, PA. They had been 
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making summer mission trips to south Alabama - Hacoda Union Church was one of 
the places they held Vacation Bible School! I drove to Alabama again and helped 
them with VBS. I felt that the Lord was leading and that if He did not show 
differently, we would plan to sell our home and our chicken business in 
Pennsylvania and move to Alabama. I paid advance rent on a small house near 
Hacoda so we would have a place to live when we arrived.  

We prayed much about this move. It was a big step. We would be leaving our 
families and Christian friends and fellowship and going to a different culture. Ruth’s 
parents and my parents were concerned about our children - their grandchildren. 
They would not see them very often. What kind of friends would they have? What 
kind of mates would they find? Are you sure God wants you to move so far away? 
We didn’t really know how we would serve the Lord or how we would make a 
living when we got there. 

I thought about the possibility of developing a camp, and I remember that I 
looked at a map and noticed that there were no large population areas close to 
Hacoda, but that Montgomery, Alabama and Panama City and Pensacola, Florida 
were within a one hundred mile radius. Maybe a camp was needed. I felt that I had 
no special skills but that God would use what I had. My ability was availability. I 
knew that I could safely trust the One who gave His life for me. As we sought the 
Lord about this, I remembered Scriptures such as:

“Trust in the Lord with all thy heart, lean not unto thine own 
understanding, in all thy ways acknowledge HIm and He shall direct thy 
paths.” Proverbs 3:5-6

“I will instruct thee and teach thee in the way which thou shalt go: I will 
guide thee with mine eye.” Psalm 32:8

“Commit thy way unto the Lord and He shall establish thy thoughts.” 
Psalm 37:5

“And when he putteth forth his own sheep, he goeth before them, and 
the sheep follow him; for they know his voice.” John 10:6

My wife, Ruth, did not feel that she was especially called to be a missionary; she 
felt that her ministry was to her family. She had the spirit of the Ruth in the Bible 
who said, “whither thou goest, I will go; and where thou lodgest, I will lodge; thy 
people shall be my people and thy God, my God” (Ruth 1:16). It seemed to us that 
the door was open and that the Lord was calling us to move to south Alabama to 
serve Him there. In September 1952 we planned for a public sale of our laying 
hens and equipment, our home, and about sixteen acres of land. We would then 
move to Hacoda, Alabama. 
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This is a Test!

At this point in our lives, we had five children and were expecting the sixth in 
March, 1953. On Saturday morning, a week before we were to have our sale, Ruth 
had a problem with morning sickness and developed a terrific headache. The 
doctor sent her to the hospital and put her in isolation, thinking it might be polio. 
Tests and a tap of her spinal column showed that she had a cerebral hemorrhage. 
Now my wife was seriously ill in the hospital. Why did this happen? What was I to 
do? 

This certainly was a test for me. Was God telling us we should not move to 
Alabama? I didn’t know what God wanted, but I knew I could trust Him. I just 
wanted to know what He wanted! As I prayed I thought of Job and his experiences. 
Job said, “but He knoweth the way that I take; when He hath tried me, I shall come 
forth as gold.” (Job 23:10) and “Though He slay me, yet I will trust in Him.” (Job 
13:14) I did want to trust Him, and I got pretty excited about what God was doing 
and how He would work it out. 

On Wednesday of that week, Abram Gish - who taught our Scofield Bible Class 
and was now our pastor - visited us in the hospital. He said that he felt that God 
indeed had a ministry for us and that it would be right that we should pray and ask 
God to clear up this physical problem. He said he would ask the church to pray for 
Ruth’s healing that night and that God would show us clearly what He wanted us to 
do. Ruth fell asleep with a headache that night, but she awoke on Thursday 
morning feeling perfectly well! Her headache was gone and she was ready to go 
home! I thought the doctor might be worried about the stress of moving 1,000 
miles away as well as the uncertainty of the future when we got there. However, 
when he examined her, he said that she seemed to be perfectly well and saw no 
reason why we should not continue with our plans! I was perfectly willing to stay; it 
would have been easier for me at that point, but now the door was wide open 
again. We set our new sale date and sold our business and home in October 1952. 

I experienced some attacks from Satan as he suggested that I was doing a very 
foolish thing; God wasn’t really leading; we would be sorry for this move. I went 
back into the Word of God and I was comforted again to remember that “The steps 
of a good man are ordered by the Lord; and He delighteth in His way. Though he 
fall, he shall not be utterly cast down; for the Lord upholdeth him with His 
hand.” (Psalm 37:23-24) and “The Lord will perfect that which concerneth 
me.” (Psalm 138:8)

After the sale, we loaded our belongings on trucks and, following a farewell 
service, drove to Alabama. We arrived at the home of our friends, Chris and Betty 
Hostetler, near Opp, Alabama on halloween night, 1952. We moved into our 
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“much too small” rented house which did not have a bathroom - only a path. My 
wife deserves a lot of credit for sweetly enduring the inconveniences. It was so 
different from what we were accustomed to in Pennsylvania. We looked for a larger 
house but could not find what we needed until a neighbor told us about an old 
abandoned house that had not been lived in for about five years. I thought if we 
could buy it, we could make it livable. We were able to buy it and two acres of 
land for $2,500. We cleaned it up and moved into it January 1, 1953. It remained 
our home the full time we were in south Alabama (and is still the home of camp 
staff).

This family of yankees was well received by most of the local people, but we 
could tell that some thought we must have some hidden motive for coming into this 
area. They reasoned that we had no family here and missionaries were not needed 
because this is the Bible Belt and there are lots of churches. Some wondered if 
these new people might be communists! 

We attended the local Hacoda Union Church. The church was built by Baptist 
and Methodists. The idea was for a Baptist preacher to preach one Sunday and a 
Methodist the next. There was no regular Baptist preaching when we came; a 
Methodist preacher came and led the services once a month. There was Sunday 
School every week, using American Sunday School Union lesson quarterlies. I 
noticed there was no Sunday School class for young people so I volunteered to go 
out and bring young people in and teach them. My request was granted. 
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We Learn About CBM

Soon after we arrived in Alabama, Brother John Lehman arranged for us to meet 
Harvey Birkey. Harvey was the director of the Alabama Division of Children’s Bible 
Mission (CBM). To introduce me to the ministry of CBM, Brother Birkey arranged 
for me to meet Eugene Hedger at the Gaskin School near Hacoda in northwest 
Florida. I was impressed as I watched and listened to a Bible story interestingly told 
with the aid of a flannel board. Mr. Hedger encouraged the children to memorize 
Bible verses by offering awards for verses learned and recited to their school 
teacher. The big award was a free week at CBM camp for memorizing a total of 300 
Bible verses! We learned that Miss Bea Ames and Miss Hope Wells were members 
of CBM and were visiting schools in the Dothan, Alabama area. 

I went with Mr. Hedger on some of his school visits to help and to learn. I soon 
began to feel that maybe God wanted me to serve HIm by reaching children for 
Christ through the Children’s Bible Mission organization. Brother Birkey arranged 
for my family and I to meet the CBM Board of Directors and I was accepted as an 
associate member. We could not be full time members because we could give only 
part time to the mission work since we were making most of our living by our 
chicken business. We did get some support from our home church in Pennsylvania 
but we were not sent out as supported missionaries. 

I visited schools in nearby Covington County and soon had a very busy schedule 
of school visits, helping farmers, and caring for our family. I enjoyed the school 
visits as children responded and memorized verses. Many of them learned the 300 
Bible verses to go to camp for free, but we had a problem - we didn’t have a camp. 
Miss Ames, Miss Wells, and Mr. Hedger rented the West Florida Baptist Assembly 
campgrounds near Panama City, Florida. I took my campers with Mr. Hedger’s. We 
also rented the Blue Lake Methodist Camp near Andalusia, Alabama. 
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Land for Sale!

During this time, we were praying about the need for places to hold camps. I 
began to look for some property so we could develop our own camp. I was feeling 
that maybe God had me in Alabama, “…for such a time as this.” He put it in my 
heart to build a camp for the CBM campers. I could not find the land I thought we 
needed until one day I learned that a 200 acre farm (less than a mile west of our 
home) was to be sold at public sale. I walked across the fields to see this farm. 
What I saw was a big swamp and a calf pasture on a higher elevation. It really did 
not look like much then, but in my imagination I saw a large lake and cabins in a 
semi-circle on the higher ground on the north side of the lake with the main 
building between the boys and girls areas, facing the lake. The more I looked at this 
place, the more I felt that this could be the place for our camp. If we could buy it, 
we would use part of it for camp and farm the other acreage. 

Ruth and I prayed a lot about this. When sale day came, we felt that we could 
not pay over $15,000 for the 200 acres. We still had some property in Pennsylvania 
that we would sell, and we felt that we would be able to handle it. When the 
bidding started, it didn’t take long for the bid to go above $15,000. One of my 
neighbors encouraged me by telling me that the place was well worth more. He 
said there was a lot of marketable timber on it and that the man that was bidding 
against me was a timber buyer. The auctioneer saw that I wanted it but that I was 
hesitating. He said that we would take a short recess and then we would come 
back and sell the property. During the break, the man that was bidding against me 
asked the auctioneer who I was. The auctioneer told him a little about me and that I 
wanted it for a church project. The man came over to talk with me, and I explained 
something about CBM and our need and my desire for a camp. I told him that if I 
could buy the place, I wanted to use part of it for a children’s camp. The man 
surprised me by saying, “I’m through, you can have it.” So - we bought a 200 acre 
farm for a little less than $80 an acre. 
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A New CBM Camp!

I asked the county soil conservation man to come out to survey and test and tell 
me if we could build a dam that would hold water so that we could have a nice 
large lake in that swamp area. His tests showed that it would make a good lake. I 
told the CBM Board of Directors that we had twenty acres of land, more or less, 
including a seven acre lake, that we would give to CBM for a Bible camp if they 
wanted it. Mike Birkner, a member of the Board of Directors of the Tennessee 
division came and together we determined about how much land the camp would 
need, that the ball field would need to be on top of the hill, where the road should 
be, and where the buildings should be placed. Mike told me later that he was not 
much impressed with what I had to offer, but it was free and CBM accepted it. 

Now, instead of sending some experienced person to develop a camp as I 
thought they might do, the CBM Board of Directors appointed me director of the 
Alabama division of CBM and gave me the responsibility and privilege of building a 
camp. I was already acting director in Alabama, having been appointed when 
Harvey Birkey resigned to do a work similar to CBM in Indiana. 

Now here I was, inexperienced for such a big job, but with the opportunity to 
do what I had dreamed about. I was working with a big God who was already 
planning ahead. My wife, Ruth, had received some money from her father’s estate 
and we felt that we could use most of that to get started. I wrote some letters and 
made some trips to tell our friends about the need for their prayers and gifts. 

The national director of CBM at that time was Rev. Kenneth Amsler.  He 
remembered hearing at a missions conference about a man from Spring City, 
Tennessee who had offered to help missions with building projects. His name was 
Duane Lebegue and he called his ministry “Technical Assistance to Missions.” I 
went to visit him and found that God had him prepared to help us. When we were 
ready to begin building, we moved the Lebegues to Hacoda for several months. 
God also had Glenn Martin from Pennsylvania prepared to come and work with us. 
I had worked with Glenn’s father, Amos, on a radio program committee in 
Pennsylvania and he was one of the men who helped us move to Alabama. Glenn 
Martin could be called a one man construction crew. He laid most of the blocks in 
most of the original buildings at camp. Also, at just the right time, God brought 
John and Jessie Yoder into our area of CBM. John worked hard in the building 
program and it was Jessie who suggested the name Camp VIctory for this new CBM 
camp. There was also Mr. & Mrs. W. A. Hunt, missionaries in north Alabama living 
and visiting schools in the Sand Mountain area. They were asked to move south for 
a year to help build the new camp. 

Work was begun on the camp buildings in the fall of 1960. The first buildings 
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were the first three double girls’ cabins and the kitchen/dining hall. Half of the 
dining hall served as the chapel for the first ten years. During the first year of camp, 
the boys stayed in wooden floored tents, provided by the Covington County school 
system. One of their schools had burned down and these tents were used as 
temporary classrooms - they were finished with them at just the right time. 

We tried to build good economical buildings that would require minimum 
maintenance. Much of the equipment we started with was used. The old used 
refrigerator I bought had a wooden frame. I remember having it on its back to 
replace some rotten wood the night before opening day. 

Open house and dedication were held on June 18, 1961. The first camp was 
held June 26-July 1, 1961. Year by year new buildings were added and 
improvements made. 

This is the Lord’s doing and I am glad He could use me to help bring salvation 
and blessing to so many through the years. 


