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THE REVIVAL;

A TESTIMONY To THE GREAT work of GOD IN THESE

LAST DAYS.
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“Remember that thou magnify his work which men behold. Every man may see it. Man

may behold it afar off.”—Job xxxvi. 24, 25.

“And the hand of the Lord was with them, and a great number believed and turned unto the “

Lord.”—Acts xi. 21. -
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INTRODUCTION,

THE desire of the writer in the following pages is

not to bring out the follies and sins of a past life,” but

rather to magnify the marvellous grace and power of

that long-suffering and patient God, who, seeing and

knowing the terrible sinfulness of our depraved hearts,

has manifested his love in the gift of his Son, and now,

through that Son's mediation, bears with our ignorance

and guilt in order that, like the prodigal perishing in

the far country, we may discover our misery and folly,

and arise and go unto our Father.

GO forth, little book, in the name of “JESUS ONLY ;”

to the glory of God the Father, the exaltation of the

Son, and blessed by the operation of the Holy Spirit, to

the edification and comfort of the children of God, and

* As some readers might desire to know something of my life before

conversion, I just say that having waited much on the Lord about

writing anything of my former career, He will not let my conscience rest

if anything is written concerning it. As He blots it out, so am I desirous

to forget things behind, and press forward to those things in Jesus that

are before. “Old things are passed away, behold all things are become

new.”
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the conversion and enlightenment of many poor perish

ing souls yet lying under the powers of darkness. And,

in the day when the blessed God shall number up his

jewels, may an abundant harvest of precious grain be

gathered from the seeds of the word of life, scattered

through thy pages.

Tell thy readers of the great mercy of God to the

vilest of sinners; tell them of prayers heard and an

swered in behalf of the dying prodigal who wrote thee;

tell them of the precious blood of the crucified Re

deemer, able to cleanse from all sin; and of that love

which flows from the heart of the Father as light from

the sun at noonday.

Tell all infidelity to stop its mouth—for God is

true. Tell formal professors that Reality | Reality

Reality is what the God of truth requires. Tell them

that the coming of the Lord draweth nigh; and that

He will give to every man according as his work shall

be. And may God, even our own God, give thy career

his especial blessing, for Jesus Christ’s sake. Amen
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OF THE REVIVAL.

HOME.

IT has been remarked by some one, that the little word

home is peculiar to Englishmen. Fatherland, and other such

words, may be endeared to the ear of foreigners absent from

their country, but England alone has the household word,

“Home, sweet home.”

It was the 1st day of April, 1851, when the writer leaped

from the ship on to the pier-head at Liverpool, after an

absence of seventeen years from his native town, led by an

invisible hand through many dangers, having had frequent

escapes from death and destruction. He had been thrown

out upon the waves of circumstances when a boy; but as

every heart knows its own bitterness, he need not speak of

this. Many poor families, through want of wisdom, lose the

opportunities of forming a prosperous home. Yet home in

this world is not our home.

On the 1st of April (Fool’s-day, as boys we used to call

it), my feet again touched the land of my boyhood's home,

and a silent prayer went upward something like this: “As

a fool I have climbed the ladder of folly all my days; now,

Lord God, do Thou give me understanding; make me from

this time wise to know Thee, that from this hour my soul

may climb the ladder which Jacob saw, whose top reached

up to heaven.” The prayer was sincere, and was heard

of Him who knoweth the secrets of all hearts. None but

He could have prompted the desire.

Six weeks only had passed since especial direction had

been given how to fly from the hands of men who sought

my life in a foreign land, making my way of deliverance

clear as by a miracle, when American pistols were loaded

for my life in one place, and Mexican bayonets pointed at

my breast in another. Again, at one time I was delivered

when lying under a tree, a spot of earth having been marked
IB
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out for my grave; and at another when I had lain down to

die in a journey through a desert. Again, I was delivered

from drowning, when the long weeds entwined my body in

deep water, so that I could not swim. I had been climbing

up and falling down the ladder of death until I was brought

to see myself like a little insect blown about this present

world; as a poor worm of earth, crawling about, ready to

be trampled under foot of my fellow-man or of the beasts of

the field—none caring for my soul—when some invisible

helper coming to my rescue, seemed to take me by the hand

as a guide unknown. In simple ignorance I said to that

unknown some one, “I’ll go home and be religious.”

Six weeks had gone since my lips had uttered those

words when in my bedroom at San Francisco, where out

ward enemies and external troubles had hemmed me in on

every side. Now, from the landing-place at Liverpool, a

stranger in my native land, I went in search of my rela

tions. Two sisters were found, themselves in the furnace

of affliction; yet, like Martha and Mary, abiding together,

who were happy to welcome their long-lost brother, brought

back again as one just raised from the dead.

sIN REVIVED, AND SATAN IN PURSUIT.

When God brought his people out of Egypt, Pharaoh,

enraged at their escape from his power, hotly pursued

them, but Jehovah fought their battle, and the mighty

hosts perished in the sea.

“I’ll go home and be religious.” Such, when the sorrow

of this world, which worketh death, assailed me on every

side, were the utterances of my natural heart, ignorant or

that self-righteousness inherent in all who have never been

brought to the mountain of God's holy law, where every
“true Israelite cries out for a Mediator.”

The school of God is widely different from the religious

ness of man. “If ye be without chastisement, then are ye

bastards, and not sons.”

The welcome greeting of my sisters had not been long

over, when their company and teaching, so opposite to that

reckless life I had been through, began to discover a depth

within my heart of which I was totally ignorant. The

spirit of conviction with deep arrows entered my inmost

soul; my blind eyes had not hitherto been opened to see

myself as a lost, guilty, and condemned sinner, in the sight
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of a holy God. ... Oh, with what wisdom and mercy does He

deal with our darkness and unbelief! Had the dreadful

sight of a misspent life been brought before my mind in a

distant land, had the inward weight of sin been felt, instead

of that providential interposition of a Divine hand rescuing

me from external peril, the adversary must have triumphed.

Not only would my bones have been left to bleach in the

blast of the mountains, but my immortal soul would doubt

less have been lost for ever in that place where sin revives,

but no Saviour will ever be ... and no drop of living

water from the Holy Comforter will enter that place of

torment to cool the parched tongues.

Having been informed of a brother residing at Hull, in

Yorkshire, to stifle conviction my purpose was to hurry

away by rail to see him. I struggled to be merry with my

unconverted friends; but ah! as well might the culprit on

the gallows try to dance with delight. The sentence of

death had been passed upon my old Adam, and a wounded

spirit who can bear P_Like bloodhounds in pursuit of an

absconded slave, the Enemy of souls pursued me with all

his evil hosts, whose subtle wiles and hellish rage seemed

bent to have me still. The world's great fair in London

was to be opened on the 1st of May. This he presented

to my mind, and as the whale at sea, struck with a harpoon,

dives beneath the waves and scuds for life, so now it was

with me. Leaving my brother and his friends, away b

rail again I flew, but could not leave behind that barbed

iron rod of deep conviction, which rankled in my soul.

The blow had come from God, in mercy, to kill and make

alive; but, ignorant of Satan's devices at such a time, how

often poor sinners listen to his lies, as our first parents in

the garden did, rather than the truth of God, contained in

his holy Word. And many modern teachers, in ignorance,

are used of Satan to hide the bleeding Redeemer from the

seeking soul, by heaping up a pile of ceremonial forms be

tween the cross and the sinner. No marvel that, in de

spair, so many have been tempted to destroy themselves,

causing the enemies of Christ to triumph and blaspheme.

THE WORLD's PALACE OF PEACE—no PEACE witH GoD.

On the morning of the 1st of May, 1851, as multitudes

of people from all nations wended their way through

London, thronging to the world's fair, or new-made Palace

B 2
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of Peace, I stood in the midst of Hyde Park, burdened

with a weight of sin, heedless of those crowds, trembling

before an all-seeing Judge, and groaning for that peace

which this world cannot give in its palaces, nor take away

in its prisons. That Spirit which first moved upon the face

of the waters when darkness covered the deep, had now

begun to move in the dark, regions of my sinful nature,

and by the rays of that light within, my outward vision

now beheld the chaos of my own heart, that thick darkness

which has covered the whole earth and the minds of all

eople. At the gold-diggings, in the distant land, men,

ºngº in nature, murdered their fellows, My eyes

being blind could not see the cause of such ferocity and

wild-beast-like propensities. Now, in the very heart of

civilization, where human law in a measure restrained from

violence the loose passions of man, the light flashed upon

me that all were going away from God, led captive by the

prince of darkness, who can equally deceive by the vanities

and luxuries of life, hiding the corruption of sin and death,

by false morality or worldly civilized religion, leading the

nations to believe a lie, that they can have peace when

God's Word says there is no peace. -

Hurrying from the scene of pleasure to walk alone,

street after street was passed, not knowing whither I went.

By accident, stopping at a book-shop, I went in and bought

a Bible. It was not altogether a new book to me, for,

when a boy at school, it was our only lesson-book. Yet

circumstances and the sins of youth had led me amongst

the swine to feed on husks of death.

Leaving the multitudes to enjoy that deceptive peace

which this world gives them, in secret with the Word of

God, my eyes were straining to find that peace, without

which my soul, bowed down, could never be satisfied. Be

ginning at the Old Testament, the fiery law, with all its

terror to the guilty soul, augmented my convictions.

“THOU scAREST ME WITH DREAMs.”—JOB VII. 14.

Remembering what had been shown me in a warning

vision of the night, three years before, when in Geelong,

Australia:—paradise, with all its glories, and my mother

enjoying its eternal happiness, appeared to my view, and

my little brother Isaac, with a shepherd's crook (Rom. ix.

7), expounded to me things unseen; and then the writhing
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souls of those lost in hell appeared, one of which seemed

to come so close to me, and in its intense horror and agony

so terrified me, that, waking out of sleep, my body was

bathed in perspiration, and although at that time it passed

off only as a dream, now brought again to mind, it became

a waking reality to me, and that lost soul I believed to be

my own.

“God speaketh once, yea twice, yet man perceiveth it

not. In a dream, in a vision of the night, when deep sleep

falleth upon men, in slumberings upon the bed; then He

openeth the ears of men, and sealeth their instruction, that

He may withdraw man from his purpose, and hide pride

from man. He keepeth back his soul from the pit, and his

life from perishing by the sword. . . Deliver him from

going down to the pit; I have found a ransom" (Job xxxiii.

14–24).

Under this terrible conviction of sin, an impression still

weighed upon my mind that God had brought me home

for some purpose, of which I was yet ignorant. Never

theless I must go back to Liverpool; though my own soul

should be lost, others still in darkness and on the way to

hell, must be warned of their terrible state. Away by rail

again, like Jonah on a message to Nineveh, I went back to

my sisters—the Enemy still in pursuit—proving the truth

of Peter's words, “Your adversary, like a roaring lion,

goeth about seeking whom he may devour.” Having

arrived at Liverpool, my troubled soul kept me wandering

day and night in fields and lanes and streets, going to

prayer-meetings, where I cried aloud in sorrow, but could

not be comforted. Satan appeared at my shoulder. Upon

one occasion the blood was, as it appeared to my mind, leav

ing my hands and feet; when, crying for Jesus, He came

clad in armour before me, and for the moment, Satan fled;

but there was no peace yet.

Being at the meeting on another occasion, it was deeply

impressed upon my mind that some theatrical books and

dresses, which ought to have been destroyed as Babylonish

garments in the foreign country, had been brought home

with me, and now my brother's wife and sister had sold

them, they would again be used. Immediately leaving the

meeting in breathless haste, running about a mile, I found

the truth of the impression, and believed my soul would be

in hell before morning. Taking my sister by the arm,

I compelled her to lead me to the place of sale, yet on the
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road asking her prayers, for now I thought the ground

would open and receive me before reaching the clothes

shop. Soon we found it, and the purchasers, rejoicing at

having received a bargain, would not restore the things,

and although they were offered double the amount, they

were obstinate. So down before God on my knees I cried

aloud, and my voice being strong, brought a great crowd

round the door, as I was pleading with Him to make these

people give back the things, Pºiº they should be

burned at once; and God heard my prayer, for the people

trembled under the power of his presence: but as yet not

knowing the gospel myself, I could not preach it to others,

or there was a good opportunity here. My sister told me

the things were brought back; so taking them up and

throwing down more money, my conscience was eased

again. Feeling that my soul would not go down to hell

that night, we sat up some hours burning and destroying

every vestige of my old profession.

My sisters gave orders to a cabinet maker for a sofa-bed,

who, taking advantage of their order, instead of a plain

i. of furniture, brought an ornamental one, which,

aving the appearance of pride, I broke up with an axe.

WERGE OF SELF-I)ESTRUCTION.

When in conversation, a cousin, who knew something of

salvation, but was not aware of my state of mind, asked if

I knew what the unpardonable sin was, and Satan, taking

advantage of the opportunity, threw at once the fiercest

dart from his hellish quiver. He told me that was my case,

and thrust my poor soul into thoughts of self-destruction.

I was in a back street, leaning against a dead wall, on a

dark night, with hell yawning before me, and conviction of

sin like a red-hot bar in my breast, when he whispered that

a glass of poison would be sweet and take away the pains

of hell which had laid hold upon me. Oh, what a blessing

would a son of consolation, who knew the blood of Jesus

crucified for sin, have been at that time ! Yet God will

not suffer us to be tempted above that we are able to bear.

Finding my way to the lodging, I was up all night in

prayer and reading the Bible which I had brought with me

from London. Some rays of hope penetrated those clouds

of black despair, but terrific struggles between hope and

fear passedº my mind. When morning came, I was
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clutching the Bible, saying, if my soul went down to the

pit, it should be with the book at my breast crying for

mercy. At this time, a stream of light, like a ladder of

fire, with angels on either side, streamed down from heaven

into my room, and at that instant the agonizing lost soul

which I had seen in the Geelong vision three years before,

and which I was under impression was my own, suddenly

flew, as it were, from that hell in which I had seen it, into

the paradise where I saw my mother. This was no dream,

but a happy deliverance from that which had been the

ground of all my fear. Joy burned up despair, and while

my hitherto captive soul was rejoicing at the delicious taste

of liberty, the Enemy had the audacity still to tempt me

with unbelief; but, turning towards the wall, my mind was

so exercised now, that I seemed to see, as it were, a cross

covered with blood, which was the cross of Jesus crucified,

and beneath it another little cross with a star above it,

which I was to take up, follow the star wherever it would

lead me, and the star should be my own in the end.

CHRIST MY PEACE.

On the morrow, it so happened that I was led into Mr.

Lowe's church, called St. Jude's. He went on with the

form of prayers and lessons from the Prayer-Book, which

had no teaching or instruction for me whatever, until he

took his text and began to preach Christ from Col. iii. 3,

4, “For ye are dead, and your life is hid with Christ in

God: when Christ, who is our life, shall appear, then shall

ye also appear with Him in glory.” His description of a

soul quickened by the power of God's Spirit showed what

I had already been passing through, a death unto sin and

a new life unto righteousness. But when he opened up the

second coming of Christ, and the first resurrection, how

all who are now risen by faith with Christ shall then rise

in glorified bodies, and be with Him and see Him as He is,

this was real and sincere milk of the Word to my new-born

soul, which, as a babe in Christ, just needed breasts of con

solation. But no sooner had I returned from the preach

ing, than Satan again suggested, Yes, Christ will appear,

but does not the Scriptures say, He will make “his ene

mies his footstool”? and this fiery dart caused me to feel

.." as the enemy of Christ on my hands and knees,

while our Lord sat on his throne judging the nations, with
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his feet on my back for his footstool; but Satan's malicious

power was not quite so strong now, for there was a greater

power within. The Lord had come to his temple. Yet my

soul was only a new-born babe in Christ, and the Enemy

having for years past had me as a drudge amidst all the

fiction of a theatrical career, filling my mind with vanities,

and my constitution being broken, he had all the more ac

cess to my vain imagination to work his wiles upon both

body and mind; and no doubt he is aware of the charac

ters he loses: those who have been his greatest slaves are

often, when converted, used for Christ with greater danger

to his kingdom of darkness.

“BREAD SHALL BE GIVEN HIM ; HTs watERS SEALL BE

SURE.”—ISA. xxxiii. 16.

The Lord having thus far brought me to Himself, the

next trial was upon temporal things. All my nuggets and

dust from the gold-diggings, were gone in the desire to

help an unconverted brother, whose energies were swal

lowed up in public-house company. My sisters and I were

left in delicate health, and thus brought down to destitu

tion. What must be done for bread? One day I left one

sister in a friend's untenanted house, who had paid the

quarter's rent, and permitted us to occupy the place for a

week or two. We were without bread, and had no money

or friend to assist us. Wandering into the town, about a

mile away, I began to ask the Lord what I should do for

food. My body was too weak for labour. Satan again,

step by step, followed. As my soul took one step to fol

low Jesus, Satan took another after me. “Go back to

your old profession,” whispered he ; “what can you do in

England P” The Lord said, “Go forward,” and my own

soul knew not whither.

The Spirit of God now enlightening my mind to trust in

Him, brought former scenes before me. Years ago, when

my mother at Liverpool was praying for me in Australia,

I used to throw myself down, and weep about nothing else

but the thought of her, even when a grown-up man. The

word now came to me, “Was not God at Liverpool hear

ing those prayers, and in Australia at the same moment,

making you feel them? and now that you are here, cannot

He be providing your dinner somewhere else at this very

moment?” I believed it, and went along the streets look
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ing for the token, expecting either to pick up some money,

or to see a loaf of bread left somewhere for me, and in this

expectation, reached my sister; but finding her, just as she

was left, without food, faith began to fail, and I began to

think whether my mind was not under a mere delusion.

But I had scarcely time to sit down, before a knock came

to the door,j, had just been closed, and my other

sister, who had been away at another part of the town

living with her son, and whom we had not seen for some

days, stood at the door with a loaf of bread under one

arm, and a basin of stewed duck under the other, and

walking in, she laid it down, saying, “I have just been at a

lady's house with some needlework, and they gave me this

to bring home.” Now, gazing upon the bread, and know

ing that at the very moment when, in one part of the town,

I was asking God for food, He was providing it in another

part, to show that his presence was with me, and that He

could supply food anywhere, I immediately ran upstairs,

and falling down before Him, said, “Lord, I shall never

doubt again; my bread shall be given, my water sure.”

Some thirteen years have since passed, and I have tra

velled thousands of miles over England, part of Wales, and

Ireland, under no man's pay, sent by no committee, sect,

or party, looking to God alone for support, not having

made a single collection for preaching the gospel of

Christ; yet, on the average, have been enabled to give my

sisters at least one pound per week, and all those years

at the same time to remember the needy of God's children

with many pounds, having never saved anything in banks .

or business, but having given as it has come, paying rent

and taxes to all who demanded it, owing no man anything

but love. Ten pounds at a time have come in letters, and

I have not known who has sent them, save that the Lord,

on whom alone I trust, has said, “I will never leave thee;

I will never forsake thee.”

Should this meet the eye of any sceptic who does not

believe in the providence of God, let him take it for truth.

In California, at my old profession, I have carried away as

much salary as eighty pounds per week in gold-dust and

doubloons, and, if I needed to return to that country from

which God brought me (Heb. xi. 14–16), where there are

creeks and places with which I am acquainted, in which

gold lies in abundance, if it were gold that was my ob

ject, there have been many opportunities to go back. No!
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faith in God, who has promised an eternal inheritance, has

given me strength according to my day. To Him alone be

all praise and glory. Butlet the reader follow on and see

what the Lord has wrought in England and the world since

that time. Despise not the day of small things.

CALT, TO PREACH.

Being still under strong impressions that God was about

to use me in some way or other,I waited his time pas

sively, knowing not in what way. He led me into a little

employment to take weights of cotton bales at the ware

houses, when standing with other men for a day's work as

it came ; then gradually taking heavier work at the hoisting

and stowing. This bodily exercise renewed my strength,

for, having been brought nigh unto death by liver-com

plaint, the action of that part of my system being almost

gone, laborious work forced the perspiration through the

pores of my skin, and in three years my frame of body was

so far recovered that I was enabled to work for the Lord

through the remainder of my life here below. Every day

I was in conversation with hundreds of men, and several

were brought to Christ; but during this time my mind was

exercised about preaching in public, that is, in the open

streets, for that, I thought, was the proper place; yet, not

knowing the Lord's mind about it, and Satan was whisper

ing to me that it would be presumption for such a man to

take the Bible and stand up publicly to preach.

One evening before getting into bed, much exercised

about out-door preaching, I asked the Lord for an especial

direction whether it were his will that I should go and

preach his gospel, or leave it alone, and I should wait for

the answer, come in whatever way it would. That same

night, when in my sleep, my thoughts were directed to

James's Lamp, near the Market-place. Crowds of people

were busily engaged in this world's pursuits, passing

rapidly on, and all posting their way down to hell, some in

ignorance, others wilfully. With loud, energetic voice,

warning them, I stood repeating, over and over again, one

only text, twenty-fourth chapter of Matthew and the

fourteenth verse. Awaking, I struck a light, and not

knowing what the passage was, I turned to it and read,

“This gospel of the kingdom shall be preached in all the

World for a witness unto all nations; and then shall the
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end come.” Thus my mind was easy on the point,

whether the Lord intended me for preaching his gospel.

Again, when asleep, a man appeared to be crying bills

about town, and he said with loud voice, “You will find it

written in the first chapter of the book of the prophet

Jeremiah, and the fifth verse.” Waking again, I struck a

light, and read this text, “Before I formed thee in the

belly I knew thee; and before thou camest forth out of

the womb I sanctified thee, and I ordained thee a prophet

unto the nations.” Like Jeremiah the prophet, my knees

trembled at such a responsibility, and I went upstairs and

read it to my two sisters. They were silent, knowing that

God had been in the matter all along.

Like the young colt on which never man sat, no man's

religion had ever sat on me; and our blessed Lord uses the

base and foolish things still, leaving no room for flesh to

glory, for what hast thou that thou hast not received ?

One evening, on Shaw's Brow, a general meeting-place

for working men, two parties, Roman Catholics and Protest

ants, were hotly in discussion, and almost coming to

blows, which party belonged to the true Church. It was

given me to speak to both parties something like this,

“Friends, the gospel of Christ is peace and good-will to

men, but ignorance of the truth of that gospel causes strife

and enmity beween men. I perceive you working men on

both sides are not so much to blame, because each party

believes what they have been taught from their different

ministers. You Irishmen have been taught at one school,

and you Englishmen at another. One believes what his

priest says that he is right, and the other believes what his

clergyman says that he is right. Now, the Word of God

says there is none right. We are all like the man fallen

among thieves ; our lusts and passions of evil are the thieves

which have robbed and wounded us. The priest of Rome

passes on unable to heal us, and the clergy of the Church of

England, like the Levite, pass on the other side unable to heal

us; but Jesus Christ, the Good Samaritan, does not pass us

by, but cares for us, and is able to heal and save us all. His

blood and righteousness are the oil and wine from heaven,

which, poured into our wounded souls, give peace with

God, and He binds up the wounded spirit.”

This was new preaching to these controversialists, and

both Romans and Protestants seemed pretty well satisfied;

but another time a Romish policeman took me by the col
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lar, flourished his stick over my head, and delivered meinto

the hands of a mob, who kicked my legs to get me down.

Throwing up my hands, I cried aloud, “I am in the hands

of my God.” At that moment, a gentleman forced his way

through the crowd, and another man after him, each taking

an arm, pulled me out, and thus the Lord delivered me.

The gentleman was named Reginald Radcliffe. It was the

first time we met, but not the last, for the Lord was about

to do a wonderful work at Liverpool. Should the reader

not be weary of this first step on the ladder of life, in a

little while we may say, “Friend, come up higher.”

“When I was a child, I spake as a child; but when I be

came a man, I put away childish things,”

MUSINGS AT MY MOTHER's GRAVE.

Having preached at Knotty Ash, a village about four or

five miles from Liverpool, I was returning home by the

Old Swan, close to which is a small rural churchyard, in

which lay the dust of her who had given her seventh-born

child into the hands of God, and whose thousand prayers

and many tears were bottled in the memory of Him whose

ways are past finding out.

How wondrous strange are the chequered scenes of this

fleeting life. Vanity of vanities, truly all is vanity,+as

the book of God describes it. And yet there is to every

thing a season, and a time to every purpose under heaven.

Had not a greater than Solomon come down from above

the sun, abolished death, and brought life and immortality

to light in the soul of him who writes, I should not have had

this silent opportunity at the grave of her who, when a

child, had sheltered me beneath her old grey cloak, as, on a

winter's night, she led my childhood's feet to the house of

prayer, and from whom, after she had sown the seeds of

truth in my young mind, at fourteen years old I was com

pelled to separate, never to meet again on earth, until at

this silent moment I stand beside my mother's grave.

A time to weep ! But now, in the school of Christ,

made free from the powers of vanity, with affections taught

not to sorrow as those who are without hope, there is no

cause to weep. “For, if we believe that Jesus died and rose

again, even so them also who sleep in Jesus will God bring

with Him.” Therefore, now as children of God we rejoice

in the hope of the glory of God. Yet natural affection does
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drop a tear or two, contemplating the memory of the past,

and says, “Poor old mother, thy often wearied limbs and

aching head have found a bed of rest; this couch of clay is

a downy pillow upon which thou sleepest, peacefully until

the morning cometh whom the Master shall say, “Arise, my

fair one, and come away; thy many prayers are answered,

the prodigal has returned from the far country.' Mother,

we shall meet again in glory; till then, I have a little far

ther to travel on through this world of sin and sorrow. The

Lord is my shepherd.”

“Here, pilgrim and stranger, I journey along,

Over mountain and valley can sing the new song,

Pass nature's huge graveyard, my Lord is not here,

I press on to meet Him, He soon will appear.

“Groan on, old creation ; my tears shall bedev

Your tombstones in pity till all things made new

By Him from death risen, who in glory shall come,

Bringing down the new heavens, our permanent home.”

Those who have not this blessed hope, embalm their sor

rows with the sweet spices of inordinate creature love

gendering idolatry; their sorrow of this world worketh

death; without God, and consequently without hope in the

world, they worship and serve the creature more than the

Creator. Thus was originated that pagan practice of pray

ing to and for the dead. Oh, how free indeed are those

whom the truth makes free : crucified with Christ to the

affections and lusts of the flesh, redeemed from out this

present evil world, and risen with Him who ever liveth to

make intercession for us, and whose still small voice ever

whispers in the believing heart, “Because I live, ye shall

live also.” Wherever an immortal soul has realized that

blessed truth, “Jesus liveth,” this world, with all its glit

tering deceptions, becomes a graveyard, a charnel-house, to

pass through. True, those stupendous works of God de

clare his glory, but sin having marred his handiwork, He

said, “Cursed is the ground for man's sake.” All hope

beneath the sun has perished, for earth, like a ravenous

beast, devours everything she brings forth.

“SON, Go WoRK IN MY WINEYARD.”

I have already stated that the Lord was about to do a

wonderful work at Liverpool. He put it into the heart of
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the writer to pray for a fellow-labourer who could sing, so

that in the open air we might attract people, and then,

when gathered, preach Christ in all the simplicity of his

glorious gospel. After waiting on the Lord about three

weeks, the right man was given. At Lime-street Lamp, an

old man, with white hair and feeble-toned voice, was hold

ing up Jesus crucified; and when he gave out a hymn, a

young Irishman, having a clear tenor, pitched the tune.

We joined together, drew many hearers, and the hand of

the Lord from that time yoked us together; for this young

Irishman had been converted only a few weeks, and had

been asking the Lord for a fellow-labourer who could

preach in the streets; so Edward Usher's desire for a

preaching man was gratified, and the writer's prayer was

answered in being provided with a good singing man.

Despise not the day of small things. From that hour

souls were brought to God. The stone of the lamp-post

became our general pulpit. Prayer-meetings were held

after preaching, and many were born there. The Lord now

gave us from the back lanes and open streets a band of

original labourers. About twelve men met at a brother's

house, to read and meditate upon the Word of God, each

astonished at the other's diversified talents, and all helpful

one to another, visiting the sick and dying in lanes and

alleys, preaching in cellars and under lamps, for three years,

while each worked for the bread that perisheth with his

own hands. The power and blessing of God were upon us,

preaching the gospel every day in the warehouses, and

every night in different parts of the town.

A periodical, called the British Messenger, being put into

the hand of one brother, was brought to the meeting, and

an article containing an exposition of Mark ix. was used of

the Holy Spirit at that time, giving us the key-note of all

our future labours, “Jesus only.” Moses and Elias were

carried away, and the disciples saw no man any more, save

“Jesus only,” with themselves. Thirteen years have now

elapsed since then ; some of those brethren are in different

parts of the earth, but “Jesus only ” has been their Bright

and Morning Star.

Thus brought together, this band of men was invited to

the house of the young lawyer, Mr. Reginald Radcliffe,

who has already been named in these pages. Mr. Radcliffe

was busy in another part of Liverpool in open-air work,

and it had been laid upon his mind to engage a new build
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ing called the Teutonic Hall (now St. James's), Lime

Street, if he could get a company of working men to preach

in it one Lord’s-day, from morning until night, without

cessation. The brethren accepted, his invitation, and a

week's prayer was offered, night and day, for an especial

outpouring of God's Holy Spirit on that particular day.

This one thing was asked for; this one thing was looked

for; they were up night after night, other labourers joining

with them, and an extraordinary power of God rested upon

the whole company, for many at Lime Street Lamp had

already been brought to Christ, and the numbers began to

swell.

A DREAM.

I will just mention a most remarkable dream (Joel ii.

28, 29) which my sister told me during this week of prayer,

if my memory serve me rightly. Hannah was a keeper at

home, and knew but little of these meetings; nevertheless,

she had great light upon the Word of God, and read much

when alone, which was of great use to me, as we often con

versed together upon Scripture truth, our minds dawning

º the terrible state of this present age from the light

of its prophetic pages, as the Holy Spirit gradually illu

mined our minds to see things in their naked reality as by

the light of eternity.

When busy in a large house with other servants, all of a

sudden they appeared to relinquish their several employ

ments to inquire into the cause of running waters' which

had issued forth from the house, and soon filled the streets

of Liverpool in every direction. The scene then began to

change. The heavens were covered with a black cloud,

which, passing over, exposed three skeletons of unclean

beasts of different kinds, which denoted war, famine, and

death (Rev. xvi. 15). This cloud having passed over, high

mountains were seen, and green fields down their slopes.

Beautiful white clouds now came alternately from behind

the mountains, bringing up from various parts multitudes

of animals” (Acts x. 12–16), which, leaping from the clouds,

ran down the mountains, all mingling together happily in

sport. A plainly-dressed womans now stood on the#

1 Streams of gospel grace.

2 Converts, who, during the many clouds of revival which have since passed

over all parts of the world, have been leaping upon all mountains.

3 The Church. -
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mountain with two preachers of the gospel" in the dress of

ancient Jews, one standing on either side, while the woman,

with a shrill clear voice, described the joyous scene, repeat

ing the passages from Isaiah, “The wilderness and the

solitary place shall be glad for them, and the desert shall

rejoice and blossom as the rose” (Isa. xxxv. 1, 2); “The

wolf also shall dwell with the lamb,” etc. (Isa. xi. 6–10)

When the last animal had left the cloud, a majestic lion,

with two feet, stood on the top-stone of the highest moun

tain, in triumph and complacency, overlooking the whole.

People had now assembled in crowds, every one eager to

know the cause of all this, and a Jew stood alone looking

up at the scene also, whilst Hannah, filled with a spirit of

interpretation, was eagerly expounding the meaning of it

from the old prophets. Two gentlemen, arm in arm, now

came past, ift one asked the other the meaning of it, and

the other answered, “Oh, it is a revival of religion l’” Now,

on her way home, as she thought, to tell this wonderful

news about the coming millennium, her progress was im

peded. A huge black beast,” lying in the road, set her with

his eyes, and thrust his horns at her, his back rising higher

and higher, while his two horns stuck in the bank of earth;

Hannah lay between them, crying out for the coming of

the Lord Jesus; and unhurt j. awoke.

THE LIVERPOOL REWIWAL.

It was no earthy expectation swelling the glad hearts of

those willing labourers in our Lord's vineyard on that

especial morning—a foreshadowing ray of that bright ap

pearing when our Lord shall come in the glory of his power

to gather his saints from dust into the eternal sunshine of

his presence, to sing with everlasting joy upon their heads,

the songs of the redeemed. There was indeed a delightful

token of the Dayspring from on high. The morning sun

shone brightly, darting his rays upon us at the seven o’clock

morning prayer, an earnest of the day's full blessing. The

fire of Christian love burned glowingly upon the altar of

brothers' and sisters' hearts. Brother Radcliffe took the

oversight of the hall, while some laboured inside, others

outside. Before ten o'clock, the lower room was filled;

by eleven, God's power began to take hold of sinners; by

twelve, it was expedient to remove anxious mourners, groan

1 Evangelists. • The Lion of the Tribe of Judah. 3 Infidelity.
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ing under conviction of sin, to the upper room. Christians

who happened to come there now had their talents brought

into exercise, pointing the inquirers to Jesus. But the

crowning point was now at hand. A band of singers from

the Park-end had been led of the Lord to the lamp with

an especial hymn for the occasion. The company marched

up towards the hall, singing,

“The blast of the trumpet, so loud and so shrill,

Will shortly re-echo o'er ocean and hill,

When the mighty, mighty, mighty trumpet sounds,

Come, come away!

Oh, may we be ready to hail that glad day.”

The blending chorus of voices sounded to a distance,

bringing hundreds from all quarters. On entering the hall,

the singers marched down the centre towards the platform,

without any prearrangement. Reginald Radcliffe taking it

as it came, leaped on the platform, called out half a dozen

singers, and drafted them off to a certain part of the town,

then another half-dozen to another place, and thus de

spatched singers to several localities, in order that they

might march down from thence to our centre, the lamp.

Never was a more glorious sight than when those different

bands came marching, their voices pealing over the town

in praises of God and the Lamb. Poor harlots and drunk

ards, broken under the mighty power of God, were brought

along with each company, all of which, joining at Lime

Street, sang, and filled the hall and streets. Preachers

now began to address the people all around; souls were

crying out all day, some springing into liberty. Rich and

poor were brought under the power of the gospel; ladies

in silk and satin dresses huddled up with poor ragged girls,

men wearing gold chains, and thieves down on their knees

together, imploring pardon of their sins, until twelve o'clock

at night.

These were the running waters which broke out in 1854,

and they are running yet in 1865, fresher than ever.

True, their course, after twelve months at Liverpool, was

turned in other directions, and in every locality. There is

a most wonderful history of God's soul-saving power in

this late revival amongst the poor outcast people who have

been too generally left to perish for lack of the simple

knowledge of that free grace and mercy contained in the

gospel of Christ, which is given to the poor people without
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money, and without price. At a fair up Scotland Road,

Mr. Radcliffe engaged a penny show, where sinners were

broken down and crying for mercy until midnight, labourers

preaching outside to crowds of people.

At the Liverpool races a testimony was borne which was

the precursor of annual visitations to all the races in Eng

land; and to the glory of God I will mention an incident

§: his presence to deliver his people from the power

Of Satan.

THE FIRST WISIT TO THE RACES.

The fire of love still burning brightly in the breasts of

those simple-minded brethren, labouring together in single

ness of purpose for the glory of God and the salvation of

souls, after much prayer it was arranged that large texts

of Scripture should be printed and taken on to the race

course; so that while the brethren were preaching, the

crowds might read the Word of God, each brother taking

his work as led by the Lord, some distributing tracts,

others, holding boards, others preaching and conversing

with the people.

The first day this little flock pitched about a stone's

throw from the great multitude, and formed into a circle

for a prayer-meeting, an unusual thing on such occasions.

The people, especially from the galleries of the grand

stand, could see very plainly what those º: Were

doing, but, with few exceptions, they allowed us to pro

ceed uninterruptedly. An Irish Romanist, however, led

on others to disturb the preaching, and this man seemed

likely to create much mischief, when a thought came into

the writer's mind to ask the preacher to let him up. Then

I called the attention of this man singly by telling him

that I wanted him at once to answer, before all that people,

the question, Why did Cain murder his brother Abel?

Whether he had been a participator in anything of that

character or not, no one knew, but in haste he rushed out

of the crowd, and we saw him no more. We went on

quietly, and brought some away convinced.

On the second day the brethren marched around the

and stand in single file, with text boards above their

eads. Sporting gentlemen, with their eye-glasses, read

the words of truth ; some were convinced, while others

soon manifested the enmity of the human heart very
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keenly. Nevertheless, it was a good day, and many were

brought from the course convinced. “Truly the Lord is

in this place, and I knew it not” (Gen. xxviii. 16).

A plot had been formed to attack the preachers on the

third day. A most remarkable power of love for sinners

attended the spirit of the writer on this occasion, and

having spoken at some length, he was seated on the grass,

when an unknown man tapped him on the shoulder, saying,

“Come this way.” With streaming eyes he grasped me

}. the hand saying, “You are my brother.” Looking at

the strange man for some time, I became absorbed in

thought about a brother, named Abraham, whom I had not

seen since he was a little boy.” “You are my brother”

said the unknown man again, still crying as he held me by

the hand. “If,” said I, “you believe in the Lord Jesus

Christ, you are my brother also.” By this time a band

of hired ruffians from the grand-stand had attacked the

brethren. Brother Radcliffe was thrown over the rail,

Shepherd was bleeding at the forehead, Summers was re

ceiving blows on the head, a negro preacher was struggling

with a man for his text-pole, Usher had thrown up a

bundle of tracts into the air, purposely, to divert the

attention of the mob, and I stood at a little distance

absorbed with the unknown man who had drawn my mind

entirely from the scene, still crying, and saying, “I am

#. brother,” although I never saw him before or since.

ut suddenly coming to myself, I leaped over the rail, put

one hand on each of Brother Usher's shoulders and said,

looking in his face quietly, “Stand still and see the sal

vation of God.” Then, filled with the most exquisite

joy, I could not help leaping and dancing about, shouting,

44Hii, my brother, my brother l’ for I knew the

Lord had made himself known through the strange man :

“I will manifest myself unto him” (John xiv. 21). And had

the race-course been filled with legions of devils, I should

have leaped and danced and praised God. The mob now

seeing one of the preachers gone mad, as they thought, left

off beating the brethren to look at the mad fellow dancing

and leaping about. By this time, a body of police came

and marched us off the course, and we went into a sister's

house and sang praises to the God of our deliverance.

This was the pioneering work for future labourers at

"Abraham had died, a soldier in Jamaica, only two months before this, but

heither myself nor my sisters then knew it.
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races, where many gamblers and profligate characters have

been delivered, and have become themselves messengers of

gospel grace to others—like angels on the ladder ascending

and descending (or waiting) upon the Son of Man. “It is

the Lord's doing, and marvellous in our eyes.”

A WISIT TO CHESTER.

The Lord having sent us to Chester, where he gave

blessing in the bringing of many poor souls to Jesus,

Brother Usher and myself were engaged in preaching on

the Bowling-green. Edward had gone into a cottage with

anxious souls, when a strong-built man, with shirt sleeves

turned up, was in the crowd outside, listening to the word,

and while I was describing the return of the prodigal son,

he broke through the crowd crying for mercy. He was

conveyed into the cottage, and fell down groaning, and in

about twenty minutes' time he sprang up, saying, that he

felt all his sins forgiven. He then went outside, and at

once began exhorting the people to come to Jesus. This

man, being a well-known drunken blackguard, a wife

beater, and, indeed, a terror to the town of Chester, it

astonished the people, who could scarcely believe it real.

We followed him home, and the most wretched picture of

misery presented itself—a drunkard's home, rags, poverty,

and wretchedness. We called again five years after this,

and there was such a change that we were as much aston

ished at the power of God as the people were at this man’s

conversion. He is still a useful member of society, and

teacher at a Sunday-school, and has been an instrument

in God's hands of winning to Jesus many souls of his own

class. Nine years have now passed,. his whole family

have been brought to Christ. The Lord's ways are not

man's ways.

THE JOURNEY TOWARDS MANCHESTER.

In the month of August, 1854, Reginald Radcliffe,

Bdward Usher, and John Hambleton, were on London

Road, at the outskirts of Liverpool, the former commend

ing the two latter to the grace of God. They were going,

under the guidance of the Holy Spirit, looking to no man,

save “Jesus only,” with the sum of one shilling between

them, to preach Jesus Christ and Him crucified to perish

ing souls, without money or price, not knowing where
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they should sleep that night, unless it were under the

first convenient haystack. But He who had called them to

his work, never sends his soldiers a warfare at their own

charge. “Lo, I am with you alway, even to the end of

the age.”

After Brother Radcliffe had drawn out a pen-and-ink

map of the foot-road, they left him to overlook the evan

gelistic work now going on at Liverpool, commending him

to God's blessing, and then passed on to preach the gospel

in the regions beyond, and work with their own hands as

occasion offered, leaving all to the living God, who had

called them and yoked them together in this work, to guide,

provide, sustain, and bless their labours in the salvation of

immortal souls.

We walked to Prescot, where we found a believer re

siding in a cottage, who took us in, gave us a cup of tea

and a few apples, and, after prayer, bade us God speed.

I)esiring to reach St. Helen's, to hold an evening meeting

at the time that men leave off work, we proceeded thither.

On our arrival we borrowed a chair, and took our stand at

the corner of a dead wall, where a crowd soon gathered, to

whom we preached the simple gospel of Christ, warning

every man to be ready to meet Him at his coming. After

the meeting, an old man who had listened, said, “Surely the

passage of Scripture which has followed me all this day is

coming to pass, ‘I will pour out my Spirit upon all flesh,

and your sons and your daughters shall prophecy, your

old men shall dream dreams, your young men shall see

visions.’” He asked us in to supper, saying he had a

little spare bed if we could stay all night. This was the

Lord's door opened, and we went in, held sweet council

with the old man's family, slept in peace, breakfasted,

commended them to God, and journeyed towards War

rington. Here we found a minister belonging to the

Independents, whose heart was in evangelistic work, for

he had been with the brethren at Chester races, and knew

of the Revival at Liverpool. Mr. Kay opened his school

room, and came out with us into the streets, where we ga

thered crowds of factory people together. They wept under

the word, and I wept at the wonderful leading of God,

who was bringing us into a large field of labour in these

manufacturing districts, where we found hundreds of

thousands of poor Bouls like sheep running without

shepherds.
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Having received a letter from Liverpool, to call on a

gentleman when we should reach Manchester, who might

give us some two or three days’ employment during the

week on his grounds, we left Warrington, having been

entertained by the minister for a night. He gave us another

shilling—for our exchecquer had run out, but he knew it

not—and wished us God-speed, expressing a great desire

to be with us, only his office prevented him.

ARRIVAT, AT MANCHESTER,

Having arrived at Manchester, we sought out the gentle

man who, it was thought, might give us a little employ

ment. He turned out to be a lawyer of some eminence,

and he received us kindly in his office. He told us of a

singular circumstance,—that he had received a Wesleyan

class ticket, signed in his own name, although he never

was in a Wesleyan class in his life. Nevertheless he was

much taken with the word of Scripture it contained—“He

which testifieth these things saith, Surely I come quickly "

(Rev. xxii. 20). The Lord prepared our way thus, and that

evening, instead of our sleeping under a haystack, this

brother took us to his country house, and after supper and

prayer, we were conducted to a beautifully furnished

double-bedded room, where we stood face to face, laughing

and crying both at once, at the marvellous ways God has

of opening doors for his people.

It was good to sit at the feet of Mr. Hilditch; he was a

man of great intellectual capacity, and his exposition of

Scripture was very good, owing to that peculiar turn which

his acquaintance with law gave it. He said in his whole

experience of twenty years as a barrister and counsellor, he

had know no evidence in any case whatever, half so forcible

as that which the apostles bore to the truth of the religion

they preached, when they went on their mission, testifying

to the death and resurrection of Jesus; taking this evidence

as if it had been given on any other subject before any jury

in a court of justice. Nevertheless, we knew little about

courts of law or examinations. “Jesus only,” revealed by

the Holy Ghost within, was quite sufficient for us, with

the written word of God before us. This gentleman was

an instrument in the hands of the Lord, who was leading

us on step after step, as the reader will observe. A large

field was about to open up before us; but Satan, always
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ready to oppose the spread of truth, raised up many adver

saries. The spirit of Romish persecution and infidelity, in

these times of ignorance, had such a hold of the working

classes at Manchester and the surrounding districts, that

in every place it would seem as though the powers of dark

ness apprehended an onslaught on their rebellious terri

tories, and their whole forces were summoned to repel the

* But God gave grace and strength according to our

ay.

OPPOSITION OF ROMANISTS AT MANCHESTER.

Our first stand was taken at Stephenson's Square.

Crowds of men, in the most iºniº opposition, with

stood our preaching “Jesus only ” in the open streets.

The Romanists were more fierce than anything we had seen

at Liverpool or Chester; their very faces quivered with

rage; loud yells, both of men, women, and children, pierced

the air, and truly it seemed that Satan's kingdom trembled

at two poor men holding up the simple gospel of mercy to

any perishing sinner who would trust simply on the merits

of a crucified Redeemer. -

Such noise drowned our voices, and Edward began de

livering a few tracts to any who would receive them, while

I held up the Bible to the crowd, above my head, unable to

speak through the uproar. A man who had received a tract

eliberately struck a lucifer match, put the fire to the

paper, and held it up against the Bible in my hand. This

incident caused a dead silence. The Bible with fire along

side it held up, seemed to quiet the whole multitude in an

instant. The tract burnt out without either burning my

hand or the Bible. I then walked backwards with the

Bible still up, while the yells were awful; nevertheless we

gave testimony to the truth, and the Lord gave testimony

of his approval, for a poor Englishman who had been in

the crowd, followed us, and pulling out his handless wrist

from his pocket, with tears filling his eyes, said, “Oh, when

that fire was near your hand, my heart smote me; for being

drunk one time at the furnace, I fell down and slept, and

my hand falling into the fire, was burnt off; that fire at

our hand reminded me, and I feel myself a lost sinner.”

e took this man to a chapel where we heard a prayer

meeting was going on, for it was Sunday evening, and left

him there, believing that God would give us that soul.
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Standing again at another lamp near Market Street,

when the people were just leaving church, an official of the

town seized us and pulled us from the stand, asking by

whose authority we were there preaching. We told him

on the authority of the Lord Jesus Christ, and went on

speaking again. At another time, a Roman Catholic police

man took hold of me when delivering tracts in the street,

and marched me off to the police-station, where they told

me I should be summoned before the magistrates. This

was done accordingly; but when before them, the Lord

gave me words which confounded them all, and having let

me in at one door, they let me out at another.

The enmity of Romanists was now at its highest pitch.

We had been directed of the Lord to take our stand at the

lamp between the old cathedral church and a notorious

singing saloon, where thousands of young people of both

sexes are prepared for the streets—a most profligate house

for ruining children. In the name of the Lord, we were

determined not to give up this spot until dragged from it

by force. Infidelity now joined in the persecution. A man

came one night leading a gang of low ruffians with all the

rage and malice it is possible to conceive. This man, pos

sessed of subtle power of speech, quoted the Scriptures with

mockery and derision, scoffing at the letter of the Word,

while extolling the preaching of Tom Paine's “Age of

Reason.” Blows as well as speeches were given us; yet

we held our ground, and a stranger rushed between us,

taking hold of Edward's arm and mine, and said, “Brethren,

let us pray.” Thus we stood in prayer; but the scoffer,

putting his hand on my mouth, went on mocking still, and

we were carried by the crowd from the spot by force.

An old withered-looking woman held up her thin bony

fingers, like spiders' legs, in my face, and whispered in my

ear, “Cranmer, Cranmer, Cranmer.” I at first supposed

she said Tranmere, a village in Cheshire, where a few weeks

before, we met with similar treatment, and where one of

our assailants played at my back with an open knife. But

• God delivered us in a marvellous way. On her repetition

of the word “Cranmer,” however, I remembered a thing

which had been revealed the previous night in bed; and

taking Edward by the arm, walked up the street, with hun

dreds of these slaves of 'Satan following like dogs, biting

into bits the tracts we gave out, and jumping on the bits

they spat from their mouths. When the crowds increased,
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Edward and I shook hands and parted. Then everybody

was asking everybody what was the matter, and nobody

could tell anybody anything at all about it; yet thousands

of people had gathered because two poor men had been

preaching the gospel of salvation to perishing sinners. It

was apparently a little thing, but the powers of Satan were

aroused to stop it; therefore it must be in reality a great

thing; but sinners are blinded, and know not their utter

ruin, and believe not that Christ died to save them.

God gave us that lamp-post, and during several years

souls were born to God on that spot. We have known

some who have since died praising God that they learned

the way to heaven there. Preachers have been raised up

also at the Victoria lamp, and eternity alone shall tell the

number saved at that place.

BELLE-WUE AND POMONA. GARDENS.

The under-current of iniquity at the Belle-Vue and

Pomona Gardens, through the factory system, is one of the

most putrid streams running through Christendom. The

number of illegitimate children is frightful. Upon one oc

casion there was a baby-show announced to be held at

Pomona Gardens; children were carried in arms and

weighed naked for prizes. Edward and I were directed to

testify against this pagan abomination, and having had a

large text-board printed, we stood near the entrance-gate.

It was not long before the man who had got this thing up

came out. He was like a giant in size. He brought a

horsewhip, and with the butt end laid on my back with his

might; but God was at my back, and gave me power to

stand without even looking round at him. Then, seeing he

was unheeded, he seized the pole, but the text, being

printed on millboard, was not easily torn, so he carried it

into a field, and, like a big dog, he twisted and turned it in

a terrible rage; but, taking out my Bible, the Lord gave

me power to cry aloud and read how they gave their

children to Moloch. Two young men came with us con

vinced, and many trembled under the word. They have

not had a baby-show since; yet wickedness goes on still.

A LOST SOUL.

The councillor before named had a home for girls who

were desirous of reformation, where he kept them until

C
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they obtained situations. One, who appeared penitent

under the preaching, and had been brought from the street,

was desirous of going home to see her mother, who, she

heard, was dying. I took her by the train to Oldham.

The mother we found in an arm-chair by the fire. She

could not speak, waiting till the father came home from

the factory. On entering the cottage he gave a stern look

at his daughter; then sat down opposite his wife. Trying

to make a reconciliation, I asked if the girl might stay.

He answered, “No,” and all my remonstrances had no

weight with him whatever. Then, after kneeling down and

asking the Lord to interfere in the matter, he was again

asked, but he answered still, “No.”

After about an hour spent in vain appeals, and not know

ing the natural feelings which all the time had been pass

ing between the mother and daughter, I said, “Come,

Eliza, let us return to Manchester,” when a piercing shriek

was uttered, and she fell at her mother's knee, saying,

“Mother, forgive me—mother, forgive me.” The mother's

head fell back without a word. Then, springing across to

her father's knee, she said, “Oh, fayther, forgi'e me, fayther,

forgi'e me.” The man's heart was moved, and I withdrew

into a little side room and wept, when shortly he cried out,

“Here, stranger, you may go.”

“Surely,” I thought, while going to the station, “angels

are now rejoicing.” But, alas, we often mistake. Peni

tence, to be genuine, must be from the heart; mere natural

sorrow is not deep enough. The heart of man, and woman

also, is like the eel in its native mud, slippery to handle;

for, in about a fortnight, something like the following came

by post from Oldham : “Noble stranger, I thank you for

visiting my humble dwelling; and if ever you come this

way again, I shall be happy to see you under my cottage

roof; but it has turned out just as I said it would. In five

days after you left, she went off, and is worse than ever.”

In a few weeks after, while standing with Bibles and

Testaments in the market at Oldham, the man stood before

me, saying his wife was dead, and his daughter was carried

home drowned, having leaped into the mill-dam, and thus

destroyed herself.

THE SPIRIT's FLIGHT.

During a severe winter, when the ships were wind-bound

out at sea from coming into the river Mersey, the porters
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and dock-labourers of Liverpool suffered great privations,for

many weeks lacking employment. It fell to the lot of the

writer to visit the poor with bread and coals from the

Provident Society of the town. We found one case of a

poor widow without food or fire, in a scantily furnished room,

with a daughter lying dying of consumption; we spoke to

the dying girl, who was about sixteen years of age, concern

ing Jesus and the salvation of her soul. She said the

Prayer-Book and Catechism had been taught her from a

child, but she knew nothing about her sins being forgiven.

Desiring her to put aside her Prayer-Book and Catechism,

we pointed her to the person of the crucified and risen

Jesus. The first visit caused an evident spirit of inquiry.

The second, she saw herself a lost sinner and cried for mercy.

The third, she laid hold by faith on the atoning blood of

Jesus, and was happy in believing her sins were washed

away for the Redeemer's sake. The next time we called

she had gone home; the mother told us she had left her up

stairs so weak that her voice was partially gone, but while

conversing with the occupants of the lower rooms, a loud

clear voice from upstairs came ringing below, crying out,

“Mother motherſ mother Jesus and my Father have

come for me.” The mother ran upstairs at the sound, but

there was nothing left but the cold clay, the happy spirit

had gone to be with Jesus,

A. LEARNED OLD INFIDEI, COBBLER.

Edward Usher, having been visiting the back cottages in

Manchester, found an old shoemaker of great natural

powers of intellect. We both called to see him, and listened

patiently to his history. The old man had originally been

educated for a priest at Maynooth, Ireland, but had since

waded through the dark mazes of infidelity. With an

extraordinary fluency of language he told us that clergymen

had come from London to dispute with him in days gone by,

and he had sent them back infidels. He had studied “Dens'

Theology,” but had years ago discovered the abominations

of auricular confession, and he could prove the mass to be

a delusion, purgatory alie, and the whole system of Church

and State only a cheat, keeping ignorance in awe, binding

the consciences of men, and heaping up wealth for an aristo

cratic clergy, while the common people were kept as their

dupes and slaves. He had, therefore, believed in*
C
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ing powers ofThomas Paine, had delivered secular lectures to

eat audiences, and could refute any biblical student either

in English, Greek, or Latin. He travestied the Athanasian

Creed byreciting a blasphemous production on threeold hats

or two hats and a cap. This old man, a wreck of humanity,

like thousands of others in similar circumstances, knowing

everything but “Jesus only,” had sailed over the wide and

dreary ocean of fleshly intellectualism, amidst the rocks,

shoals, eddies, whirlpools, and quicksands of blind unbelief,

driven and tossed about at sea without rudder or compass,

until the stormy seas of strife and contention had caused

him to shelter his now leaky timbers in a dingy room in

Back Pump Street, Manchester.

The Scriptures tell us that vain man would be wise, but

that the wisdom of this world is foolishness with God; and

until brought to the end of himself, man will never seek

that wisdom which cometh down from above and is to be

found in “Jesus only,” who of God is made unto us wisdom,

righteousness, sanctification, and redemption. This alone is

the path which no fowl knoweth ; the vulture's eye hath

not seen it; lions’ whelps have not trodden it; and, until

those fowls, vultures, and lions of pride and unbelief cease

from their own wisdom, they must go on in darkness, until

they reach the land where darkness is eternal. But this

shoemaker's day had come. Our blessed Lord had marked

him for his own, to give rest to his hitherto restless soul.

Two uneducated men would be poor antagonists against

this learned shoemaker, and so we said: “Had we come

from any human college, bringing the wisdom of men's

words, you might send us back infidels like those you have

named. Theology, handled by unconverted men, is a wrong

instrument in wrong hands. We can readily conceive you

as a natural man opposing Scripture truth against another

natural man, who attempted to expound it from his natural

reason, confuting your antagonist; for it is ‘not by might

nor by power, but by my Spirit, saith the Lord.’ Human

learning has its place in human things, but not many

mighty, not many noble, are called to expound Divine things.

God has chosen the foolish and base, weak and despised

things as instruments for his Holy Spirit's use, that no

flesh should glory in his presence. True, Moses was taught

in all the wisdom of the Egyptians, and it served his pur

pose for his time; but Moses must be taught of God to

understand Divine things. So the prophets wrote and spoke
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as they were moved by the Holy Ghost. Even the learned

Apostle Paul renounces all dependence on human learning,

counting all things but loss for the excellency of the know

ledge of Christ Jesus his Lord.”

The old man, who had listened patiently, lifted up his

spectacles and said, “Then how do you make Joseph, the

carpenter, a just man according to a just law, which de

manded that one in adultery should be stoned, when he, in

stead of bringing Mary to justice, endeavoured to conceal

her?”

Had we not been enabled to give an answer to this most

subtle question, we should have been confounded. We re

plied: “Because mercy, rejoiceth against judgment, and

Joseph was not only a just, but a merciful man, and our

blessed Saviour was just about to enter the world to be the

end of the law of justice and to bring in mercy. When

they brought a woman taken in the very act of adultery to

Jesus, accusing her,and saying, “Moses said in the law such

an one should be stoned, but what sayest Thou?' He

stooped to earth, writing on the ground—thus signifying

that law was spoken on earth, but mercy comes from

heaven—and said, “He which is without sinlet him cast the

first stone.” Now their own consciences condemned them,

for all have sinned, and there was not one who could throw

a stone at the sinner. But when they had left the woman

and Jesus alone, He could have stoned her, for He only

was without sin, but He asks, ‘Hath no man condemned

thee?' She said, “No man, Lord.” “Neither do I condemn

thee; go in peace, and sin no more.”

This was the dawn of light in that poor dark infidel soul.

He sat amazed, saying he never heard it in that way before.

The simplicity of the truth as it is in “Jesus only,” had

entered his heart, and he begged us to call again. We did

so, for the Holy Spirit had begun to operate upon his soul.

In about a week we called, and the infidel lecturer had

been born again, and was a little child. He was glad to see

us, and with sobs and tears of thanksgiving to God, he re

lated an extraordinary visitation he had had on the Sunday

afternoon. His custom was, after dinner, to lie down on

his bed, and whether on this occasion awake or asleep he

could not tell. In a trance-like state, he found himself

wandering across a dreary desert; round about were deep

pits and chasms dangerous to pass; night came on, and a

sensation of horror and despair seized him, so that he could
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neither proceed farther, lest he should fall and be dashed in

pieces, nor retrace his steps. Whichever way he took, certain

§. seemed to await him. While in this desponding

state, a being on a cross appeared before him, coming down.

He spoke kindly and gently, leading him through the

dreary waste, and bringing him into a beautiful plain.

His guide now appeared covered with blood, having been

ierced as Jesus was ; then, sprinkling him all over, he took

#. into the most delightful scene conceivable, where he

walked and conversed with eternal beings in happy fellow

ship, under the impression of having been there for ages,

when his guide said they must now return. The old man

here broke out into crying like a little child; and when

able to speak, he looked up, saying, “Oh, I am satisfied, I

am satisfied; Jesus is Christ; Jesus is Christ!”

We saw him eighteen months afterwards; a cancer had

come upon his tongue, and he showed us the mark where

he had it burnt out, and said while the hot iron was on his

tongue he praised God that his blaspheming tongue, which

had lectured on infidelity, was not burning in hell, but

that mercy rejoiceth againstjudgment. The Lord be praised

for thisj plucked from the burning.

A LETTER FROM LIVERPOOL TO EDWARD USHER.

“Dear Brother, Your interesting note came to hand.

We are happy to hear of your call to a peculiar work in

the vineyard of the Lord. Consider your youth, my dear

brother, and your want of experience. Should you and

brother John continue faithful, I am persuaded you will

be rendered a blessing to Manchester for generations to

come. Imagining I could see you both, ten, fifteen, or

twenty years hence, what men should I see P Should I

see you prudent and grave, saying, ‘Here we are, and

the children whom God has given us; what has not the

Lord wrought by our hands?’ Your whole danger will

arise out of self-conceit. Satan destroys gospel ministers

just in that way. The idea of being a teacher or a pulpit

man is too much for many men to bear. A humble

ministry, a pure ministry, a zealous ministry is much

needed in our day. Your youth, health, and strength are

in your favour. If men achieve anything of importance,

they must begin young to be able to comprehend the task

they have before them. I am afraid we do not understand
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the nature of our mission yet. But it developes itself by

times, and time only will develop it. The Hall goes on as

usual. Brother D–– is becoming eminent in argument

and illustration, and Brother McC–, a powerful man in

prayer. WILLIAM DENNISON.”

AN OLD MAN-o'-WAR's-MAN.

This pioneering work round lanes, streets, and lamp

posts of Manchester has been already well rewarded.

Many preachers have been raised up, souls have been

gathered in who are now with Jesus, and many are walk

ing in the way to heaven. We were sometimes beaten,

sometimes stoned, dragged by police before magistrates,

locked up as disturbers of the peace; but though Satan

raged, the Lord delivered us and gave the blessing. Sick

ones were often relieved, and Mr. H., the councillor, often

gave us sixpences and shillings for them, while others gave

bullocks' heads to make soup in winter, which we carried

to their homes.

One case is worth recording. In a little upstair room,

in a back street, we found a man ninety-four years old, who

had lain on his bed five years unvisited; he, with his wife,

eighty-nine years old, was living on parish relief. He was

an old man-o’-war's-man. It was good to visit this aged

couple; he seemed like an old patriarch, as we sang little

hymns together and prayed. He raised himself up in bed

almost like one inspired, his tall frame very weak with age,

while his mind was strong, healthful, and vigorous. As the

hymn was sung—

“One there is above all others;

Oh, how He loves |

His is love beyond a brother's;

Oh, how He loves 1’’ etc.

big tears rolled down his cheeks as he said, “My God, I

am now ready to meet Thee ; Thou hast sent two angels to

see me before I die.” The two voices, blending together in

unison, stirred the old man's soul to such an extent that he

felt himself upon the threshold of heaven. The last time

we saw him, he knew we should not see him alive any more.

He did not seem any worse than usual, but we shall not

soon forget our last parting. As we were going, he raised

himself up on his hands, gazed upon us with a pleasing
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smile, and after a pause said, with a most solemn, slow,

firm utterance, “The blessing of a dying man go with

you.” He died that night—saved through the blood of

“Jesus only.”

BIBLE-SELLING.

It now pleased the Lord to lead John Latham, one of

the Liverpool band, to give up his trade of cigar-making,

and go forth without purse or scrip to preach the gospel.

He followed us to Manchester, where he laboured success

fully in cottage-meetings and sick visitations, the Lord

supplying his daily need, as He had done ours. Mr. H.,

being a member of the British and Foreign Bible Society,

he was used as a key to open that door for Edward and

myself, as the Lord had work for us to carry Bibles and

Testaments into the market-places of Lancashire; thus,

while preaching the gospel, by circulating the Scriptures,

we could provide things honest by our own labour. Its

beginning was small, but its latter end has been greatly

increased. In a railway-train, one morning, as we offered

the Testament for fourpence, a gentleman in the carriage,

from Hyde, asked us some questions, and hearing we were

from Liverpool, where the revival had been going on, in

vited us to his town, as there were to be “wakes' held

there on the morrow. This was the Lord's leading, for

there was a rough collier down in the bowels of the earth

whom no one knew anything about ; but as the Lord must

needs go through Samaria to convert a poor woman, so

He must send us through Hyde, in Cheshire, to bring

Richard Weaver out of the pit; for the great revival was

not to end at Liverpool or Manchester, nor were the few

labourers now raised up the only company to be engaged

in this mighty ingathering of souls which had only just

begun.

RICHARD WEAVER's FIRST PUBLIC ADDRESS.

John Street fell in with the work in good earnest. He
had a little stall made, and Hyde market-place was the first

stand we took with the stall. The Lord began to work

mightily in this place; souls were converted at their fire

sides and in the open air. On Saturday evening, some

colliers who had been converted, and belonged to the
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Primitive Methodist Connexion, came to help us to sing,

and we were glad of their help. They had loud voices, and

sang genuine songs of Zion. One of them began to speak

a little, which told us he had a gift for outdoor work.

On the following Good Friday an announcement was made

that some of the ministers would come and help us in an

open-air meeting. John Latham came up from Manchester,

but not a single minister was to be seen. An immense crowd

had gathered from the country round, and when we were

finishing, Edward saw the collier, who had before spoken,

in the crowd. He beckoned him up, and told the people

one of their fellow-workmen would now address them.

This was the first public assembly Richard Weaver had ad

dressed. His whole speech seemed directed against land

lords and public-houses, telling what God had delivered him

from. He had a peculiar flow of natural, unsophisticated

eloquence, taking hold of the names of the public-houses—

“Dog and Duck,” the “Pig and Whistle,” the “Blue Pig,”

the “White Pig,” and the “Boar's Head.” He seemed like

a locomotive engine, running full speed into Hyde market

place, upsetting wagon-loads of dogs, ducks, pigs, and

publicans. It was at once settled in our minds that the

Lord would bring that man out of the pit.

RICHARD WEAVER's CALL FROM THE COAL-PIT.

A man may have ability for work, but faith is required

to enable him to give up his living, and trust in “Jesus

only.” Waiting on the Lord in prayer about the matter,

a second meeting was announced one week evening, when

James Stanfield and Richard Weaver were both to speak;

but before we began, the overseer sent for the former to

come and work all night ; so one was taken, the other left

to preach; and this token from the Lord caused us to

write to Liverpool, asking Brother Radcliffe (who at this

time was earnest in bringing labourers together) to come

and help us at Hyde, as the Lord was saving the people all

around. We told him of Richard Weaver. He came, and

he and John Street took the matter in hand to bring

Weaver out of the pit.

Edward and I moved on to other towns, leaving the collier

at our Bible-stall. Some weeks after, I met Richard pacing

up and down a piece of open ground near Manchester.

He showed me a letter from a master collier, offering full
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work and a good salary. This was a testing time with him.

The Lord gave me this word for him: “Stand still and see

the salvation of God.” He saw it very soon, and his bread

has been given ever since. May the blessed God keep him

little in spirit, for the Lord has a peculiar work for his gift

of speech in this Revival of gathering souls into the ark.

Many strong walls of dead formality have been picked

down and removed from before the crucified “Jesus only ”

since then.

AN EXTRAORDINARY MAN IN ANOTHER LINE OF

LABOUR.

A man from Knutsford came to see the brethren at

Manchester, very strange in his dress and general appear

ance. He wore no hat, but had a long beard, and his hair

was thrown back. A piece of green baize was thrown over

his shoulders, shawl-fashion, and he wore also leathern knee

breeches, stockings, and boots. He carried a good-sized

Bible under his arm, full of strings, pencil marks, and leaves

turned down. He told about his recent conversion to

Christ. His life had been avery reckless one as a Chartist

in the time of anticipated riots. He had carried a musket

in their ranks. He was the son of a cotton-spinner, his

mother a poor factory woman; therefore he believed him

self to be one of those base things spoken of by the Apostle

Paul to the Corinthians, and raised up now as a witness

against the pride of dress and spirit of wickedness so pre

valent in these days.

He had practised mesmerism, and believing that there

was in olden time a considerable sum of money hidden

underground in Cheshire, he put a boy into a sleep, en

deavouring to discover the whereabouts of the treasure,

having the implements ready for his work. After exerting

his mesmeric power upon the boy, he could not restore him

to his proper senses; and when some few hours had passed

in unsuccessful attempts, he began to think he had mur

dered the lad, and would be hanged for it. For the first

time he prayed to God that He would restore the boy.

His request was granted, and when the lad awoke, convic

tion of sin took hold upon him. The loss of his soul, and

not the gallows, now troubled him. A life of guilt at race

courses, and all kinds of evil, was presented to his mind,

and he wandered about under conviction until almost in a
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state of despair, when it pleased the Lord to lead Brother

Radcliffe from Liverpool to Knutsford to preach Christ;

then his load of sin fell off, and he had peace with God

through faith in Jesus' blood.

Being still ignorant, he took a vow upon him not to

wear a hat, because he had heard that Sir Isaac Newton

took off his hat when he thought upon God. Thomas

B thought he would outdo Sir Isaac, for he would

not wear a hat at all, and kept his vow faithfully for eight

. under the bitterest persecution. In his own strength

e took this legal bondage upon him; and self-will being

his ruling passion, he would go through fire and water for

the Lord and his own way, more under law than gospel,

He forsook wife and child to visit races, and go about any

where warning people to escape hell. No doubt the Enemy

took advantage of his ignorance. He was tempted to ap

pear outwardly like Christ, not knowing that God desires

truth in the inward part, for God looketh not as man

looketh ; man looketh at the outward appearance, but God

looketh at the heart. Many young converts have fallen

into Satan's snare through self-will, desiring to go before

the Lord instead of following behind Him. Time and ex

perience only can eradicate this error. That which is first

(the flesh) must be last, and that which is last (the Spirit)

must be first.

ONE of JESUS’ MEN.

T. B was an extraordinarily plain-spoken man. All

" fear of man had left him. His method of exhortation was

to walk up and down, either in the street or before a grand

stand on a race-course, denouncing all alike, rich and poor,

who were still unconverted, shouting at the top of his voice,

“The way to the race-course is the way to hell-fire; it is a

hotbed of blacklegs, harlots and whoremongers, gamblers,

thieves, pickpockets, and all kinds of vice; you are all going

down to hell-fire, except you repent and get washed in the

blood of the Lamb l’ repeating this over and over again

in carriages and omnibuses, to foot passengers and those

riding on horseback, striking terror into the consciences of

some, while others mocked and persecuted. He has been

drawn off the course with a rope round his neck, still cry

ing aloud his one theme. He travelled many miles, always

on foot, sleeping out of doors, in empty houses, or anywhere
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he could lie down, always giving away tracts when he had

them, living abstemiously, and appearing washed very clean

every day, while his outward garb would become a monk.

The writer went with him one day to Stockport fair,

when, without any ceremony, he walked on to the stage of

a show, and began speaking to the crowd as if it had be

longed to him. His appearance drew a concourse of peo

ple, who, after listening a few minutes to his terrible

denunciations, stayed for the gospel, and there was a good

hearing.

On another occasion, Brother Usher and myself went to

Radcliffe races to preach the gospel and distribute tracts.

T. B was there alone at his post. The jockeys had

carried him into a public-house, and covered him all over

with flour; and his white face and head, together with his

rude dress, gave him a singularly attractive appearance.

Rich and poor on the road stopped to look, while he went

on with his sermon—“The way to the races is the way to

hell-fire,” etc., fearless of what any might say or do. A

man took hold of his coat; he slipped it off, and let him

take it, without being interrupted in his warning words,

which, in many instances, were as nails fastened in sure

places by the Master of assemblies of another character.

The name of Jesus is hated, whatever instrument. He

sends to testify that his kingdom is not of this world.

“Here’s another of Jesus’ men,” shouted one of T. B 's

persecutors, as the writer passed on the road. “One of

Jesus' men!” How strange that even in this day and this

land, which, through the Scriptures, has been so highly

exalted, the name of Jesus should be so hated. The world

has rejected Him, and chosen Barabbas the robber. Satan

is their god, thought I, as the honourable appellation of

“One of Jesus' men” reached my ear; nor would we ex

change the title for that of universal emperor,

“JESUS AND THE RESURRECTION.”

It happened to be a beautiful summer's day as the multi

tudes wended their way on the broad road of folly. My

thoughts were far away in contemplation—how few there

be that find the narrow path which leads to life At that

moment a butterfly struck me on the breast, like a little

winged messenger from Him who says, “I am the resurrec

tion and the life.” That little feathery insect sporting in
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the sunshine is an emblem of that risen life which all of

Jesus' men shall enjoy shortly. True, we are despised here

—held in derision, like our Lord and Master, for his name's

sake, not our own. But we shall be changed, like that

pretty butterfly. Once it crawled on the earth a loathsome

grub; then sank into the chrysalis state, representing

death; and now it flutters forth a happy, joyous little crea

ture, winged to roam about in another world than mere

earth. Jesus is not here, but is risen, and He says, “Be

cause I live, ye shall live also.”

GROWTH OF THE REWIWAL TREE.

It is said that a raven once carried an acorn in its mouth,

and let it drop on the top of an old cathedral, where, find

ing its way down between the crevices of the spire, it took

root, sprang up, and forced away the dilapidated walls of

the old building, until a tree was visible, whose growth was

a wonder to many.

The buds of this late Revival, first seen at Liverpool, in

1854, now bloomed and blossomed on the branches of these

manufacturing districts steadily, but surely. The Lord of

the harvest had been implored to raise up and send forth

labourers into the ripe fields, irrespective of all differences

of denomination—strangers to any system of organized

societies whatever. These plain, uneducated workmen, led

by the Spirit of Him who knows all things, and with a sin

gle eye to the glory of God and the exaltation of “Jesus

only,” went forth preaching Christ crucified for sinners,

through snow and frost in winter, and amidst clouds of

dust on race-courses in summer, at markets and fairs, in

streets, lanes, cellars, and garrets. The poor had the gospel

preached in their ears, while the blessing of the Lord, which

maketh rich, and addeth no sorrow, followed their labours.

Richard Weaver and John Latham for a short time were

yoked together, carrying their packs of Bibles to Rochdale

and the potteries of Staffordshire, where, to use the words

of John Latham, the people bought them up like ginger

bread. Reginald Radcliffe returned to Liverpool, gathering

up more labourers, and afterwards took Weaver into Scot

land, where the crowds so filled a chapel that the preachers

were unable to get in. Some men outside gave their backs,

and Richard made a pulpit of their shoulders. The follow

ing extract of a letter written at that time may give the
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reader an idea of the Lord's power in this glorious work,

raising up and sending whomsoever He pleases,

LETTERS FROM ABERDEEN.

“Dear Brother in Jesus our Lord, You will be rejoiced

to hear that the great work of revival is going on in Aber

deen, and herewith I send you copy of an extract from a

letter of Mrs. S., the wife of a Scotch clergyman, in whose

chapel Brother Radcliffe has been preaching. The extract

was intended to be sent to you for encouragement and con

solation. It is quite true (according to your letter, which

I read this morning to my wife, mother, and sister at break

fast-table), the days are evil, and the Church apparently

asleep; but I trust and believe the Lord will yet grant a

great revival shower of his grace and truth yet once before

his coming; else why the droppings of prayers and aspira

tions, and ardent desire and hope, in the hearts of his little

ones? Your walk and your calling, my dear brother, are

something like Elijah's in this respect, only I draw the

conclusion that it is a very solitary one; and you know

when Elijah said he was left alone, the answer of God as

sured him that seven thousand were reserved. R. H.”

Fætract of letter from Mrs. S.—“A great work is going

on here. Souls are coming daily to our house about their

salvation. My boy Charles is going into all the lanes and

alleys with tracts, and, though but a child, talking to people

about their souls. Mr. Radcliffe is now staying with the

Duchess of Gordon. In one meeting which he held there,

two hundred souls appeared to be converted. Mr. Smith is

so ill that he intends to stay idle there for one week. I

trust he may be spared. The Earl of Kintore is also doing

a great work. He has kindly invited my husband to his

house. He is a man of great piety. , Mr. Gordon, a man

of large property, has been converted. He has presented

one of his estates to the man who was the means of saving

his soul, and now Mr. Gordon is preaching. Mr. Grant, of

Armdilly, another great man, is preaching in a most power

ful manner. Mr. Brownlow North, too, is preaching to

large crowds. There are prayer-meetings all over the city.

Mr. Radcliffe has deluged the town with tracts, men run

over the town with placards containing passages of Scrip

ture on them; texts are posted on the walls; the churches

are crowded to suffocation every night, and during the day
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my husband's church is filled till it can hold no more. He

has a congregation of fifteen hundred, and six hundred more

are seeking seats, and cannot get them. I have just heard

of another great man who is converted. Even women—

ladies—are preaching in the streets. The whole city is

moving. Mr. Radcliffe seems to have no thought but of

Christ. His charities are wonderful; most tremendous

power goes with him; he does not appear like a being of

earth in the pulpit. His prayers are so earnest, so beseech

ing, so tender, so awful, that you feel the most extraordi

nary sensation under him. He has often said in the pulpit

that the Son of Man stood by him. He says emphatically

that the Holy Ghost sent him. Most assuredly God has

endowed him with gifts such as I have never seen in any

one. The meekness with which he takes affronts, his wast

ing his body, his large expenditure of money, his terrible,

searching address, have made me almost think he is not

earthly. Oh, you never heard anything like him; he is

exactly like a candle, showing men their sins, and showing

them that their good works will not save them. He looks

like some fair spirit, calling and calling the sinner, in loving,

musical sounds, and then like terrible thunder rolling over

the professors of godliness. Oh, who shall escape in the

great day but those who are in Christ?”

OLDHAM, LANCASHIRE.

While some brethren were now spreading abroad into

the regions beyond, the Lord directed Brother Usher and

the writer to the crowded markets and fairs in and around

Lancashire, with their Bible-stall. At Oldham, while sing

ing in the street to attract a crowd, that the gospel might

be preached, hundreds of factory children, having learned

the little hymns, walked hand-in-hand, and sang with us to

the lamp-post, where they remained until after the preach

ing; they again sang down to a school kept by a dear

Christian lady, who, though in poor circumstances herself,

took us in, gave us comfortable board and lodging, and

would not take any payment. Meetings were held in her

school. The Lord gave such power in the word, that chil

dren from the factories were converted to Jesus, and pa

rents were converted through their children. Thus a great

work went on, and many souls were brought to know the

Lord. A sister who assisted in the school had some doubts

w
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about us, yet she was a genuine child of God. . But the

Lord gave her to see in a dream a dry stick in the middle

of the street, and as she gazed at it, the dry stick shot out

buds and blossoms, and began to bear fruit. She joined us

heartily after this, and was eminently useful, especially

amongst the factory girls. Many large fishes were also

gathered into the gospel net at Oldham.

WIGAN.

It was a blessed sight to see the tears coursing down the

black faces of those rough colliers, as they stood round the

lamp in the open market; and no place does the writer

remember where such simplicity of character lay buried be

neath a rough exterior, as at this town. Hundreds received

the Word during the twelve months we laboured here, and

thousands of copies of the Scriptures were circulated.

At this town we tried the experiment of forming a meet

ing for the breaking of bread, according to the simple order

left on record of the early Church—teaching them to con

tinue “in the apostles' doctrine and fellowship, and in

breaking of bread, and in prayers” (Acts ii. 42). These

four things in simplicity, without building temples, we saw

to be the Scriptural Church order in this dispensation.

While we stayed at Wigan, it was most blessed, with the

presence of the Lord Jesus as our only Lord and Master;

but there were no gifted pastors already taught in the

Word, and our call was that of fishermen more than shep

herds. We had to remove to other waters. We put the

Bible into their hands, told them to search for themselves,

and take heed to their lamps by faith and prayer, and left

them in the hands of the Lord, who had begun a good work,

and would continue it.

They cried like little children the morning we took our

leave of them. There were husbands and wives who now

had happy homes, where previously poverty, drunkenness,

misery, and sin had reigned. They followed us to the early

morning train, and it was truly a weeping time at parting;

but the Lord raised up some amongst themselves who be

came leaders and preachers, and good fruits are still grow

ing there, to the praise and glory of our God. But eter

nity alone will be able to make manifest the blessed fruits

gathered from these towns at that time.
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USHER SETTLES AT MANCELESTER—HAMBLETON A PILGRIM.

The Lord having given to Edward Usher an increasing

family, found for him a station in the large market at

Manchester, as a central position for the Bible-stall. This

afterwards became a very useful station for the circulation

of the Scriptures, and also as a grand meeting-place for the

children of God from various parts of that country. Thus

the writer, under the hand of#. who does all things well,

became a solitary pilgrim amidst the great and increasing

Revival, looking to Jesus only. He journeyed through

England, Ireland, and Wales, a stranger in every place,

with his guidance who giveth to each his own work and

path of service, waiting on Him alone, and watching the

providential cloud which at every place directed him to go

or stay. I trust the reader is satisfied that this great Re

vival, which afterwards extended through America, Ireland,

Jamaica, parts of India, Australia, and many other places,

is the real work of God in these last days. If the Lord

will, we shall now confine a fewº to recollections of

the individual path into which the writer was called to

labour alone, occasionally meeting in his journeys with old

fellow-soldiers of the cross, who, in their own peculiar

line of things, still moved on, while some, no doubt, like

Demas of old, may have loved this present world, and others

have departed to be with Jesus, which is far better.

THE SURE WORD OF PROPHECY.

Bible lessons taught to children have ever proved, under

God's blessing, an invaluable consideration in after years.

The Book of Daniel, with its attractive history of the dreams

of Nebuchadnezzar, his great image and huge beasts, with

Daniel's interpretations and success, made such deep im

W. on my mind when a child at school, that when the

ord converted my soul and led me to see light in his light,

not only was the gospel of God's grace revealed to me, and

his great work in gathering sinners to Himself in this great

Revival, but also a comparison of the Prophets with the

Book of Revelation led me to see the failure of the profes

sing Gentile Church. This truth daily took deeper hold

upon my mind, that we are approaching the end of the

present dispensation, and that the judgments of God are

already beginning to fall upon the nations of the earth as
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they did upon the Jews. The Spirit of God had already

taught me that the second coming of the Lord Jesus Christ

was at hand, and, as the light and truth increased, so the

more confirmed was my soul that this Revival is the last call

to sinners, and a cry amongst the professing churches,

“Behold the Bridegroom cometh.” The prophetic parable

of the Great Supper.is surely fulfilling in these days. Are

not the servants already in the highways and hedges com

pelling, by earnest appeals, force of argument, and by the

power of God's Holy Spirit beseeching, entreating, per

suading poor sinners to come in P for those professors who

have made their excuses, and loved this present world with

its apostasy, can never taste the supper at the marriage of

the Lamb. The terrible judgment coming upon the nations

was deeply impressed upon my mind from the time the

Lord gave me to stand in the streets of Liverpool, in 1852;

so that from that time to this present 1866, one continued

note of warning has been sounded in all places where I have

been directed, while the sure word of prophecy has opened

to my mind the truth in brighter light as the days grow

darker and the iniquity abounds. Is not the snare already

upon the face of the whole earth? (Luke xxi. 35.) -

BLACKPOOL, A WATERING-PLACE.

Having been driven from Preston market-place, where

my text-boards were pulled down and I myself threatened,

even by police, the Lord directed my steps to the above

watering-place, where thousands of factory people and

others assembled for health or pleasure. It proved a great

field for gospel labour. Having procured a small four

wheeled wagon, and filled it with Bibles, Testaments, and

tracts, I commenced a summer's campaign. At first sight,

the people bought up the books and listened to the word

preached with eagerness. But it was not very long before

Satan stirred up the landlords and landladies, who, fearing

their craft was in danger, commenced a persecution against

anything in the name of Christ being elevated in front of

their premises. Consequently, the wagon, being moved

from one place, was wheeled off to another, and everywhere

that the text-boards were raised up opposition was imme

diately excited. This compelled me to trundle the wagon

through the town, that all must see the Scriptures, whether

they would or not. Nevertheless the Lord stood by me, so
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that preaching on the sands to crowds of people, and the

sale of two thousand copies of the Scriptures, with the cir

culation of many thousands of tracts, compensated for the

continual assaults of the haters of God and lovers of plea

sure. At this time the Lord led me to a dear sister in

Christ, an invalid lady from Westmoreland, who was used

of Him to give me directions for my next tour through

Lancashire and Carlisle, round by Whitehaven, etc., stay

ing a week at each town on the way. It so happened that

the hiring season was coming on, and multitudes were

gathered at the several towns as the time drew near; so

that, all things being ordered of the Lord, I was sure of

blessing and success.

INFIDELITY.

It is little known what an inroad infidelity has made upon

the minds of multitudes amongst the working classes of

this country. Those infidel lecturers who have travelled

through the manufacturing districts of England have left

behind them a poison, which, while it strikes at the root of

all ecclesiastical popery, will surely eat like a canker into

the very vitals of this nation, and ultimately attempt to

destroy the Bible, and take it from the hands of the people.

A few incidents, from the many thousands it was my lot to

encounter in these places, may show the tendency of the

minds of men in that capacity of life amongst whom Iwas

called to labour in markets, fairs, streets, lanes, highways,

hedges, etc.

At one time, a man, half intoxicated, rushed into the

crowd, seized me by the collar, and in a rage like a demon

said at the top of his voice, snatching a Bible from the

stall, “What! in the nineteenth century hold this book up

in public | You ought to be ashamed of yourself;” and,

with terrible enmity, he dashed the book on the table as

though it were something loathsome. Still grasping me by

the collar, he said again, “You ought to be ashamed of

yourself.” Quietly looking at him for a moment, then

pitching my voice in the same key, I shouted back again

into his face, “And so I am ashamed of myself. But I'm

not ashamed of Christ l” At that moment, another man

rushed in, stronger than he, seized him by the collar, and

dragged him out of the crowd; while three blind men,

singing for money in the middle of the fair, came close to
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the stall, and sang most appropriately as he was hurried

away—

“Down came an angel,

Down came an angel,

Down came an angel,

And rolled away the stone;

And rolled away the stone;

Down came an angel,

Androlled away the stone.”

We joined in with these poor singers, and the crowds

who witnessed the transaction were astonished, and bought

up the Bibles, which were despised by the infidel. This

man was only a type of thousands amongst the most

intelligent of the working classes in these manufacturing

districts.

Another infidel in the crowd at Whitehaven, while he

heard the gospel preached, and the depravity of man b

nature spoken of, cried out, “No ; man is not depraved.

The child coming into the world is like a clean sheet of

paper, and may write his own character on it for good or

evil.” “Bring your paper here, friend, and let us examine

it,” I answered. He came into the crowd very eagerly.

Question—“Do notlittle children die aswell as aged people?”

“Yes.” “Why do they die, if the sheet of paper is clean?”

He could not answer. “Because they are born in sin, and

the wages of sin is death; so death proves in the child that

your theory is false. It is born in sin and defiled in birth,

otherwise it would be clean and free from corruption.

Nevertheless, the blood of Jesus has atoned for sin, and his

dead body on the cross pays the debt, and man believing in

Him may be free.” The man paused, and as eagerly

retreated as he had come forward, while a poor Irishman

called after him, “Och your sheet of paper is clane

dirty.”

The truth of the gospel surely breaks down all error.

The thousands of young men who have imbibed the princi

ples of infidelity in these districts, and whose opposition

to the Word of God is so intense, prove to a mind taught

in the Scriptures that there is a fearful crisis near. But

Romanism and Infidelity generally join hand in hand

against the Bible, until the infidel shows his determined

hatred to the priestcraft, then a collision ensues. But

wherever the Roman element was strongest, the infidel

would take care only to attack the Church of England, both



OF THE REVIVAL. 45

agreeing thus far. Nevertheless, there is a deadly hatred

underneath the surface of things, amongst the working

classes, whatever there may be in higher circles. This was

my experience in the manufacturing towns of England,

although many professed infidels have been converted

during the late Revival.

WISIT TO A DYING INFIDEL AND A SAVED MAGIDALENE.

I called at one time to visit a dying infidel, a young man,

whose father had brought him up in opposition to the truth

of God. He lay there silent and sullen; no one was in

the room but the dying man and myself, endeavouring to

speak about his soul and Christ. I talked for some time,

but in vain did I look for an answer; there was a dark,

silent frown upon his features; so, thinking to offer up a

prayer for him, I knelt down. There was a candle burning

on the shelf, and, closing my eyes, I endeavoured to pray;

but alas ! there was no access; all seemed closed; and that

text of Scripture appeared to be fulfilled, which says,

“Pray not for this people.” Again I tried to pray, but all

seemed dark and dismal, and, on opening my eyes, the

burning candle had gone out. It appeared that blackness

of darkness had already begun. Feeling for my hat, I

took it up, and left the doleful chamber in perfect silence,

thanking God I was not an infidel. From that room, I

went up into another house, where there was a poor dying

harlot; but oh! the difference was as great as light from

darkness. . The poor degraded girl had been the vilest cha

racter in the neighbourhood, but she had heard of Jesus,

and had found redemption through faith in his precious

atoning blood. Her face was lighted up with a radiance of

joy, such as would gladden the heart of any to behold; her

breath was short, yet as we sang, she joined us feebly, and

the room seemed filled with invisible ministering angels—

“There is a Friend above all others,

Oh, how He loves |

His is love beyond a brother's,

Oh, how He loves |

Earthly friends may fail and grieve us,

One day soothe, the next deceive us,

But this Friend will never leave us,

Oh, how He loves l’’

She departed happy in Jesus.
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RESCUED AND SAVED IN CHRIST,

When Edward Usher was first converted, he used to

sing the Revival hymns to his children after returning from

his work at night, until the whole street could hear him

and his family singing—

“Come, ye that fear the Lord, to me, -

I've something good to say

About the narrow way,

For Christ, the other day, saved my soul,” etc.,

and holding prayer-meetings in the cellar for any of the

neighbours who chose to come in.

A lady, lying sick in bed, heard him often, and at last

came down to the meeting. The Lord saved her soul, made

her happy in his love, and we often had her sitting with us

afterwards, when she told her terrible history. She was of

a high family, but had been reduced, and, from step to step,

was led into those dens of infamy where deeds are com

mitted not fit to be named. Driven to wretchedness and

despair, she was tempted to self-destruction. One night,

finding herself on the pier-head, she was just about to

plunge into the river, when a voice, as of a man, suddenly

cried out, “Don’t l” Thinking some one was near, she

returned until the next evening, when she again came to

the pier-head, and the second time, prepared to plunge in

the#. water. “Don’t,” again shouted the voice. She

saw no man, but concluded some one was watching her.

The third night, after midnight, when she deemed all was

clear, she was about to plunge, when the same voice cried,

“Don’t l” Then, terrified, she thought some invisible

agency had been sent to prevent her from committing the

rash act.

The following day a Christian man passed in the crowded

street a beautiful young lady, with a haggard look, as he

thought, upon her features. Letting her pass he went

home, but could not get the presence of this woman from

his mind; he could not attend to his business till he

went in search of the female. After two days he again met

her, and hastily taking her by the arm, asked who and what

she was. Self-destruction was still in her mind. He took

her home and would not leave her. She told him her

history—all. He said, “You shall be my lawful wife.” He

took lodgings for her, but went about his business from place

to place, supporting her, without living with her, for her
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constitution was broken with a few years of an evil course.

It was in the lodging where she heard Edward Usher

singing, and where she now found salvation. Often she

told us of the sweet visions of Jesus she now had, and

the precious hours she spent in contemplation of soon

being with Him. We found the Christian brother who was

directed to this charge, working very privately for the

Lord, and in about two years afterward, he told us, she had

fallen asleep in Jesus happy and in peace, leaving tokens

in her heavenly smile, as she departed, that she had gone

home to die no more, but to live with the sinners' Friend,

where—

“In mansions of glory and endless delight

They ever adore in the heaven of light,

And sing, with the glittering crowns on their brow,

“If ever we loved Thee, our Jesus, 'tis now.”

AN OLD CHRISTIAN AT THE MARGIN OF JORDAN.

An old preacher, who had been confined to his bed two

years, with great desire requested that the man who was

preaching in the market-place should come and see him.

It was evidently the Lord who had laid it on his mind, and

I felt constrained to go. He was an old local preacher,

having been a member of the Wesleyans for many years;

but now, as he came to the end ofhis journey, Satan was per

plexing him with terrible doubts and fears concerning his

acceptance with God. He, like many other dear brethren

amongst this people, used of God as evangelists, cannot

see the risen life in Christ as a separate thing altogether

from the old corrupt Adam flesh. They often look to be

accepted in themselves instead of in the Beloved; so

looking at himself, this dear man could not see a risen

Saviour, but, on being pointed to the blood, the Lord soon

gave him liberty. -

LETTER FROM HIS WIFE.

“My dear Friend,-According to promise, I how write

to inform you of the death of my dear husband. , You had

the opportunity of conversing with him when in White

haven, and are already acquainted with the state of his

mind. Your visit was made a great blessing to us both.

His experience is contained in the 12th chapter of Romans,



48 BUDS, BLOSSOMS, AND FRUITS

“Patient in tribulation, continuing instant in prayer.' I

think he looked too much at his own unworthiness, instead

of looking to Jesus. But thanks be unto God, who gave him

the victory through our Lord Jesus Christ, and caused him

greatly to rejoice. His description of the glories of heaven

was such as to lead us to think that his spirit had caught a

glimpse of the better land. When I asked him not long

before his departure how he felt, he replied, “Quiet and re

signed. I trust Him; I trust Him. Jesus says, “Come

unto Me; and whosoever cometh unto Me, I will in nowise

cast out.” He was wounded for our transgressions; He

was bruised for me.’ Twice, when his strength seemed

almost exhausted, he broke out loudly and earnestly in a

prayer as comprehensive as it was ever our privilege to

hear. Most earnestly did he plead for the coming of the

kingdom of Christ, for his family, the Church, and the

world. But I must draw to a conclusion, praying that

the Lord may bless you, and make you a blessing.—I re

main, yours, my dear friend, in the bonds of Christian

affection,

“ELIZABETH S.

“Feb. 28, 1858.”

BREAKING OF BREAD.

In this town, a gentleman named Brown received me

into his house. There was a little company of believers

breaking bread together on the Lord's-day, and it was good

to be there. I preached the gospel in their room in the

evening.

But at Ulverstone, a believer who had come to help me in

the market when at Kendal, asked me to go with him to

another meeting where they broke bread together, and

whilst on the way, he said, “They will not permit you to

partake of the bread and wine, because you are a stranger;

Yº..." can sit there and wait while they do.” So I said,

“Well, brother, you had better go there alone. I am the

Lord's freeman, and can go in and out and find pasture

without looking to any man for it.” So leaving him to go

alone, I went up another street, intending to give out tracts

and preach by the way, but stopping at the front of an

edifice where people were entering. It was a chapel of

some denomination or other. Going in, I sat down. The

preacher spoke a good scriptural discourse, and at the con

clusion said, “We are going to commemorate the death of
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the Lord Jesus; if there are any strangers desirous to stay,

we heartily invite them.” Seeing the hand ofmy Lord in the

invitation, and another stranger coming into the same seat

by my side, my soul felt his presence with me in one of his

members; so I broke bread with all who partook of the me

morials in spirit discerning the Lord's body, but with none

who took it in the flesh; yea, though they might break the

same piece of bread, or drink out of the same cup—for

we know no man after the flesh; yea (says the apostle)

though we have known Christ after the flesh, yet now

henceforth know we Him no more. It is a spiritual feast;

but we can only speak the hidden wisdom to them that are

spiritual, for the natural man receiveth not the things of

the Spirit of God. For should fifty break bread, and only

ten of them be spiritual, then it is only with these ten we

could have communion: the rest are all fleshly and carnal,

and we know no man after the flesh.

QUENCH NOT THE SPIRIT.

Being in the midst of a fair in Yorkshire, my spirit was

stirred within me on the Lord's-day, when crowds filled the

market-place, and scenes of drunkenness and cursing made

my heart sick. My mind was impressed that I should go

and stand on the end of a wall, which was some ten or

twelve feet high, the end of it opposite the open window of

an upper room in a public-house, where drunkards, with

pipes and pots, were singing, and playing music to sacred

tunes. I hesitated, but just at that moment some local

preachers came into the market and began to sing. Being

a total stranger, and not knowing whether they were Mor

monites or otherwise, I waited to hear them speak. The

preacher gave out his text—“Quench not the Spirit.” It

came from the Lord to remove my doubt. Immediately

climbing up the old wall, and taking my open Bible, I

stood as a living witness, yet silent as a statue, without .

my hat, on the end of the high wall, for an hour and a half.

It was about the most solemn time I can remember. The

moving mass of people soon crowded together to gaze at

the strange sight; faces were upturned at the open Bible

in a man's hand, while he uttered not a word. The preachers

themselves were astonished at the intense silence which per

vaded the whole scene. Soon and suddenly the revellers in

the tavern hurried off; the preachers went on preaching to
ID
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such an immense audience as they never had either before or

since. The whole mass of people seemed spell-bound for an

hour and a half; then, when the blessing was pronounced by

the preachers, I came down, hurried away unperceived into a

distant field, and heard some little children sweetly singing

in the distance,

“There is a happy land, far, far away,

Where saints in glory stand, bright, bright as day.”

And my soul wept with joy in that lonely field as it medi

tated upon the happy land, far, far away, longing for that

time when in glory we shall stand, bright, bright as day.

º

A JOURNEY SOUTH.

About midwinter one dark morning, I was desirous to

catch the early train. My sisters and myself rose from

our knees, having asked blessing from God on my next

journey, not knowing particularly where to go, save, as my

mind was led, to the south of England to preach CHRIST,

circulate the Scriptures, and trust to the same Almighty

Guide to furnish daily bread, both spiritual and temporal,

for myself and my two poor delicate sisters dependent on

me. But He had taught us this lesson for some few

years now, so that having sufficient to pay my fare to

Birmingham, I started thither, having a little box on a

pair of wheels, full of Bibles and Testaments, which was

to follow me when I found a suitable place to pitch

my stall. This was first found at Coventry in an open

market-place, where the Lord ordered me to tarry for

a season. After closing the door at Manchester, the morn

ing was so dark that I was scarcely able to see my way,

when looking up and asking the Lord to go before me, those

thick black clouds opening of a sudden, the beautiful bright

morning star shone out so splendidly for a second or two

that the token of blessing was given, and happy in the

dark as the clouds again covered the star, I reached Bank

top station with a few tenpenny Bibles and fourpenny

Testaments.

My first visit was to Birmingham, where, after labouring

from house to house, and shop to shop, scattering a few

seeds here and there, I was led on to Coventry. Truly His

presence was here. The first view of the open market

place cheered my soul as a suitable place for planting my

stall and erecting the Scripture texts. From house to
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house through every street, my first day's work was crowned

with blessing. Tracts were received, Bibles and Testa

ments were bought up, and several Christian people were

found who received the Bible-man in the name of the Lord.

I wrote to my sisters to send on the little handcart by lug

gage train. By Saturday, when the crowds came, my tented

stall, garnished with all manner of precious texts, was a

novelty to all beholders, and at night, many hundreds heard

the gospel of salvation.

WORK AT COWENTRY.

Taking lodgings with a poor woman, Coventry became

my head-quarters for six weeks; while during that time,

like a happy bee laden with honey, my shoulders were

honoured with packs of Bibles and tracts. Visiting Lea

mington and Warwick, Rugby, and other places, servants at

back doors and down area steps, maids, butlers, and foot

men bought up my Bibles, while by these means thousands

of tracts were conveyed into grand houses. The happiest

time of my existence in this world was while engaged in

this blessed work, a stranger to all but God alone. His

blessed presence threw open doors everywhere, and, like a

little bird who in his measure carols his Maker's praise, m

soul could sing along “the roads and lanes for miles, wit

full packs in the morning and empty ones at night, re

joicing in Him who had called me out of darkness into his

marvellous light. Never was I so happy as when in a tap

room or public-house, while men were awe-struck over their

pots and cards, as the Lord carried mein, presenting an open

Bible with a freedom and strength which came from God

alone. “Now,men,here's a Bible for tenpence, or a New Tes

tament for fourpence, and here are nice tracts for nothing.”

So, serving a tract all round, my introduction was made.

Satan often raged; but the power of the Lord was always

greater, and many hundreds of Bibles have been purchased

in public-houses and carried home by drunkards to their

families. Landlords have often bought them to get rid of

me; but the Lord always gave the hearing ear, and in the

middle of a company of half drunken and many sober men,

with landlord and landlady held there under the power of

the Word, I have had as attentive an audience as in any

other place, for three-quarters of an hour at a time. Never

theless, at one house they lifted me up to put me on a fire

- -- - -- -- D 2
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stove, but the Lord raised up some amongst them to prevent

it: sometimes I was kicked out; nevertheless many a house

has been emptied of its company, and men sent home sober

and thoughtful. At one house an old man wept and bought

a Bible, and afterwards told me he had been married fifty

years, and never..". with his wife till the pre

vious night, and he left home and been drinking ever

since. I went home with him, had prayer in the family,

and a reconciliation took place, and the home was once

more happy.

THE CUNNING ANGLER : SERMON FOR A PUBLIC TAP-ROOM.

One of the Company. “Here, stranger, drink I’”

Stranger. “No, thank you.”

Poor Drunkard. “Why, are you a teetotaler?”

Stranger. “No, I can either eat or drink anything I may

stand in need of, and thank the great Giver of all good; for

the kingdom of heaven is not in meats and drinks, but

righteousness, peace, and joy in the Holy Ghost.”

Poor Drunkard. “Then if you are not a teetotaler, just

tell this company why you won't drink.”

Stranger. “Well, if all this company will hear, I'll give

a good reason why I do not drink, although I am not a

teetotaler.” -

Drunkard. “Hear, hear. Now landlord, you sit down

here, and the missus sit there.”

All being seated, the sermon goes on.

“Freedom is a precious thing to all created beings, but

especially to man. Now this Book has taught me that man

is a willing slave. Yet it also tells me that ye shall know

the truth, and the truth shall make you free. A short time

ago I was a slave, and when I have found myself in a gutter

all over dirt, I then never thought of asking myself the

question, what made me play the part of a swine, and rollin

the mud, when I might have been sober, standing upright?

For the Book tells me that God made man upright. Now

the truth having made me free in soberness of mind, I have

made a discovery that temptation is the bait of a cunning

angler, and this cunning angler is not seen by mankind.

He has many hooks to his rod, and many baits with which

he hides the hook: unconscious fishes bite at the bait, and

are then caught by the hook, and when a fish is drawn out

of its proper element it dies. Now Satan, the prince of

ºf
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darkness, is the cunning angler, who baits his hook with

drink, lust, wealth, pleasure, pride, fashion, ambition,

politics, theatres, balls, parties, and ten thousand other

things of this present life. Men and women are the fishes

who bite at the bait, while the hook of the cunning angler

unseen takes hold of their immortal souls, and everlasting

destruction' is the consequence of not being aware of the

dangerous position a soul is in when yielding to temptation.

Look, for instance, at that poor working man; while he

brings home his week's wages, the wife and children are all

happy and comfortable round their own little fire-side.

But a seeming friend has invited him from his home to

the public-house. One glass is taken, then another; that

was the bait. Then politics are introduced. Time goes on.

The angler, unseen, introduces songs and dances. Oh, how

cunningly is the invisible angler watching his victim! No

spider ever watched for a fly as the devil is waiting to de

vour that poor working man. He has drawn him from his

family. Poor things! how they, too, must suffer if he gives

way to the evil temptation | Ah! can God help him? Yes,

God sends him help. Will he receive it? that's the question.

Look | God sends him the Bible, which tells him to take

heed and beware—to flee—to escape. God sends his ser

wants; they faithfully point out the danger, show the bait,

and warn him of the hook. If he takes the warning, he

hearkens to God's voice; and the Book says, “Whosoheark

eneth shall dwell safely, and be free from fear of evil,' but

if he hearkeneth not, but yields to the temptation, then,

alas, for that poor man, his wife, and little ones! the cun

ning angler, the devil, catches his precious soul, and a great

ransom cannot redeem him.”

One of the Company. “Oh, but God is merciful.”

Stranger. “Yes, true: God is merciful, but not to sin,

although He is to repentant sinners. And look where He

placed his mercy; only in his own beloved Son, Jesus

Christ. He bore our sins in his own body on the tree, and

his blood is the price paid for sin. Oh, yes: the cunning

angler will say, ‘God is merciful, while he hides Jesus,

God's vessel of mercy, and his precious blood and suffering,

from the eyes of man. But there is no mercy to be found

out of Jesus Christ, for we are all by nature the children

of wrath. Look at that poor father. Once he read his

Bible to his little family: now, having yielded to the

tempter, the devil's substitute, the newspaper, is provided
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instead. Journals, periodicals, and a thousand fictitious

fooleries, are the husks he feeds upon. His work is

neglected, his clothes are become rags, his wife weeps,

his children cry for bread, his body is broken, his soul is

lost, and from a public-house he staggers into a drunkard's

grave, and his poor soul down to a drunkard's hell. God

gives a power to those who take the warning and receive

Jesus. They shall know the truth, and the truth shall

make them free, as it has made me this day.” -

The Lord has given many poor drunkards eyes to see at

such times, and many a warm grasp has the hand received

which now writes, both from saved husbands and rejoicing

wives. May God save the poor people, Amen!

FIRE | FIRE ſ—AT CowBNTRY.

It is a solemn cry in the still dead of night. I felt it so

at Coventry. Hearing human voices crying aloud, “Fire

Fire!” I awoke, looked out offthe window, and a little

down the street, on the opposite side, flames were issuing

from the shop-front of a house. I saw the fire burst through

the upper-room floor, and a bed, in which husband and

wife had been asleep five minutes before, now enveloped in

one mass of burning flames, fell into the ruins beneath.

The man had escaped by a back way. His wife was at the

top-room window in her night-dress, from which she leaped

into the street, and was carried away either senseless or

dead. The husband was writhing on the pavement in agony,

his property and shop-goods all destroyed. This man had

blasphemed me and the Book I carried round the day

before. Yet I warned him that time was short, and

preached the gospel to him. As the fierceness of the fire

was devouring all things, I took the opportunity of speak

ing to those looking on about the terrible day that is com

ing, when the elements shall melt with fervent heat; yet

I was called a fool even for the mention of such a thing.

But the men of this world are wise to things of this life.

I would rather be a fool for Christ, that He may give me

the hidden wisdom which the men of this world know

nothing of, and which can never be destroyed

A. SOMBRE CONGREGATION.

Entering a chapel at Coventry, I sat down with others,

not knowing what denomination they called themselves,
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nor did I ask. A young man, with long black hair, preached;

the whole place felt as gloomy as though death was reign

ing in thei. of all present. An extraordinary heavi

ness and bitterness of spirit took possession of my mind,

and I secretly wept, not knowing why. The preacher

talked about the man Jesus, laying such a peculiar stress

on the words the man Jesus, which were to me as tasteless

salt, and, like icy breath, seemed to freeze my very blood.

At the conclusion he talked more like a man about to be

executed, or lying under sentence of death, than a gospel

preacher, telling God in a strange sort of prayer that we

should all know the mystery after death. When he finished

I thanked God that the mystery is revealed now to his

saints, which is “Christ in you, the hope of glory” (Col.

i. 27). Passing the same place in the evening with a friend,

he pointed to the building, saying, “See that is an Uni

tarian chapel.” “Is it indeed?” I said; “then may God.

keep me from Unitarians, for their man Jesus is not our

life, neither is He the Son of the living God, for death was

the reigning power on the hearts of both preacher and

people at that place this morning.”

The Lord led me however to some dear children of God at

Coventry, who broke bread together; a humble class of

believers, preaching the gospel in their room, and also in

the market-place, much blessing being given them. With

a naphtha lamp hoisted on a pole of a dark evening, great

crowds were attracted and heard the Word of life, the Lord

giving me many precious tokens of his presence.

THE MANIFESTATION OF THE SPIRIT.

“It is the Lord” (John xxi. 7). There are many inti

mations in the words of Jesus that He would manifest

Himself to his disciples, and it is also left on record

throughout the New Testament that He often did so. For

want of spiritual discernment in this day, and since exter

nal ceremonials have been substituted in the Church of

Christ for the true guidance by the Holy Spirit, this mani

festation of the Lord's presence, both in the assembly of

saints and in the direction of individual Christians, appears

to have been lost. Nevertheless, Jesus Christ is the same

yesterday, to-day, and for ever; and were we living closer

to Him, and farther from the world and its evil influences,

without doubt we should recognize his presence as did the
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apostle John, who is the representation of all spiritual men

closely leaning on the bosom of Jesus. When he saw the

napkin folded up in the tomb, it is written, “he saw and

believed;” that is, he believed in the resurrection, and saw

the token in the folded napkin, and knew the Lord had

Himself done it; whereas Peter, who had much flesh still

clouding his mind, could not discern it, neither did he know

who it was that said, “Cast the net on the right side of the

ship,” until John said, “It is the Lord.” “He that loveth

Me shall be loved of my Father, and I will love him, and

will manifest myself to him,” said Jesus (John xiv. 21).

“Judas said (not Iscariot), Lord, how is it that Thou wilt

manifest thyself unto us, and not unto the world? Jesus

answered and said unto him, If a man love Me, he will keep

my words, and my Father will love him, and we will come

unto him and make our abode with him.” If the Church

has lost this abiding presence, the cause is that she has

ceased to love Jesus, and has not kept his words, for He is

ever faithful, whatever we are.

THE SPIRIT's OPERATION.

Having risen from my bed one morning at Coventry, an

extraordinary impression took possession of my mind that I

should see the visible manifestation of the blessed Spirit in

the Coventry market-place that day; and so, to my own

discernment, it proved. While engaged at the Bible-stall,

talking to a company of people, a plain, decent-looking old

woman came to the side of the stall at which I stood, with

out speaking for some time. She reminded me of my own

mother, whom Iremembered dressed in a similar way when

I was a child, with an uncommon old Methodistical bonnet

and a check apron, not unlike the dress worn by the

Friends. I experienced a powerful sense of God’s presence,

and felt happy and solemn. At length the woman very

silently pointed to the Testaments, and said, “Give me

some,” holding out her apron as children do when they

buy apples; and when her apron was pretty full of four

penny Testaments she paid for them,..". knowing

their price, and carried them away, returning for more in

the same way. The unconverted people about the stall

merely saw an old woman, dressed like a Quakeress, buying

Testaments; but the lesson to me was this—there is a sow

ing time in the Lord's vineyard as well as a reaping time,
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and as the sower carries the seed-corn in his lap and scat

ters it abroad in the field, so this journey south was a time

of sowing for me: as we had sown and reaped at Lan

cashire, so now also in the midland counties and up to

London. East, west, north, and south, the seed of the

living Word must be sown, whoever should be raised up to

reap it. Such lessons and manifestations of the Lord's

operations and teachings are the greatest blessings of my

soul's experience. “It is the Lord.” Yes, in any one of

his members He can present Himself to gladden our hearts,

either in service or in suffering, “Who hath ears to hear,

let him hear.” -

BANEURY AND A SPIRIT-RAPPER.

This is a little metropolis where carriers' carts from very

many villages round Oxfordshire resort on market days.

Making this the next centre while visiting the outlying dis

tricts during the week, I planted my Bible-stall in the

market-place on market days. At this place a man came

to me who said he was employed by some ladies of that

place to travel with the Scriptures; but he had travelled too

far, for he had bought a pamphlet from a circle of spirit

rappers who were holding their incantations at Notting

ham, and told me how he had sat with them. I was in

California when Satan began his delusions of this kind in

America, and had heard unconverted people talk of these

strange things, and the Lord had ºft me after my con

version how His own Word expressly declares that all who

loyed not the truth whereby they might be saved, through

faith in the precious atoning blood and sanctification of

the Spirit of truth, should be given over to believe a lie, .

and be damned. I took his abominable pamphlet, and

holding it up to the people, warned both him and them

against the power of Satan, which was coming in these last

days “with all deceivableness of unrighteousness in them

that perish,” and showed them the cause of men being

given over to “strong delusion that they should believe a

lie.” Declaring that Satan would, as an angel of light, draw

souls by mimicry of truth from the blood that puts away

sin, because they loved not the truth that they might be

saved, I preached the gospel that Jesus is the only truth

from God,and scattered many tracts and Bibles, telling the

agent of the spirit-rappers that if the Lord directed me to
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Nottingham I would seek them out and warn them. And

the Lord did so direct me on my return, for after ten

months' labour through various parts of England, I visited

Nottingham before returning to Manchester.

BIBLE-STALL IN LONDON.

After travelling through these midland counties, I came

up to London from Bristol, having put my cart and books

in a luggage train. By some mishap they were missing at

the station. I wandered many miles through London

streets with no more money in my pocket than would last

two or three days at the most economical outlay. From

station to station, east, west, north, and south of the great

city, I walked till my feet were sore and my body weary.

Passing that part called King's Cross towards night, very

weary, and having no lodging, I saw a crowd of people and

an old-man endeavouring to preach to them, while several

infidel scoffers were mocking the servant of God. My

spirit was stirred within me for the aged brother, for I

could see he was an old disciple, and very feeble. . When

he read the words, “If any man come after me, let him

deny himself, take up his cross, and follow me,” the lead

ing infidel in the crowd, thinking to be very witty at the

expense of the old man and the Word he read, pointed to

the cross in the middle of the road, and asked if it were the

King's Cross he was to take up, whereupon I shouted in

the crowd, “Yes, it's the King's Cross—the King of kings,

and Lord of lords;” and taking the old man's place, the

Lord appeared to take all weariness of body from me, and

gave me His presence to preach Christ for three-quarters

of an hour, and shut the mouths of mockers, while the old

man thanked God for help, and the people wept, and some

rejoiced under the Word.

My missing cart and Bibles would have been a consider

able loss, having nothing else in this world, but knowing

the Lord could find them, I contented myself, and took

lodgings in a house at Deptford, called Providence Cottage,

for four shillings per week, which sum was nearly the whole

of my stock,§. my books. No tidings of my cart

having come forward, I waited on the Lord to know what

Tſe would have me do, and went out of Providence Cottage

again to look for them, when, seeing a large goods' cart

passing, I observed my Bible carriage on it, and ran up to
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the man to know whither he was taking it. He could not

tell, and could find no owner; so to have my cart brought

through the streets of London to the very spot at Dept

ford market, where my next station was to be, cannot fail

to show the providence of the Lord bringing both myself

and books to the proper place. Between Deptford and

Woolwich much seed was sown. I preached at the dock

yard gates, and sold some copies of i. Scriptures, visited

shops and public-houses in many parts of London, had

much contention with London infidels, and some blessing

in sowing seeds of life, still looking to Him who waters the

good seed sown, to bring it forth in the great harvest day.

Found a weak brother from Manchester atW.

who came to see his only relative, and was not well received.

The poor brother was a tract distributor, was deformed in

his back, and very deaf-as helpless as any poor man could

be, yet a real child of God. The Lord said to me, “Take

this child, nurse him for me, and I will give thee thy

wages” (Exod. ii. 9). We went together by train to

Brighton, but after a fortnight's labour, preaching on the

beach, and visiting from house to house, both George Weir

and myself felt as though it were not our place. Being

short of funds, we took a cheap room, and a gentle

man listening to me holding up Jesus to a company of

fishermen on the Lord’s-day, was moved to ask us to tea

that evening, and George Weir's prayer after tea so af.

fected him that he gave him a sovereign. The landlady at

our lodgings being a very high Churchwoman, hearing we

had been preaching onº beach and giving away tracts,

let our room over our heads: she would not have any

“Methodists,” as she called us, and set her neighbours

upon us also.

Waiting on the Lord again where to go, the answer was

given thus: George carried a small slate and pencil, and I

could only talk to him in writing, although he could speak

to me, for, though deaf, he was not dumb. Talking thus

one morning, he told me a man came to him in his sleep,

and with his hand stretched out and finger pointing in a

certain direction, said, with a loud voice .. the deaf

man heard quite plainly), “Portsmouth.” We immediately

gathered up our things and went off to Portsmouth, and

George was just in his place. A gentleman from Manches

ter sent him many thousands of tracts, and on Southsea

Common he stood at his post delivering them to soldiers
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and sailors, whilst I preached the gospel also at Portsea,

but could not sell a single Bible or Testament, although I

dragged my hand-cart four miles up Portsdown Hill to the

fair, till I lay down panting for breath on the grass, evi

dently proving that although George was in his place I was

not in mine. Asking the Lord about it, after we had been

labouring two or three weeks, I went upstairs one day to

know what to do, and opened the Bible for an answer, when

the first words my eyes met were, “Go your way into the

village over against you’’ (Mark xi. 2). And the Holy

Spirit applied the word to my soul that I must go over to

Ryde, in the Isle of Wight, for that was the place over

against me; so packing up two bags of Bibles, and leaving

George at his post, I took the steamer over to Ryde.

No sooner had I landed and begun to visit, than my

Bibles and Testaments were bought up with such eager

ness, and tracts taken, that in less than two or three hours

I was emptied, and returned to George, telling him that

Ryde was my place, and Southsea was his, but I should

come across for books when my supply was exhausted.

The next day, with a double load, I went again to Ryde,

and an old woman at whose house I called, lodged me for

three months, and would not take a penny in payment. If

ever a servant rejoiced in his master's service, it was the

writer in that island. At every place success attended the

work. On the long pier where the aristocracy promenade,

and in the cottages of the poor, the Lord's blessing was

upon the work, for it was the Master's direction as surely

as when in the days of his flesh. He sent them for the colt.

At that time Constantine of Russia, brother to the present

Emperor, was on a visit to England, and he stood three

quarters of an hour listening at the hotel door while the

Lord gave me words to an immense crowd of people stand

ing on the wall of the sea walk. Every Lord’s-day evening

the blessed Lord gave me words of utterance to listening

crowds, which echoed to the very end of the long pier; and

during the week my packs of Bibles were emptied every

ºs as I returned from one part of the island or the

other,

LETTER FROM THE ISLE OF WIGHT.

“Dear Brother in Jesus—Mother tells me I must not

trouble you for fear of disturbing you in your work; but
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I have been silent long enough. How often we think and

talk of you! The Lord has blessed and prospered us more

than ever since you came to abide with us for awhile.

Yes, dear brother, you were in your place when you were

here, and very much missed and inquired after when gone.

Many came to hear you that no one could persuade to

enter any place of worship. A young woman told me your

preaching had great influence on her father, and a young

man told me the same of his father; and all want to know

when you are coming back again. Our dear young men

ray that it may be so; but I tell them, as you told us, to

ook to the Lord, for He will guide you aright. If you are

to come again, oh, how we shall welcome you, every one of

us! but if it is our Father's will to keep you away, how

earnestly we pray that we may meet you and your dear

sisters in heaven! We all join in prayer for you. Pray

for us. “S. O.”

A MAN WITHOUT A TONGUE.

Having tarried three months, a gentleman from Man

chester took George with him to that town again, while the

east coast of England was laid upon my mind. Dropping

from the trains at the various towns on the way to

Norwich, I had much blessing in the usual visitations,

meeting sick and dying at many places, circulating man

cases of Bibles, Testaments, and tracts, scattering the seed

corn of life at every place; and reaching Norwich, I planted

my stall in the market-place, and visited shops and public

houses. Only two or three weeks did the providential

cloud abide here. Moving on to Peterborough, through

Lyme Regis, labouring as usual, I joined a few Primitive

ethodists in the streets at Peterborough. They after

wards had a fellowship meeting, when a man who had lost

his tongue, rose up to speak. In the most extraordinary

manner, and with the greatest spiritual energy, did he en

deavour to glorify God without a tongue. No words could

be distinguished, but the power of the Holy Spirit took

hold of the whole meeting in such a manner as to bring

down a fire of joy and gladness in the hearts of all present.

My own soul rejoiced at the power of God, who could

speak through the unknown and tongueless man such

blessings to those souls who have eyes to see, behind the

instrument used, Him who pleases to use it, and who have
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ears opened to hear Him who can speak through eyes,

hands, or anything, and be understood by those who have

spiritual eyes and ears to discern between the Spirit of

truth and the spirit of error. Were this lesson known by

the Church in these days more than it is, her faith would

not be standing in the wisdom of men, but in the power of

God, who chooseth the weak and foolish things still, and

“things which are not, to bring to nought things that are.”

Not that I would advise any man to cut out his tongue

because the Spirit's power was once felt through a man

without one. Satan's ministers are crafty mimics, and

often deceive the unwary by lying in wait for souls, and

imitating other true men's gifts, using good words and fair

speeches, not to convert souls, but to enrich themselves.

NOTTINGHAM SPIRIT-RAPPERS.

Several months had now passed since the travelling agent

of a gang of spirit-rappers sitting at Nottingham, showed

me one of their pamphlets at Banbury; and having arrived

in time for Goose Fair, I planted my stall in the town,

with an unusual number of large texts of Scripture sur

rounding it, so that unclean spirits walking through the

fair might not mistake the Word which makes us clean

(John xv. 3). But whether it was because they that loved

darkness hated the light, or whether they were too busy

with their revels, deceiving and deluding the poor souls who

gathered in thousands from the country round, we cannot

tell, but not many came to my tent. A few hisses greeted

my ears occasionally, but they seemed to fly over my head

without stopping, and the majority of my listeners during

the fair were on the Lord's side, for unknown strangers

brought me jugs of tea and refreshments without asking,

and many books were bought and circulated during the

fortnight of the fair. Concluding to make a longer stay,

that my message of warning might be given to those mes

sengers from the bottomless pit, the “spirit-rappers,” I

continued labouring round the town and country.

One Lord's-day morning, when congregations were

assembled at their different places, I thought to go, as was

my custom at that time, to meet the groups of working

men always found at public-house corners or barbers' shops

about the time of service, to give tracts and preach quietly

to those poor men, unwashed after the Saturday night's
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drink. Coming round a certain corner, what was my sur

prise at the discovery of an immense crowd of working men

of all trades, on a large open space of ground, listening to

a man on a chair, with a manuscript in his hand, addressing

the people. Hearing him say that he had copied that

writing from the Scriptures during the past week, and “as

there were seers in old time, like the seer of Endor, so

there were seers now,” I immediately pushed my way

through the crowd and took my stand opposite him, with

an open Bible, to let him see me fully, without opening my

mouth. I looked at him, and he stopped and looked at me,

and the crowd looked at both of us; but whether he lost

his sight of a sudden or not, I could not tell, for he looked

at his paper and tried to read, but stammered; then his

hands trembled, and he looked again at me, and again I

looked at him, and then he looked at the Bible in my hand,

and, like Belshazzar of old, his knees began to knock to

gether, and being unable to see any longer, he began to

feel, for he leaped off the chair, and, picking up his pulpit,

hurried off out of the crowd with his companions. Then

opening my mouth, I called to the spirit-rapper to come

and hear me read his character described in God's book;

but another mightier Spirit had so rapped at his guilty

conscience that he set to running.

The crowd was now all confusion; the open Bible held

out in the name of the living God made a great commotion

amongst the spirits of evil. These poor working men

seemed all at once possessed: a hundred voices buzzed about

my ears; faces filled with rage looked at me as I stood still

with the Bible in my hand, waiting an opportunity to speak

to the people; but being surrounded by men who talked so

fast, and chattered like unclean birds to prevent my speak

ing, I forced my way through the crowd again, took another

stand, and read some verses aloud, when for about twenty

minutes many listened quietly. The spirit-rappers, how

ever, came rushing on with all sorts of hideous noises, to

prevent the hearing of the Word; so, putting my Bible in

my pocket, I took out tracts and gave them, while warning

the people to beware of Satan's ministers, the spirit-rappers,

who were going down to hell themselves, and aiming to

drag others with them.

When the revival spread abroad, the Lord sent Richard

Weaver to this place, with his reaping-hook, and raised up

another reaper, one James Dupe; and I had the pleasure

º
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of being called to this town again, some four or five years

after, and saw many hundreds brought to Christ, and night

after night a thousand have listened to the exposition of

the Word of God, and hundreds of young converts were

raised up to spread forth the Saviour's name in Nottingham.

“One soweth, and another reapeth.”

RETURN TO MANCHESTER.

Being taken very ill after staying some time at Notting

ham, it was a token to go on to my sisters at Manchester,

and working a little from town to town on the way (being

very weakly in body), I arrived late one evening; and

looking upward with gratitude to Him who, ten months

before, directed me to journey south, the evening star met

my eye, appearing beautifully bright. This reminded me of

the token the Lord gave me the morning I started, when

the morning star for a moment shone out so brightly, and

we praised the living God.

“Bright handiwork of God,

Whose power Divine

Doth cause to shine

Yon heavenly hosts:

In Jesus' purer love,

Bright morning star

Exceeding far,

My soul now boasts.”

THE GIPSY AND HIS FAMILY.

It was a beautiful summer's day, when, seated on the

sea sands at Southport beside my Bible-stall, and not

acquainted with a single soul amongst the multitude who

were enjoying the sea air at that watering-place, a happy

faced woman came, and without ceremony placed a plate of

beefsteak, onions, and potatoes on the stall, saying, “There,

sir, is your dinner. Perhaps you don't remember me;

but I do you, sir, and shall never forget the blessing you

brought to both me and my family.” Remembering the

features, I was glad to see her.

Five or six years before, when the Lord directed my feet

into the streets of Liverpool, to warn poor sinners and

hold up Jesus Christ to them, there was a man who

travelled in the capacity of pincushion-maker. Like one

of the rude gipsy tribe, he had come through Liverpool and
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passed on to Prescot, and when there was deeply impressed

to return to Liverpool. He did so, and upon Shaw's Brow,

one Sunday evening, my voice was uttering the terrors of

the law, using such words as these: “If all the roofs of

the houses in Liverpool were lifted off to-night, and we

could see the abominations transacted in each place, what

a terrible sight it would be Yet God sees it all, and a

great deal more.”

This rough man happened to be standing in the crowd,

and the arrow of conviction struck him to his soul. He

went to his miserable house—his furniture consisting of a

little straw upstairs, where his wife and children lay—a

poor miserable, wife-beating, drunken fellow. On the

solitary broken chair downstairs he leaned his head, whilst

he knelt before God crying aloud all night for mercy. The

neighbours heard him groaning under conviction, and his

wife called out to know what was the matter, saying,

“You seem turned upside-down to-night.” “No, mother,”

answered the little boy; “father is turned right side up,”

for the little fellow had heard the cries of his father calling

upon God for mercy in the bitterness of his soul.

Six weeks that man followed the preachers about Liver

pool, under terrible conviction, before he spoke to them.

Then we took him to a prayer-meeting in Elizabeth Street,

and he fell down before God and all the congregation, and

found Jesus to the joy of his heart. Having visited this

family at that time,º mother knew me again, and the

large plate of beefsteak, onions, and potatoes at Southport,

was the expression of her gratitude after many days. In

the evening I called upon the man and found he carried

his pocket Bible always with him. His business prospered,

and both at Southport and Blackpool he had a stall of

sea-side sundries, and the Lord has blessed his soul as well

as his basket and store. The wife told me she was happy

now, but had led a most wretched life before her husband's

conversion. The Lord has made thousands of homes happy

since the beginning of this revival. Glory be to God and
the Lamb.

“THIS ROAD, AND YOU ARE SAFE.”

Returning to Lancaster one evening after my day's

work round the villages of that neighbourhood, with two

bags of Bibles across my shoulders, a young man stood

|
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outside a cottage with a bundle tied in a handkerchief.

He was a simple-looking man, and appeared to be a

stranger waiting for some one in the cottage. My mind

was expressly attracted to him; and the cottage door being

opened, I looked in and saw a man treating with the

inmates for something. An extraordinary sensation came

over me all at once that the man inside was a murderer;

yet driving the thought from my mind, I gave the young

man outside a tract, and spoke to him a few words, and

moved on the road towards Lancaster. It was not long

before these two men had come up with me, and the

thought which struck me when passing through the village

now came with double force, and that the young man was

a simpleton, who had been induced to follow this ruffian.

On overtaking me, he wanted to know what I had. Giving

him a tract at once, I began to preach Christ, and told him

of the terrible judgment coming on the wicked who rejected

the offer of mercy through the blood of a crucified

Redeemer. The young man was very attentive, and my

discourse was all directed to him, warning him about the

evils of going into sin, and following that which would

eventually lead him to death and destruction. The scowl

of the big ruffian, who carried a huge bludgeon, showed me

that he was brooding mischief; and being on a very lonely

road, it appeared to be rather an awkward position for me,

However,|. to the Lord, and knowing that a hair of

our heads cannot be hurt without his permission, I felt

perfectly secure, and went on preaching Christ, telling

them what the Lord had delivered me from, and that there

was pardon for the vilest. No impression was made upon

the ruffian, while the young man evidently felt every word.

We came to a by-lane, which the ruffian desired me to

come through, as the nearest way to town. “Oh no,”

said I; “the main road is my route; I have work upon

it;” but he was very urgent that I should go the by-way.

After some discussion about main roads and by-roads, an

old woman, unseen before, who was standing upon a manure

heap at the edge of a field, called out to us, “Go this road,

and you are safe,” pointing to the main road. The big

man immediately went down the by-path without another

word. I warned the young man about evil company, and

told him to flee to Christ, but he left me reluctantly, and

followed his tempter, who was calling him. I went the

right road, knowing the Lord had delivered mefrom danger
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by the sudden appearance of that old woman, who still

kept saying, “Go on this road, and you are safe.” “Perils

of robbers.”

THE BOOK AND ITS CIRCUILATION.

The great Sower, who in the days of his flesh said,

“Search the Scriptures,” has, in Almighty wisdom and

power, both given and preserved those sacred writings,

notwithstanding the Satanic craft and rage which have

ever aimed to bring to nought the Word of truth. He has

raised up his own servants in all ages with patient endur

ance under severest tortures and hottest persecutions.

Those faithful martyrs for the cause of Christ who first

translated the Holy Word into our mother tongue, sowed

the seeds of light and truth, which now burst forth with

revival life. Others, banding together, have produced the

volume of the book in so cheap a form, that the poor can

have the freest access to the record of divine justice and

love. The people, who for centuries were kept in darkness,

through ignorance, may now, indeed, “arise and shine,”

for “light has come,” the light of God's good news. Its

blessed promises cheer the hearts of the humble. Its

warnings to the apostate nations sound in thunder-tones

through the world, telling all kindreds of the earth, “The

coming of the Lord draweth nigh.” It is the great lever

which is upturning principalities and powers, and all anti

Christian rulers of the darkness of this world, making

diviners mad, and false prophets to gnaw their tongue with

ain, while poor and needy outcasts of earth are gladly

eeding on the living bread so freely given in the Gospel of

Jesus Christ. It is the blessed Book, the living Word of

the living God, which Satan hates and worldly-minded men

would destroy, that God, in his infinite power and wisdom,

is using in these days of conflict. At no place is this more

evident than round a Bible-stall in the open air at a

Lancashire fair or market. The crowds are composed at

different times of all classes, and each person feels himself

free to ask a question or speak his thoughts. Consequently,

to a mere looker-on, objections, arguments, reasonings, and

theories heard or propounded, would onlyappear to be words

of wind from a crowd of vain janglers, or an out-door debat

ing society. But there is the open book—the sure written

Word of God, that Word which stands firmer than the
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pillars of heaven. Light has dawned on the minds of those

masses of people. Every one is interested in the eternal

destiny unfolded in those sacred pages which ask the all

important question, “What shall it profit a man if he gain

the whole world and lose his own soul?”

Praise God for ever. He has revealed Himself to man

in his Son Jesus Christ, and the Book is his holy

testimony.

INCIDENTS AT PRESTON.

My first visit to this town was attended with much

opposition. One of those old pagan ceremonies with which

the members of some societies amuse themselves annually,

was at its height. Processions of horsemen and footmen,

carrying banners and parti-coloured flags, filled the streets;

crosiers and crooks, crosses and crucifixes, were held above

their heads; men dressed like Indian savages, in bear skins

and fleshings, marched through the town; gaping thousands

from the villages and towns surrounding filled the streets.

My Bible-stall stood much in the way, and a few large

typed texts of Scripture, reared above it, were the greatest

eye-sore to those harlequins on horseback, who read as

they passed, “Blessed are they who hear the Word of

God, and keep it.” This banner, like a speckled bird, was .

pecked at severely, especially by Catholics and professed

infidels, with whom this Fylde district abounds; neverthe

less many copies of the Scriptures were circulated. At night

a lodging was scarcely obtainable; but having found one,

I was comfortable in bed between twelve and one, when a

drunken fellow came on his way upstairs, breathing out

threatenings and slaughter upon the man who had taken

his bed; so to pacify him before he arrived, I hastened

downstairs, for the loud brawling between him and the

landlady below informed me that she had let me a bed

belonging to some one else. Thus the street would have

been my place that night, had not the Lord, to whom I

looked, directed me after midnight to a quiet place, where

his presence was with me indeed. This was my first visit

to Preston, but it was not the Lord's time yet. My text

boards were torn down, and twenty minutes' grace given

me by the police to remove my stall, otherwise they would

remove me; so the Lord sent me at that season to Black

pool, to a three months' blessed work at that watering-place.
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IREVIVAL AT PRESTON.

Eighteen months had passed away, and it was especially

given me of the Lord to visit Preston again, for it was now

his time to work. The same man who drove me from the

market-place at first, held office still, but where was now

his authority? A gentleman came to me, asking if I was

going to set up the Bible-stall again. I told him the Lord

had directed me here, but º my way was not clear, for

there was no opening in the market-place for the stall.

“Oh,” said he, “come with me.” He took me to another

high official, who drew out an order, and gave it me to take

to the very man who had exercised so much authority in

putting down my texts and driving me from holding a

stand. When he read the note his countenance fell, but

he found for me the best place in the whole market, and

none dare molest me, save one deluded Catholic, who occa

sionally threw a large onion or a potato at my head. . The

two-leaved gates of brass were now thrown open, and the

hidden things of darkness were about to come to light.

Crowds listened to the preaching of Christ crucified;

Bibles and Testaments were circulated in hundreds; a

company of local preachers came together; the Lord

opened a large school-room for us; we sang hymns in the

streets; the fire of God's love and power took hold of the

poor people; and a glorious revival broke out. One man

with his coat off, drunken, ready to fight any one in the

middle of the road, followed us into the room, was broken

down under conviction, and in six nights after confessed

aloud before God with bitter tears his terrible sins. He

became a labourer for Jesus.

Another, scarcely an hour out of gaol, heard and followed

—he found the Lord ; and poor harlots, from a place in the

neighbourhood called the Sandhole, came in dozens, weep

ing on account of their sins. At this time the Lord's power

had been felt through America, and was now felt and seen

in manifested prostrations in Ireland. So it was at Preston,

in Lancashire. As many as eight cases were carried from

the room insensible at one meeting, having fallen down as

if struck suddenly, and some were taken home in cabs.

Many also cried out for mercy, and others rejoiced in hay

ing found the Lord.
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PUNOSTRATIONS UNDER CONWICTION.

This appeared to be a new phenomenon in the Revival,

and many questions arose as to its causes; but those who

believe the writings of the New Testament have no scruples

upon the matter, that God's power is visibly brought before

the natural eyes of men. In the room at Preston, as one

and another fell, a thought occurred to the writer that it

might be sympathy acting one upon another. Then, not

being ignorant of the deceit of the human heart, and of the

devices of Satan in imitating the Lord's true work (as he

often transforms himself into an angel of light), and know

ing that news had come from Ireland that, some having

fallen down suddenly, had remained for a few days blind,

deaf, and dumb, he feared that it might be a mere imitation

at Preston. So, in thought, leaving the scene before me, I

went to one end of the room, and quietly asked the Lord

alone if this falling down was genuine or mere imitation;

and while asking the Lord to show me the truth of it, a

young woman, healthy and strong, who stood near me,

knowing nothing of my secret prayer, fell helpless with

such a blow on her forehead, within a few inches of my

feet, as though she had been struck dead on the spot. She

was picked up; and while being carried out like one dead,

a terror seemed to take hold upon them, which showed me

that in these days of unbelief, men must be made to see the

hand of the Lord before their very eyes; and even then

their hard hearts will frequently remain insensible. The

Pharisees of old saw the devils cast out by the word of

Jesus, they saw the blind receive their sight, they heard

the dumb sing the praises of their Messiah, while the lame

man leaped as a hart, and the dead raised to life stood be

fore them as living witnesses of the truth of God's work;

but their uncircumcised hearts and ears rejected the truth

then as the modern Pharisees do now. “They love dark

ness rather than light,” and agree with the deceiver of

their souls to crucify the Lord afresh, reject his humble

servants who are living witnesses for Christ, and mock at

the power of God. But his long-suffering mercy will have

an end; then shall they see, and believe, and know, when

“the harvest is past, the summer ended, and they are not

saved.”

Every night, for ten weeks, souls were saved, and the

praises of the Lord went up as sweet incense before Him
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from many hearts at Preston rejoicing in sins forgiven.

One poor young man who, amongst the others, had found

the Lord, was taken with consumption, and died in six

weeks, his face beaming with delight as we sang with him.

When dying he waved his hand in victory; his voice

was gone, but his lips moved to the words of the little

hymn— -

“On the other side of Jordan,

In the sweet fields of Eden,

There is rest for the weary,

There is rest for me.”

And thus his happy spirit took its flight. A little girl

pulled me by the coat tail, in the street one evening, say

ing, “Come—come—mother—mother is dying.” I left the

crowd, and went into a deep cellar. There, upon a dirty

straw bed, lay a dying mother. After asking about her

soul and if she knew the Lord, she said, “Nearly two

years ago, in another house, a man came one Sunday and

prayed, and I have never forgotten it.” I remembered the

time, on my first visit to Preston, when the Lord led me

into a house where drunkards were carousing. This woman

was there, and the seed was sown. She recognised the

voice in prayer again; and having found the Lord, died

happy in Jesus, praising and blessing God. “Cast thy

bread upon the waters, it will be seen after many days.”

BoITON.—LETTER. To EDwARD USHER.

- “Bolton, April 4th, 1865.

“My dear Brother in Jesus, I would have addressed a

few lines to my much-beloved brother Hambleton, but

could not bring to mind his address. I have been following

him in his narrative in the Revival, and I think he has en

tirely forgotten Bolton. Now, my dear brother, when I

came to those solemn, serious words, we have so often sung

through our streets, I felt I could not resist writing a few

lines to bring to mind old times. It was nine years last

Shrove Tuesday when first my boy and I heard your wel

come voices sounding the gospel trumpet in the midst of

Bolton Market-square; and we were then, and scores of

times after, blessed there. I think I need not remind you

of the storms of persecution there, Edward. You will not

have forgotten that gigantic man when you were preaching

and presented your breast, saying, “Men may kill the body,
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but they cannot kill my soul.” This man got within a few

inches of you with more than the rage of a wild beast, for

I believe he was then possessed with a legion of bad spirits;

but God always hears earnest, importunate prayer. As

soon as John closed his eyes, and cried unto God, com

mencing with these words, “My dear Father, Thou who

hast power in heaven, earth, and hell, preserve thy servant,

that he may glorify Thee,' the man stood as a statue, as

though held in stocks, and, after prayer, walked away like

a lamb. You will not have forgotten, Edward, our meeting

in another part of Bolton. When large groups stood and

would not come near, a mad bull came gallopping, and a

great crowd after it; and we had a good meeting, and eight

souls converted in a cottage after meeting. You will re

member nineteen of us meeting John and you between five

and six miles from Bolton, at a place called Tildesley, one

Sabbath morning, the last Sabbath in September, 1857.

Chowbent, which lies one mile from Tildesley, was my

native place, and, as I had figured there as a dog-fighter,

race-runner, bull-baiter, bear-baiter, man-bruiser, I had

been more like a fiend than anything. All this being well

known, it lay on my mind to go to my native place and

confess Jesus. I named it to you and John, and you met

nineteen of us there, and you will never forget that day.

I think we were all of us outside in an incessant rain the

whole day, except a short time in chapel and the time we

were with those dear kind friends who kindly took us all

to dinner. The preaching commenced on a step, and you

will remember the show-people, and that fat landlord send

ing men with a large jug of beer, and John getting up on

the step, the landlord bringing a second jug, but he was

glad to take it back. First one and then the other preached,

as we all walked on the road to Chowbent, and we opened

a meeting in a house. I leave the results with God. You

will not have forgotten your being poisoned, or nearly so,

by that man as you and John were coming from Wigan to

Bolton. -

“Ever yours in Jesus,

“R. FouTDS.”

LETTER TO THE BRETHREN AT BOLTON.

“Dear Brethren in the Gospel of Jesus Christ,-Peace

and joy be with you in the fellowship of the Spirit of our
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blessed Redeemer, the Lord Jesus Christ. No, we have

not forgotten Bolton, nor the happy hours of communion

in prayer and praise with the humble followers of the meek
and lowly Jesus whom we met at that ". and who

laboured with us in the streets and highways, when it

pleased our heavenly Father to shower down revival bless

ings upon the people, and water the seeds of life sown

there, the fruits of which are visible unto this day.

“But the limited space of the periodical in which are in

serted the few broken fragments of bread which our Lord

has given me to gather up into the basket of my remem

brance, and send forth to his children who may have eyes

to see his gracious workings and dealings with his people

during this late outpouring of his Holy Spirit, as well as

that his work should be magnified before men, that men

may behold, that every man may see it—‘man may behold

it afar off” (Job xxxvi. 24–26)—I say, the limited space in

the Revival has compelled the editor to curtail the ‘Buds

and Blossoms, purposing, I am told, to gather up all in a

small volume (if the Lord will) at a future day.

“No, my dear brother, we have not forgotten Bolton.

There were sufficient manifestations of our blessed Lord's

presence there, as at other places, to make a volume in it

self, both in the outward oppositions of enemies, and con

versions of precious souls. The pride of heart seen in that

atheist who said, when we delivered tracts in the public

house, “There is no God—what is God?—man is God;’ and,

lifting up his puny arm with presumptuous blasphemy, said,

‘I am God.” When, answering a fool according to his folly,

we calmly said to him, ‘Where do you keep all the suns you

create? If thou art God, of what materials do your moons

and stars consist? how many planets have you turned out

of your mechanical fingers during the past year? or are the

waters of your oceans salt or fresh P’ When, with the rage

of a demon, he was about to seize me, the Lord raised up

two of his companions to seize him, and commend the

preacher before all present.

“Then, leaving the atheist, we remember when the hun

dreds of those working men listened with eager attention

at the lamp; when the women, with hair hanging down,

rushed into the crowd, followed by the man whom drink

and passion had made mad, and who, finding himself in the

crowd, gazed round like a poor maniac. We cannot forget

how, child like, he came and sat at our feet; we still remem

E
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ber those sobs and tears, as he listened to the sufferings of

the Man of sorrows, who came to seek and to save that

which was lost; and how those three dear sisters went

home with him, and prayed in his miserable dwelling. Nor

have we yet forgotten the family Bible he afterwards pur

chased; nor the happy face of his wife, as she showed the

children's clothes brought from the pawnshop. Nor, leav

ing friend Horrocks, can we ever forget the harmonious

voices of those hundreds of happy souls who sang with us

through the streets to dear old Widow Sunderland's, whose

house was opened for prayer-meetings, nor the new-born

souls we have rejoiced with there; nor dear Mrs. Lee, whose

hospitality will be rewarded in the brighter and the better

land,-her jugs of tea when our throats were sore with

speaking of Jesus, her kitchen turned into a place of prayer,

and the happy souls born there; nor the big cockle-man,

who is still a living witness for Jesus, having received the

new birth at that time. And what more shall we speak of P

That dear sister of Mrs. Lee, who delighted, during the day

time, to converse upon the deeper things of God, whose

mind, maturing and ripening for heaven, loved and died

with the little song upon her lips—

“There's a Friend above all others,

Oh, how He loves'

Or that young saint we visited on his death-bed, who told

us, while gasping for breath, that he had learned of Jesus

at the big market lamp.

“Oh, my dear brother, what we fail to notice here is all

written down in the book of Him who faileth not; and in

that glorious day, when all the fragments of gospel bread

shall be gathered up, that nothing be lost, your labour of

love at Bolton, Tildesley, and Chowbent shall be then found

not to have been in vain in the Lord.

“Brethren, remember us in your prayers.

- “John HAMBLETON.”

JOURNEY WEST.

When three months of glorious fruit-gathering had trans

pired at Preston, the pillar of cloud rose up. Not yet

knowing in which direction it would lead, I felt a strong

impression on my mind that my 'duty was to leave my

Bible-stall with a Christian friend at Preston, wait till
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Brother Radcliffe came to Manchester, and that then the

Lord, through him, would direct me; and it was so; for

in a few days he came from London to preach at the Corn

Exchange.

Without letting Brother Radcliffe know anything about

the impression on my mind, I waited on the Lord for gui

dance when he was about to leave Manchester. He said

several evangelists from London were gone to Bristol, and

asked if Brothers Usher, Latham, and myself would go

and meet them on Durdham Down, as many thousands of

people were expected to assemble there. Thus, without

Bibles, we had now to go and preach to the gathering

crowds, which were becoming hungry everywhere after the
word of life.

ERISTOL AND DURI)HAM IDOWN.

On a wagon near the Drawbridge, great crowds listened

to the simple gospel, and many were bent on their knees in .

the open air at the after-meeting. One woman, returning

from a shop with her purchases in her hand, received con

viction of sin under the word, and cried for mercy. Others

also were down on their knees, and the Lord used a little

boy from London, who had such pathos in his address, that

he seemed like a little angel from heaven beseeching sin

ners to come to Jesus. The immense mass of people were

so moved by his words that tears rolled down sun-burnt

faces, and great power rested upon the people. On the

Down the people fell under the power of the word. Many

labourers were engaged amongst the anxious, and it was

late at night ere all had left. -

“comE ovKR AND HELP Us.”

The cry was now raised in many parts of the land, “Come

over and help us.” Brother.Radcliffe in haste was leaving

for Scotland, where the Duchess of Gordon had opened her

grounds to the people, and thousands were assembling to

hear the word, and the London brethren had returned to

the metropolis. Several letters from Exeter, inviting la

bourers, having been received, Brother R. had just put one

into my hands, and I was asking the Lord about it, when a

farmer entered, like the man of Macedonia, saying he had

come by train on purpose to ask for help. A *ilway
B
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was opening at Exeter, and thousands of people would be

gathered together. “Come over and help us,” was his im

ortunate appeal. Three labourers for souls returned with

#. The rain prevented much open-air preaching; so the

people crowded into a covered market. Standing upon a

stall, the writer opened his Bible to read a Psalm; but

some revellers, purposing to have a public dance in the

market, pulled him down, and dragged him outside the iron

gates, which were then closed and locked, The people,

however, came round another way into a fish-market, and

there they heard the word. The inhabitants of this city

had higher church notions than that of preaching to the

masses in the highways and hedges, streets and lanes; ne

vertheless, they must hear, for the gospel message had come

to them also. Two of the labourers returned to Manches

ter, but the Lord kept the third one at Exeter; for a testi

mony must be delivered at the approaching races. A brother,

named George Brealey, residing in the town, was raised up

as a fellow-labourer, and he was a good soldier of the cross.

At Northernhay, amongst fashionables, and down in the

Quarter, amongst humbler classes, the gospel was preached,

and many were the saved of the Lord. A precious family,

named Rawling, received us.

Brother Wreford invited me down to Gillscott, where the

Lord had honoured him in gathering a people together in

Church fellowship. Here we met a dear brother, whose

name was Soltau, a man mighty in the Scriptures, and evi

dently a gifted teacher in the things of God.

THE WILLAGES.

A wagon placed in an open field was our pulpit; and,

from miles round, villagers came to hear the word. Peni

tents were taken to one corner of the field after preaching,

and the revival fire took hold of the people. It was ten

o'clock at night before the field was cleared. About eighty

members were baptized by Brother Wreford, and his little

Church flourished. He was an earnest man of prayer, who

has since, in the vestry of his meeting-house, expired sud

denly, and gone to be with Jesus. -

BIDEFORD AND BARNSTAPLE.

The Lord having opened the way, Bideford and its vici

nity were next visited, and many were brought to Christ,
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I was received here by a brother, named Tardrew, who,

though not a visible labourer, was mighty in prayer. I

have felt the influence of his petitions when preaching to

the people; for he had power with God, and prayed within

the veil. To his prayers may be attributed much of the

blessings that followed. -

INWITATION TO BARNSTAPLE.

“Dear Brother, I was truly rejoiced to hear of the

Lord's work at Bideford and Appledore. Glory to his holy

name ! Many have rejoiced also. May the work be deep

ened and extended till perfect in glory. Many saints here

have had a great desire that you should “come over and

help us.” There is plenty of room for preaching. Will

you lay the matter before the Lord? and if He guide you

to us, we shall heartily welcome you.

“Believe me, dear brother, yours affectionately,

“RICHARD L. WARE.”

f º writer of this letter was with us at Brother Wre

ord’s.)

Seeing the Lord's leading to Barnstaple, I followed the

providential cloud. Here I was received into the pilgrim's

cottage of Brother Chapman, a mighty man of God, who

lived in as close communion with the Lord as any man I

ever knew. Totally dead to the things of this present evil

world, he was an epistle legibly written by the Spirit of the

living God.

The brethren at Barnstaple did not at first understand

the energy of the Spirit in revival work. Being engrossed

with the second coming of the Lord for the Church, they

had almost forgotten the gospel of his first coming for sin

ners. The Lord now opened their eyes to see that we must

“occupy till He come,” and “preach the gospel to every

creature,” whilst waiting our Lord's return. The music

hall was crowded, and, on market days, opened from six in

the morning till midnight. A general revival broke out;

all sects and parties were brought together on one plat

form; then, breaking out in their own places, preachers had

to give up preaching, and begin to pray and sing praises.

Infidels and drunkards, rich and poor, were brought to the

feet of Jesus. A man playing cards in a public-house was,

in an instant, struck with conviction. He threw down the
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cards, leaped up, and ran for his life to the meeting; he

rolled in agony on the floor for an hour or two, and then

found peace. Backsliders cried aloud in the open street,

“Glory to God!” and men left their work, unable to do

anything, so troubled were they on account of their sins.

THE WILLAGES IN IDEWONSHIRE.

William Lear, a godly young man, who had been brought

actively into the revival at Barnstaple, was led of the Lord

to follow me without my asking him either to come or

stay, and he was a great help to me. Wherever we went,

the Lord gave a blessing, and many souls came to Jesus.

We journeyed together several months; and on leaving me,

that he might get married, the Lord gave him another field

of labour.

A FEW EXTRACTS FROM LETTERS.

“My dearly beloved Brother, Your kind Christian let

ter.was full of Jesus' loving spirit. I was in manifold

temptations, and had I told you my feelings, more blessed

counsel could not have been given. Hope is the anchor

of the soul, sure and steadfast. I am one that shall have

to bless the name of the Lord that ever I heard you speak

of Him.

“Those are my happiest moments when I can bear you

and others in the arms of prayer before the throne. I am

thankful to say many of your dear children in Christ at

Landkey and Wenn are walking worthy of their high calling.

“This afternoon I have seen one of them, an aged man,

and one of our watchmen, who is, I think, going to his hea

venly Father's home soon; so happy, so resigned to live or

to die. It is a privilege to visit him; his faith and confi

dence seem so strong and abiding.

“May we each live for God, who has given us his blessed

Spirit, and labour for the coming of Jesus Christ.

“Yours in Him,

“J. S. B.”

TO THE SISTERS OF THE WRITER.

“My dear Sisters in Jesus, I think proper, although we

have not seen each other in the flesh, to send you this,
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You do not seem as strangers; for we have often heard of

you, and at one time I remember Mr. H kindly show

ing me a letter of yours, in the reading of which I felt

much pleasure and interest; and, better still, we are each

of one family in Jesus, and soon we shall be gathered to

our home in heaven. I have often thought it pleasant to

have a little introduction and intercourse with God's dear

people before we reach there; for the fellowship of Saints

is very sweet, even while on earth. We shall ever have to

praise God for sending, in his mercy to us, his servant, Mr.

His labours were owned and blessed of God in a

most extraordinary way at each visit here. . As to myself,

I never received such blessing through the labours of any

servant of the Lord before; therefore I feel, with many

others, lastingly indebted, under God, to him. He truly

lives in the hearts of the people here. My father loves him

as his own soul.

“With love in Christ, yours truly in Him,
&c. J. B.”

IETTERS TO THE WRITER.

“Dear Brother in Jesus, I cannot tell how much our

hearts rejoiced at the receipt of your last kind letter.

“You will rejoice to hear that although some seed fell by

the wayside, only to spring up for awhile, yet precious

fruit can be found. Great numbers are holding on their

way. The blessed Jesus ever keeps us looking to Him' for

strength and grace in any time of need. Dear Alice Stark

called this morning. She was baptized with nine others

last Lord's-day. Many more are coming forward soon,

openly to confess Christ. We shall have a large tea-meet

ing at our house, and Brother Chapman will read your

letter. We are all praying for our Father to send you this

way again for a short time. The saints all join in their

Christian love to you, and hoping the Lord will continue

his blessing in giving you souls for your labour. “My

grace shall be sufficient for you.’

“Your brother in Jesus,

“JoBIN ROWE.”

“Dear Sir, Your letter was a cause of much joy to my

dear father; indeed, in his weakness, it was almost too

great for him, so that I could read to him only a few lines
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at a time. I love that portion you have more than once

sent in your letters: “We all, with open face, beholding as

in a glass the glory of the Lord, are changed into the same

image, from glory to glory, as by the Spirit of the Lord.”

“One I have lately read says, “Live fully, live in all the

glory, and be changed into it more and more. Sanctifica

tion, full salvation, is the glory of the present dispensation.

Talk about it, enforce it, in the pulpit and elsewhere, and

plead that the people may live in it. And though hell

rage and men oppose, God will be with you, and numbers

will believe and be saved.”

“Brother Chapman kindly came here on Wednesday,

and saw dear father; read, prayed, and left him in writing,

“Fear not ; I am He that liveth, and was dead; and, be

hold, I am alive for evermore, etc. I am thankful to say I

know of none gone back, but many are become soldiers of

the cross, and some of them fight manfully the battles of

the Lord against the mighty. Our men and their families

are almost every night striving together for the faith of the

gospel. The Lord is still among us at Landkey; and last

week our hearts were gladdened in knowing that one of

influence and standing had become decided for God. The

family of whom he is head came in the neighbourhood when

you were with us, and were then at the chapel for the first

time. Many strangers have been struck with the number

of promising young men attending. What a bond unites

the family of God! How truly one in Christ The dear

people were delighted to have your letter read to them.

The Lord reward you for it. -

“Yours in Christ,

“J. B.”

THE WIPER AND THE BUTTERFLY, OR, DEATH AND

RESURRECTION.

One great feature in this Revival is, that God has raised

up men of affluence and influence to receive those poor

labourers into their dwellings who have, in this world,

neither one nor the other to recommend them. One

honourable gentleman, Captain W--, who had forsaken

this world's wisdom and greatness that he might become

wise in Christ, received me into his house at Harptree,

near Bristol. He was well taught in the Word, and saw

death and resurrection to be the key of the whole Scrip
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tures. One morning, when seeking a place of retirement

with my Bible, I strolled into an old dilapidated place

close to his residence, so solitary that it brought to my

mind the quiet bush in parts of Australia, and I exclaimed

with satisfaction, “This is blessed.” . At that moment, my

eye fell upon a viper in the path just before me. We

looked at each other, and then the snake took one way and

I took the other; but the rebuke remained in my breast.

“Blessed” was the word uttered, but “Cursed is the ground

for man's sake" was the declaration of Scripture which

ran through my mind, as that creature of the serpent tribe,

emblem of sin, curse, and death, stopped my mouth. Truly

everything in nature conveys the lesson of death, and, as

my mind was contemplating the “curse" which the viper

had brought to mind, a beautiful little butterfly, passing at

that moment, swallowed up all thoughts of death in its

emblematic representation of resurrection-life. Death of

nature culminates in the crucified Lord Jesus, and resur

rection begins with his risen body from the grave. Winter

and summer, night and day, all preach the great truth of

death and resurrection; and no doubt but the Holy Spirit

often deals with natural minds in heathen lands from the

pages of nature's book where the Scriptures have been

unknown. Those wise men of the East were guided by a

star to find Him who is the Bright and Morning Star. The

butterfly has often raised my own thoughts to the risen

life of Jesus, whose precious blood baptized the ground,

running into that which had been cursed for man’s sake;

and thus redeeming all back from the curse, He rose in

triumph. Death and resurrection culminate in Him. And

this is the gospel—that Jesus died for our sins, and was

buried; the third day. He rose again, according to the

Scriptures; and the redeemed creation will yet rise with

Him from its groans and cries, into the bloom and beauty

of immortal life.

Let viper death march on his way,

While we pursue another,-

In resurrection power display

Jesus our conquering Brother.

A SLEEPLESs NIGHT.

A dear brother in Christ, who received me into his house

in a village, without knowing my horror of carved images,
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put me to sleep in an antique bed containing those ugly

pagan abominations, carved devils. . Three of the foulest

monsters were at the head of the bed, the middle one with

his ugly face looking down upon the very pillow where the

sleeper's head should lic. The moment I observed them,

it appeared as though the room was full of grinning mock

ing devils. As for attempting to sleep, it was perfectly

useless, although fatigued and weak in body with excessive

labour. Not desiring to disturb my friend, I determined

to wait on the Lord, and keep quiet till morning; so,

taking the pillow from the head of the bed, I turned my

feet to the head, and pinned the curtains before the ugly

oaken demon. But the Enemy harassed and buffetted me

sorely during the whole night. -

In the morning, I told my brother that Christians ought

to be clean from the old heathen abominations, and their

houses should be as themselves, holiness to the Lord.

Both himself and his excellent daughter concluded to have

them destroyed. The old carved devils were cut from their

Yosts and burnt, although the bedstead was old and costly;

|. the Lord gave them thirty souls, who were in their own

employment. Thus we triumph, in every place, through

Christ Jesus. If all Christians would keep themselves

from the mummeries of Satan's kingdom, the Lord would

give blessing. The sight of the eye in images and pictures

is one of Satan's wiles to draw the heart from faith in the

risen, living, coming Lord Jesus. “Little children, keep

yourselves from idols.” -

THE GREAT EXIIIBITION, 1862.

In the year 1851, when the arrows of the Almighty had

entered his soul, the writer stood a conscience-stricken

sinner in Hyde-park, London, at the opening of the first

Bxhibition of all Nations. Eleven years have now passed.

away in the service of Him who calleth his people out of

darkness into light. A testimony for Jesus had been given

at many public assemblies throughout England—at race

courses, fairs, markets, watering-places, and also at the

Manchester Art Treasures Exhibition. At the last-named

place, the Lord gave me the especial text to hold up to the

gaze of the hundreds of thousands of spectators, “Where

your treasure is, there will your heart be also " (Matt. vi.

21); and now, at the Great Exhibition of 1862, when the
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works of men's hands were again extolled, and the vanity

of man's endeavours for peace out of Christ was again

proved, I felt a special direction to testify for Jesus. It

was a mournful sight to see, in the midst of the gay scene,

the empty carriage (draped in black as a mourning coach)

of the deceased Prince Albert, who had laid the foundation

stone of this great building, but did not live to open it. I

stood alone, with my text-board raised above the heads of

the multitudes who passed along, as a target for scoffers

and a fool for Christ. The two following texts were given

me at Liverpool, and to walk round the walls of this

building seven days was my business at London at that

time:—

First text: “God forbid that I should glory save in the

cross of our Lord Jesus Christ, by whom the world is cru

cified unto me, and I unto the world.”

Second text: “I am not ashamed of the gospel of Christ,

for it is the power of God unto salvation to every one that

believeth.” -

I looked alone to God for strength to bear testimony for

Jesus, who had never yet failed to strengthen and sustain'

me in every time of trial, and when the name of Jesus

Christ had raised the enmity of those who bow to the

prince of darkness, the god of this world.

“WE DON'T KNow what USE WE ARE IN THIs world.”

The jeers and scoffs of some having subsided, and the

epithets of “fool,” “maniac,” and cries of “Go home,”

etc., having been cast plentifully at the man who dared to

raise a standard for §. on the opening day of this

world's Exhibition of All Nations, a poor, meek-spoken

stranger, with a smiling countenance, quietly took his stand

by my side, and gently speaking, like an angel sent down

from heaven, said in my ear, “We don't know what use we

are in this world.” It is all I remember that he said, but

the words of that poor man brought into my heart thoughts

which caused tears of joy to roll down my face. Had not

Jesus said, “This gospel of the kingdom shall be preached

as a witness to all nations”? Yes. And was not this the

Exhibition for all Nations? and, although all the people of

all nations were not in London, yet the representatives of

all nations were there, and it has been published as an

exhibition for all nations, so that the words of the Lord
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Jesus were literally fulfilled in the sight of angels, men,

and devils, that very day. His gospel of salvation, distinct

and legible, was held above the heads of all, published as a

witness to all nations.

“This gospel of the kingdom shall be preached [or pub

lished] in all the world for a witness unto all nations, and

then shall the end come” (Matt. xxiv. 14). Truly we

don’t know what use we are in this world, but the Lord can

use any one to his glory, and leave all without excuse.

It was remarkable that, on the seventh day, when my

work was done, a gust of wind came and snapped the small

staff which held the board; so, hanging the texts on some

railings opposite the main entrance, I left them there, and

went on to Southampton, where there was an opportunity

for preaching in the theatre, and many souls were brought

to the Lord at that town.

Oh for the glorious exhibition of the opening heavens,

when that blessed Workman, whose handiwork is seen in

the heavens and the earth, but whose redemption work

will be made manifest in “that day,” shall appear in glory.

Then the manifestation of the sons of God shall be exhibited

in eternal magnificence, and all who have suffered with

Him shall appear in bright and glorified bodies of light and

power. Then shall we understand the use they have been

while testifying to the glory of the once-rejected Lord of

life and glory, “for if we suffer with Him, we shall also

reign with Him.”

TESTIMONY AND MINISTRY.

. The Lord testified against the proud professing Pha

risees, but at the same time ministered to the poor, who

heard Him gladly. The month of May was devoted to

the great ones, who came in carriages, and it was against

these the Lord sent me to testify; but the next month

the poorer multitude were admitted. Then the Lord sent

others to preach and minister to them, and a great work

was done. It must needs be that testimony against the

great ones of this world shall be given, while the gospel is

still preached to the poor, but when great ones become

oor in spirit, then they are not far from the kingdom.

ut “God seeth the proud afar off.”

Oh, what a mighty change will shortly come, when God's

poor saints shall reign with Christ, and the proud nations
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who now rule by the spirit of error shall be judged by

those whose true judgment they now despise. Truly

it is a day of trial for the saints of God, whose eyes are

open to behold the lying vanities of those who bow to

the god of this world, and whose hearts ache for the groans

of the oppressed, mocked and buffetted for Christ's sake,

because they will not compromise truth and righteousness

for falsehood and error. But the saints shall take the

kingdom, and judgment will be given to them who, having

been rejected with their righteous Lord and Master, have

been schooled to wait his time: then the world which now

knoweth us not because it knew Him not, shall acknow

ledge they are the people who are chosen and destined to

rule and reign with Him in righteousness. A separate

testimony to the truth must be given to the world, and

the gospel of the ministry of grace preached to the poor,

for both “grace and truth came by Jesus Christ.”

WARIED PHASES OF THE REWIWAL.

The revelation of the Spirit in Paul's Epistle to the

Ephesians is to the effect that the church of Christ is a

spiritual building fitly framed together, an holy temple

for an habitation of God through the Spirit. Varied is

the work, and various are the workmen selected as the

progress of the building advances—the perfecting of the

saints, the edifying of the body of Christ, until we come in

unity of faith and of the knowledge of the Son of God unto

a perfect man, the measure of the stature of the fulness of

Christ. This great and mighty work of spiritual architec

ture is daily and hourly being raised by Him whose almight

power built the visible universe around.us. “#.
faith we understand that the worlds were framed by the

word of God, so that things which are seen were not made

of things which do appear.” In carefully tracing those

visible manifestations of the Spirit's operations, how diver

sified are they in all places where efforts have been put

forth and effects have resulted; in some instances removing

old prejudices, in others stirring up opposition even amongst

those who have received a measure of light on first princi

ples of the doctrine of Christ, yet who, being still carnal,

walk as men, and are blind to the deeper things of God.
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CONFERENCES OF BELIEVERS.

This is one of those phases alluded to above. A three

days' believers' meeting was held at Birmingham about

the year 1861, which was followed by several others at

Barnet and London. The subjects brought forward at

these meetings were evidently of the Spirit's leading, and

the Lord's presence was at times most powerfully felt.

Brethren in Christ, peculiarly gifted for th. maintenance

of order, were raised up for the oversight of such gather

ings, and others, well taught in word and sound doctrine,

were led to deliver general addresses for the edification of

God's people in needed present truth. The two promi

nent lessons of all others which the Spirit seemed to urge

upon the church of Christ were—

L 1st. The separate walk of the believer—holiness to the

ord. -

2nd. The spiritual power for that walk, which is faith

in and hope for the second coming of the Lord, or the first

resurrection.

The importance of these truths, spoken of and felt, was

the feature visibly prominent in all conferences which the

writer attended, independent of other portions of truth

elicited as to evangelistic labours or the care over young

converts. The one hope of the church, like a gigantic

column of holy truth, towered above the heads of all other

subjects, and

“Oh for the robes of whiteness,

Oh for the tearless eyes,

Oh for the glorious brightness

Of the unclouded skies,”

was the prevailing song which thrilled and vibrated again and

again through hearts which had long sighed and groaned

in secret for the abominations done in the land, and who

were waiting for Him who shall come quickly to take the

kingdoms to Himself, and rule and reign in righteousness.

Evidently it was the Spirit's voice to all at this time,

saying, “Behold, I come as a thief; blessed is he that

watcheth and keepeth his garments, lest he walk naked

and they see his shame.” The only power to walk in these

days separate from the world is this blessed hope. “When

Hej appear, we shall be like Him, for we shall see

Him as He is: and every man that hath this hope in him

purifieth himself even as He is pure.” No other hope is
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able to purify, or separate the mind from the tremendously

increasing power of worldly-mindedness and vanity both in

professing churches and the world. The Lord gave be

lievers a stimulus at these refreshing seasons to exhort one

another, more, especially as they “see the day [of the

Lord] approaching.”

THEATRE PREACHING—ANOTHER PHASE.

While believers were revived in the hope of coming

glory, the Spirit's teaching in another phase of the Revival

was at this time very plainly manifested. Whether pro

fessing churches are willing to acknowledge the fact or not,

it has been made very plain to all, that the masses of poor,

unlearned, unclothed, and unfed inhabitants of back streets,

lanes, and alleys, both in London and elsewhere, never

come to fashionable churches and chapels, and these neg

lected multitudes were treated as the Pharisees of old

treated the publicans and harlots, with contempt. Never

theless He, whose mission from heaven was “to preach the

gospel unto the poor, to bind up the broken-hearted, and

give deliverance to the captives, and the opening of the

prison to them that were bound,” has means in his hands

altogether outside the Pharisaical pride of dead formality.

His ways are truth, and past finding out.

Brother Radcliffe was not a gifted orator nor yet a

learned theologian, but the blessed Lord had fitted his

heart to feel pity for the poor neglected outcast sons of

men, together with a desire for the Lord's glory. The

Lord raised up a living machinery altogether contrary to

the ordinary conventional order of men. As a fly-wheel to

put lesser ones in motion, Reginald Radcliffe had been to

Scotland, whither he took Richard Weaver, whose cheerful

songs of Zion at first startled the ears long accustomed to

the psalmody of the Kirk, and, after putting a few cog

wheels in lively motion, he brought the happy-spirited col

lier to London. The bubbling up of the well of life in

Richard Weaver's soul, throwing off some little portions of

his old self, hindered his progress at Exeter Hall, yet Rad

cliffe's fly-wheel was not thrown out of working order.

London theatres might be used to preach in, and so they

engaged the Surrey Theatre for a Sunday evening. From

that time the blessed Lord gathered labourers around them.

Weaver's extraordinary power of utterance attracted the
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people, and the fire of God's holy loveburned into the hearts

of many poor outcast souls. William Carter was also

raised up, whose gift was calculated to win costermongers,

bargemen, thieves, and wanderers in the South ofLondon to

hear the glad tidings of salvation without money or price

through “Jesus only.” Brothers Stabb and Elwin, with a

band of newly-converted souls, filled with first love to Jesus,

scoured the slums and rookeries of the East-end; and thus,

wheel upon wheel, crank, wharl, spindles, bands, and braces

were now all in revival motion.

Lords and gentlemen, rich and poor, learned and simple,

male and female, were moved together in one common cause

by the power of that blessed Spirit who bloweth where He

listeth. One evening, when the writer was speaking to an

audience at one theatre where between 2000 and 3000

were listening with silent attention, he was told that at

that very moment there were no less than fourteen theatres

crowded with many thousands of precious souls who had

never heard the gospel of Christ in its saving simplicity

before. This in London alone. But in the provinces, and

in Wales and Scotland, already the mighty moving tide of

gospel grace was rolling on, and the masses were, in a great

measure, enabled to hear the gospel of Jesus Christ made

so plain in its simplicity that all who ran might read.

Tens of thousands have been brought to Jesus thus.

Preachers, whom God Himself has taught, have been sent

forth, not to sermonize or make long prayers, but to pull poor

perishing sinners out of the fire, to open their eyes, turn them

from darkness unto light, and from the power of Satan unto

God. The facts arebefore the eyes ofall,and manypoor, dark,

desolate homes have been made happy. The light of life

has entered the dreary dwellings of the poor lost sons of

men; and Jesus, the blessed Man of sorrows, who groaned,

bled, and died to redeem our souls and bring them back to

God, has risen in dead hearts, giving life eternal to all who

believe in Him. O Thou blessed, precious Jesus! keep

those whom Thou, in thy mercy, hast snatched as brands

from the burning; feed the souls of the hungry sinners;

and may they, being rooted and grounded in love, learn

with º saints to comprehend what is the breadth, and

length, and depth, and height, and to know the love of

Christ which passeth knowledge. Let it be to the eternal

glory of God, who plucked the writer from the stage of a

theatre, where for ten years his energies of youth were de
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stroyed in the service of Satan, that he was now permitted

to hold up the blessed name of a dear Redeemer on the

stage of a theatre, pointing poor sinners to the all-atoning

blood of “Jesus only.”

“Now sitting at the Master's feet,

To act the better part;

Clothed with his robe, his words are sweet,

And Jesus fills my heart.”

THE MINISTRY OF ANGELS.

The Word of God expressly speaks of the ministry of

angels. “Are they not all ministering spirits, sent forth to

minister for them who shall be heirs of salvation?” (Heb. i.

14). Scriptural instances might be multiplied, such as that

recorded in the case of Cornelius. But they are not en

trusted with the gospel. God has placed this treasure in

earthen vessels, and Peter must come from Joppa to preach

“Jesus only ” as God's way of peace and salvation. The

angels are servants to poor sinners; and, no doubt, if things

invisible were revealed to us, as when the prophet's prayer

“Lord, open the young man's eyes,” was answered and his

servant sawand was satisfied; like him,we should discover the

chariots and horsemen of Israel surrounding God's children,

to prevent the myriads of wicked spirits and rulers of the

darkness of this world from destroying the children of God.

And may not this account in some measure for the pheno

menon of many cases of prostration during some powerful .

revivals, as in Ireland and elsewhere 2–good and evil

angels engaged in the salvation or destruction of immortal

souls. On my return to Liverpool, after an absence of some

years from that town, I found that the Lord had raised

up a gentleman, the owner of Byron Hall, and caused

him to throw open the hall free, for the preaching of the

simple gospel to the poor people. Many souls were coming

to Jesus at that time, and amongst the penitents was one

man who had been led to the hall under the conviction of

sin after three nights of most singular experience. This

person had formerly been a drunkard, but had recently

been reclaimed to sobriety. He gave me a remarkable

letter descriptive of one passage of his experience.
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THE SALWATION OF SOULS THE GREAT END OF

IPREACHING.

Having seen much blessing at the various towns round

about London, where evangelists had travelled, and rich

men had been raised up to open halls and build iron rooms

—at St. Albans, Barnet, Colchester, Tunbridge Wells, Hit

chin, and many other places—the writer came to a place

called Breach Wood,wº the people had, in their little

chapel, the relic of John Bunyan's old pulpit: not that

they worshipped it, like the Roman relics, whatever it

might come to in the end; for, no doubt, the keeping of old

things of this kind originated that Popish superstition in

the dark ages. After preaching, an old man, with a large,

laughing, and yet piercing eye, and broad jaw-bones, and

whose whole figure and manner were, according to the con

ception of my own mind, what the author of the “Pilgrim's

Progress” was in appearance when on the earth, said, as

he smiled and held me by the hand, and while it appeared

as though the veritable spirit of Bunyan possessed him,

“The end of all preaching is to save souls; and if we

always work for souls, we always get more given to us;

and when we stop, the blessing stops in ourselves.”

SPIRITUAL CONFLICT.-LETTER TO THE WRITER.

“My dear Brother, I am thankful that you have been

led to bring before Christians the manifestations of the

Spirit. Surely if the Father and the Son have promised to

abide, through the Holy Spirit, in each individual soul, we

ought not to beº with open eyes behold Him, and

hear Him with the ears that He has unstopped.

“I have never known more of spiritual conflict than of

late, and I should, indeed, perhaps have thought some

strange thing had happened to me, but for the communion I

had with you atW. Green, for which I do not forget to

praise. It seemed the first time that I had ever found any

one who understood my spiritual life; and the temptation

through other Christians despising it, and the lures of Satan

to make me disbelieve the glorious manifestations of grace,

were hard to bear, until our heavenly Father encouraged

my heart through you. ‘A little while and ye shall not

see Me; and again a little while and ye shall see Me.”

“In the love of Jesus, ever yours,
&g May 13, 1865.” &g A. S.”
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THE WRITER's IREPLY.

“Dear Sister in the blessed hope of glory, There are wise

purposes in the mind of our heavenly Father for bringing

some of his children into greater depths of spiritual con

flict than others. While all are partakers in their own pe

culiar measure, there are manifold diversities of character

and circumstance, and of constitution, physically and men

tally; and each, in the trial of precious faith, has a ‘needs

be' for heaviness, and for the tribulation through which

every regenerated soul must pass in the renewal of the

mind from that which is carnal to that which is spiritual.

Therefore the Holy Spirit, through Peter, has said, ‘Think

it not strange concerning the fiery trial which is to try

you.' If all things are working together for our good, then

it is evident these spiritual conflicts are among the “all

things.’ The messenger of Satan sent to buffet Paul was

but a spur in his side to chase him out of nature into the

grace of God. He thought it a strange thing, no doubt,

until he learned the mind of the Lord in the matter. This,

in reality, is the school of God. But every one has not the

same experience in this college; consequently the gross ig

norance of Satan's devices amongst so many professedly

learned teachers of modern theology, well up in the letter

and history of the Book of God, but lacking the spiritual

discernment to distinguish between the workings of the

Spirit of truth and the spirit of error. The Lord had many

things to say unto his disciples in the days of his flesh, but

He said, ‘Ye cannot bear them now.” The Holy Ghost

must descend, to guide them into all truth; and it was the

blessed Spirit who led Jesus Himself into the wilderness

to be tempted of the devil. It was the Holy Spirit who

carried John into the wilderness to see the apostate woman

riding on the beast (Rev. xvii.). It was the same Spirit who

also carried him to the great and high mountain (Rev. xxi.

10) to see the holy Jerusalem, so that he could see and

know the exceeding difference between the workings of

Satan in the carnal heart, and the working of Jesus in the

souls of believers.

“Paul, in pressing forward to the prize of his high calling

(which I believe to be that which he himself points forward

to in the last verse of Philippians iii.-the glorified body, ac

cording to the working of God in body, soul, and spirit),

was not desirous of attaining only to the resurrection power
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while he ran his race, but also to know the fellowship of

the Lord's sufferings, being made conformable unto his

death. Nature desires to walk and live after the body, and

many of God's own children would desire carnal life in the

body; but the thorn in the flesh, the messenger of Satan,

the spiritual conflict, is a whip to chase us out of ourselves

*. e love of this present world into Christ and the hope

or glory.

& 4 . we are all more or less dull of hearing. Having ears,

we hear not; having eyes, we see not. Many are sickly;

many sleep; many walk as the enemies of the cross, which

cross is really death to carnal self; but self makes a God of

its belly. “Meats for the belly, and the belly for meats, but

God shall destroy both it and them.” Glorying in shame,

minding earthly things: the end of such is destruction.

This is, as I take it, the loss of being like Christ, glorified

in the body, and seeing Him as He is, “for without holi

ness no man shall see the Lord;’ and “every man that

hath this hope in him purifieth himself even as He is

pure.”

“Paul already had eternal life. He was not running for

that ; but he had not his glorified body yet, but a flesh

and blood one, full of sin, which must be kept under, or

Satan would overcome him. The conformity to Christ's

death, the fellowship of his sufferings, must be attended

with spiritual conflict; and if this is thy experience, my

dear sister, do not be surprised at those brethen who, not

understanding you, have no sympathy in your manifold

temptations. Yea, although they may even despise you,

look to “Jesus only.” He is the Friend that sticketh

closer that a brother. He is the Brother born for adver

sity. “I will never leave thee, nor forsake thee.’

“In Thyatira there were some who had not known the

depths of Satan as they speak, and the Lord did not put

upon them any other burden; yet they were commanded

to hold fast that which they had already till He came. Now

this agrees with Paul, who says, “Whereto we have already

attained, let us walk by the same rule;’ that is, the rule of

leaving things behind which have been already conquered

by faith, and pressing forward to things before. I am not

speaking of the degrees of glory placed before every be

lieving soul, and attainable or otherwise to those who give

all diligence, adding to faith, virtue, knowledge, temper

ance, etc., as Peter describes the “abundant’ entrance; but
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I am speaking of the spiritual enemies, invisible hosts of

wicked spirits, who have access to our carnal mind and flesh

(for in my flesh dwelleth no good thing). The spiritual agen

cies attack God's children in their onward progress to the

prize, because they know very well that we shall have the

glorious honour of reigning over them in our new and

glorified state with Jesus Christ. Therefore their malice,

hatred, deceit, envy, and determined opposition may not be

at all wondered at; and the Lord has plainly told us, that

“in the world ye shall have tribulation, but (ah, thank God

for this little word but!) be of good cheer, I have overcome

the world.” Are there depths of Satan? There are also

depths of love in Christ. Are there principalities and

rulers of darkness in high places? There are also heights

of love; yea, heights and depths, and lengths and breadths .

of the love of God in Christ Jesus our Lord, on whatever

platform the contest of the soul is fought. The Lord is

there with Daniel in the lions' den, with the Hebrew chil

dren in the fire, with Paul and Silas in the stocks. An

omnipresent God is with Hisº to save.

“Fear not, worm Jacob, I am with thee.’ ‘Call upon Me in

the day of trouble, and I will deliver thee, and thou shalt

glorify Me.”

“In the last chapter of Paul to the Ephesians, the armour

of God is provided for this spiritual conflict. Put it on,

dear sister, especially in this evil day; and may our blessed

Lord give us strength to stand; and having done all, to stand,

yea, as also the evangelist Luke says, when the great sifting

time comes—the snare that is suddenly to overtake the pro

gress of all earthly things on the face of the whole earth:

* Watch ye, therefore, and pray always, that ye may be ac

counted worthy to escape all these things that shall come

to pass, and to stand before the Son of man’ (Luke xxi. 36).

“Having done all, to stand; stand, therefore, having your

loins girt about with truth,” etc. (Eph. vi. 13–18). “There

fore, my brethren, dearly beloved and longed for, my joy and

crown, so stand fast in the Lord, my dearly beloved’ (Phil.

iv. 1).-Ever yours, in the hope of the glory of God,

through the precious blood of Jesus Christ,

“JoHN HAMBLETON.”

LUDIOW AND AIBERGAWENN.Y.

A good number of souls were brought in here. Brother

Lear laboured with me at these places, and also at Hereford,
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where blessing was given, and crowds heard the word of

life.

THE BRIDGE ovER THE RIVER,

An aged man sat on a bank of the Hereford river, lean

ing on the top of his staff, while his eyes seemed intently

fixed on the gliding stream. I sat beside him, yet he was

so absorbed in thought that he did not move. Speaking

loudly, I said, “Old man, you and I must cross the river”

(meaning the river of death). This roused him, and look

ing at me with a start, he exclaimed, “And what can a man

do if he cannot swim P’’ “He must sink,” was the reply.

He heaved a heavy sigh. Then, preaching Jesus, I showed

him God's way of saving perishing sinners, but without

any apparent effect, for he wanted to swim across the river

of death in his own righteousness. I left him shortly after

wards, and when I had crossed over the bridge towards the

town, I waited for the old man, who was slowly coming that

way. “Now,” said I, “old man, you have crossed the river;

how did you get over safely?” He pointed to the bridge,

and, taking this illustration, I preached Jesus, whose blood

has washed our sins down the tide of death, and Himself is

the bridge or Mediator between God and men. The poor

man's eyes opened; he no more tried to swim in his own

strength or righteousness. He believed in Jesus, and went

on his way rejoicing, and exclaiming, “I see it ! I see it! I

see it !”

The Lord gave us many tokens of his presence, both in

the Corn Exchange and in the open air at Hereford.

FIRST WISIT TO II:ELAND.

Yes, to that unhappy land, proverbially known as such,

poor Ireland. As to the cause of the blight and mildew

which have overspread the greater part of its population,

that is known to God alone, and the Judge of all the earth

will do right. Were we to write our own thoughts or

opinions upon the subject, we should look for nothing less

than that our parchment roll of mourning, lamentation, and

woe, like Jeremiah's message, would be cut to pieces in the

winter-house of unbelief (Jer. xxxvi. 22), and burned in

the modern fires of both princely and priestly indignation;

so we shall forbear to write our own opinions, and will

leave the matter in his hands who shall bring every secret
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thing to light; and “God requireth that which is past”

(Eccles. iii. 15). An impression was given to the mind of

the writer that he must visit Ireland, and the Providential

cloud moved that way. Edward Usher was going to see

his relatives, and asked me to travel with him. Knowing

it to be the mind of the Lord, we went. A dear man of

God, whose heart had been enlarged for service in this great

work of Christ, and whose leaflets, like the coriander seed

in the desert, have fallen in thousands of corners of this

habitable globe, also another dear child of God whom the

Holy Spirit has yoked together with the first, received and

welcomed us. Mr. Bewley and Mr. Fry took for us, at a

considerable expense, the Metropolitan Hall for public

preaching. The Revival had been in active operation in the

northern parts of Ireland for two or three years previously.

Many labourers had the Lord of the harvest sent into his

harvest field, and those dear servants of the Lord had reaped

much from their labours. Grattan Guinness, about the

same time as the work began in Lancashire, was heralding

the name of Christ to thousands in Dublin with extraordi

nary power. The young preacher roused the minds of

many as a preparative of what followed. Mr. Denham

Smith, after visiting Belfast, and investigating the prostra

tion phenomena, came back endued with power from on

high, and, as a son of consolation, was used greatly of the

Lord to draw doubting minds to view the risen life of the

Saviour. Radcliffe, Weaver, and others, had also in turn

passed over the ground in many parts, and the Lord had

owned the labours of his servants in the salvation of pre

cious souls. Usher, having fulfilled his mission in bringing

me to his native country, returned to his family at Man

chester.

The first day of our preaching was sufficient to stamp

the truth to any stranger that we were in “poor, unhappy

Ireland.” It was the Lord's day. Bishops and priests of

the Church of Rome, dressed in scarlet and fine linen, were

at the head of 20,000 poor, ragged creatures, and some

gaily-dressed people from different localities, all in a state of

excitement, with ensigns and religious paraphernalia, follow

ing the drums and fifes through the streets of Dublin to

lay the foundation-stone of a new college. People seemed

in fear that there would be faction-fighting, and left the

town in thousands, so that it was no revival of the gospel

that day, and the attendance at the Metropolitan Hall was
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very scanty. But the Lord was with us. He gave us en

couragement, and on the following Thursday a great

number came, and for five weeks the place was crowded,

during which time much blessing was given of the Lord in

the salvation of precious souls. It was cheering to witness

some two thousand faces eagerly drinking in the words of

life each night of preaching, and mány remaining for the

after-meetings. -

A CONVERTED ROMAN CATHOTIC.

Beneath the galleries of the Metropolitan Hall, numbers

of these poor, deluded people could creep in unnoticed by

their own sort, and the seeds of truth have found a lodg

ment in some hearts even amongst them. A respectable

young man, in the after-meeting, secretly made an appoint

ment to meet me privately in Phoenix Park on a certain

day. He then told me that a burden of conscience had

been hanging over him; during the past six months he

could get no sleep at night, his appetite was leaving him,

and he was sore troubled. The fact was, some six months

previously, he had heard a lecture in the West of Ireland

on the absurdities of the Romish doctrines by one of the

Irish Church Mission agents, and it sent him to examine

the Scriptures; and while others were in bed fast asleep at

midnight, he was up eagerly reading the Word of God, and

had plainly discovered the terrible apostasy of the Church

of Rome. But his whole family, and all the people in the

part where he was employed, were Romanists, and it would

be death to him if they knew his mind on the subject. I

told him plainly that light had come to him, and, as the

Lord Jesus was made a public spectacle to all, so those who

would follow Him must confess Him openly, and come out

from amongst the ungodly. He saw it must be done; for

the fires of truth in his soul, if stifled, would prove far

hotter in the end than would the fires of persecution upon

the body. He was thoroughly satisfied that the Scriptures

were right, and that Romanism was wrong.

Mr. and Mrs. Rickey were, like Aquila and Priscilla,

labouring together in the Lord. They had meetings for

prayer and preaching in their own houses, and, being close

to Beggar's-bush Barracks, were greatly used of the Lord

amongst the regiments of soldiers successively stationed

there. Mrs. Rickey was a most indefatigable visitor. She
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had herself been snatched from the power of priestcraft.

To these Christian friends I invited this young man, and

having once been introduced to the company of God's

children, he found a way to leave his Romanism, and the

Lord opened a door in another part of the country for his

tºment It proved a real case of conversion to

hrist.

JOURNEY TO THE SOUTH OF IRELAND.

The Revival had spread through many places in the

north ; but there was the dreary south, with its poor, rag

ged and degraded population. Can anything be done to

reach those masses of blind and ignorant peasantry, already

filled with hatred to anything like Scripture, and goaded

on even to kill those who dare attempt the preaching of

gospel truth? The poor priest-bound slaves are perishing

for lack of knowledge. My mind was to journey south,

and, if doors opened in any of the theatres, to invite the

poor to hear the word of life. But Satan, ever ready to

oppose the gospel being introduced into his powerful strong

holds, will not relax in his devices to obstruct, alarm, or

raise persecution against the servants of Christ who make

any aggressive movement on his dark territories; and his

wiles are numerous and most malignant. He often uses

God's own children to frustrate, through the flesh, the good

work which might, if such had borne in mind and acted on

our Saviour's words, “Be ye therefore wise as serpents, and

harmless as doves,” have been successfully accomplished.

At the Metropolitan Hall a man, while I was speaking,

brought to the platform a long letter, and placed it in my

hand. It contained his experience as a convert from

Romanism, and at the top had a coffin marked on it, and on

the cover of the coffin these words were traced, “O Israel!

Faith a mystery.” This was a representation of what he

saw in a vision when in the west of Ireland.

At this time many threatening letters, with coffins marked

on them, had been sent to landlords and others in the south

of Ireland, and several assassinations had just taken place;

and no doubt the enemy of souls caused this poor man to

write a letter with a coffin marked upon it to prevent my

journey south. It is no little matter to go into a lions'

den, where all are hungry to devour their victims; if any

court martyrdom they have only to go and stand with the

F
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Bible in their hand and begin to preach in one of the streets

of Cork, Limerick, Tipperary, or any of those priest-ridden

districts. But to wait on the Lord, and move as his hand

directs, is the wiser way to be brought through all tempta

tions. Satan did, as will be seen afterwards, use this coffin

mark to harass my mind in many places as I journeyed
down south at the Lord's direction.

PARSONSTOWN.

A farmer from this neighbourhood happened to be at the

hall one evening, and invited me to Parsonstown. After

five weeks' profitable labour in Dublin, my course was to

wards the above town. There are many precious believers

in King's County. A Mr. and Mrs. Hackett opened their

doors to me, and, although both delicate in bodily health,

their souls were happy in the cause of Jesus. John Hackett

was a miller, converted under the preaching of Gideon

Ouseley some twenty years before. He entered heart and

soul into the work, using every exertion to gather up

people for the meetings, and his labours were not in vain.

We had refreshing seasons there; believers were edified

and souls were saved. A long room was crowded, and

. who could not get inside heard the word through the

windows. At two chapels also we had good meetings,

and Christians were ready to help in after-meetings, but

the crowning blessing here was in the open-air meetings.

opFN-AIR MEETING AT synge. FIELD,

a large domain, the property of Mr. Edward Synge, a

veteran soldier of the Cross, whose poor old body still

carries the slugs of the Romish assassin, he having been

more than once fired upon for preaching the gospel of

Christ in this district: his life was preserved by a Bible

which he carried in his breast, a ball having entered it

and stopped at the verse in the 17th chapter of John,

“Keep through thine own name those whom Thou hast

given me.” -

There never was in this part of the country so glorious

an out-door meeting as upon the 7th Sept., 1862. The old

man sat himself in his jaunting-car, rejoicing that God had

given him to see the day in which hundreds came from the

country round to hear the word of life. It pleased the
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'Lord to clear away the clouds and give a bright sun over

our heads just as the meeting began, a visible token of in

ward blessing from our heavenly Father. The power and

presence of his Holy Spirit cheered every heart; many

wept and rejoiced together. It was a solemn heart-in

spiring time. The text preached from had been first given

to me at Kingstown, near Dublin, where, having seen in a

Romish chapel-yard a huge cross with a spear and a sponge

hanging from it, around which several poor deluded

creatures were licking the ground with their tongues, and

bowing down to this great cross, the text of Scripture came

suddenly to my mind, “Why seek ye the living amongst the

dead? He is not here, but is risen” (Luke xxiv. 5, 6).

The above text came again forcibly to mind, as showing

that it is not a dead, but a living Christ we preach. “I am

He that liveth, and was dead, and behold I am alive for

evermore.” Could the people realize this, they would not

seek in the dust of death for that life which is not here,

but is risen. Ignorance of the risen Lord still spreads the

pall of death over the minds of the people who are seek

ing in earth that which has risen and gone to heaven.

Nſary, with others ignorant of that Scripture which says,

“Thou wilt not leave my soul in hell, neither wilt Thou

suffer thine Holy One to see corruption,”—had brought

sweet spices to anoint the body of Jesus; she was seeking

the living risen Lord among the dead; and many, through

false teachers, are still busy with the sweet spices. Though

Satan and his ministers have dug deep graves of false

creeds and false doctrines, they cannot find Him in these.

“Why seek ye the living among the dead?. He is not

here, but is risen.” But the deepest of all pitfalls is that

which tells the people that they must come through the

Church to Christ, instead of first to Christ, and through

Christ into the true Church of the first-born, whose names

are written in heaven. This great ecclesiastical death-bed

has swallowed up whole nations, and is crammed full of the

sweet spices of masses for the dead, penances, human theo

logy, creeds, beads, prayers and prayer-books, morality,

formality, and ceremonial of a hundred different forms.

Thus hecatombs of dead men's bones are there, the bones of

those who, having for years sought to find peace in corrupt

religiousness, have never learned that Christ “is not here,

but is risen.” Yes, it is new life altogether outside all

death—the mixed spices of mere carnal religion or self.

F 2
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righteousness. “The living, the living, he shall praise Thee,”

washed from all defilement of human righteousness, and

risen with Christ in a new, eternal, glorious existence.

Yet such as these are but strangers and pilgrims here

below, not seeking the Living One in this dead world, but

looking to Him and waiting for Him who “is not here, but

is risem.”

The Lord crowned our meeting with great blessing that

day, and we all went on.our way rejoicing.

THE SECRET THINGS BELONG UNTO GOD.

A dear brother in Christ, belonging to the Irish Wes

leyan Society, and whose labours were greatly owned of

the Lord round this part of the country, came one morning

to Brother John Hackett, exercised much in his mind as to

knowing how the Spirit operated in the sanctification of

the soul of a believer. This question had arisen in his

mind from that text, “Lazarus, come forth !” Seeing him

being strongly drawn towards a temptation, the following

passage was immediately given me for him : “As thou

knowest not what is the way of the spirit, nor how the

bones do grow in the womb of her that is with child; even

so thou knowest not the works of God who maketh all”

(Eccles. xi. 5). He was satisfied, and saved from one of

Satan's great wiles, that of causing believers to pry into

the secret things of God which are not revealed in his

Word. We walk by faith. God hath spoken : our work

is to hear and to obey. He worketh in us to will and do of

his good pleasure : let us work out that which He works

in us, and the result will be our sanctification or separation

from all evil. We adjourned to another room for prayer,

and had a happy time together. A little robin red-breast

came in with us and perched himself on a vacant chair till

we finished, then hopped upstairs and went out of the

window above. We felt the presence of that Spirit of

God who bloweth where He listeth, and who worketh all

things after the counsel of his own will, though man

knoweth not whence He cometh nor whither He goeth, and

can neither add to nor take from his work.

SPIRITUAL WARFARE.

The apostle tells us that Christians have warfare, and

that “our weapons are not carnal, but mighty through God
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to the pulling down of strongholds, casting down imagina

tions, and every high thing that exalteth itself against the

knowledge of God, and bringinginto captivity every thought

to the obedience of Christ.” Every aggressive Christian,

who sees beyond the mere external profession of faith,

must become acquainted with this spiritual warfare. Strong

holds are in the mind, and Satan will keep possession if

permitted. He works through the imaginations, often in

causing doubt and fear to arise, preventing the Christian's

progress in the Divine life and the knowledge of God; or,

if possible, to obstruct the spread of truth and righteous

ness, will deceive the novice or careless professor, cause

him to settle down in outward religiousness, and let the

deceived ones die serving him in ignorance and unbelief.

So that wherever the gospel seed is about to be scattered on

his territories, we must not be surprised at fiery darts

thrown through the eye, ear, imagination, or thoughts,

either awake or asleep. But fear thou God, and look to

the blood. -

THE FIRST ARROW IN THE JOURNEY SOUTH.

. Before leaving Parsonstown, a man met me on the road.

He pulled his hat over his eyes as he passed; and his ap

º was as though I had seen him before, but that he

id not desire my observation. Instantly Satan suggested :

This is the man who gave you the letter with a coffin

marked on it; he is a Jesuit, and following you from place

to place to kill you. This was no trifling dart from Satan's

quiver, but the shield of faith warded it off; and, looking up

to Him who is able to keep us from all weapons that are

formed against us, I went on to

ROSCREA.

This is one of those dilapidated old towns in the south of

Ireland, an index of the greater wretchedness which reigns

in the hearts of the poor deluded peasantry. The finger of

God had touched the potato at this time, and every year

presented the withered tops burnt up into a dry snuff; and

misery, poverty, Popery, and dirt seemed to desolate the

faces of the people and the mud habitations of the poor.

We held two meetings in a small Wesleyan chapel. Leaving

Roscrea, we went on to
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IMAILLOW.

No sooner had the train arrived at the station than the

enemy drew my attention to a man waiting for the train,

who had, to my imagination, every appearance of the coffin

man, and suggestions were thrust into my mind, “Now you

see what it is to come into the south of Ireland to sow the

gospel seed. You had better return.” But the Lord said,

“Go on;” and a Mr. Charles Haines received me into his

house. This was a godly family, and to my soul his house

was like a well of water in a thirsty land. We had two or

three meetings in a little chapel, and visited round the

country. An old clergyman was dying raving, believing

himself lost, saying he had been a hypocrite all his life.

He would not see me or any one, but cursed and swore very

bitterly. No doubt Satan gains advantage over many in

the destruction of the flesh; but is not that word left on re

cord for our consolation in such cases, “that the spirit may

be saved in the day of the Lord”? The Haines family kept,

a little memorandum book of visitors who came to the town,

where there was a mineral well, whose water was used for

medicinal purposes. Many names were in the book, and

lines written. I left the following, or something like it:—

“O land of blight, thy cattle are well fed

While children die for laſek of living bread.

Grant, Lord, this desert—barren, dry, and fallow—

May yet revive: fill Jacob's well; bless Mallow.”

CORK.

A few days before leaving Mallow, the news came from

Cork, the place of my next movement, that Gavazzi, the

Italian ex-priest, was gone there to lecture against Popery.

“Ah,” suggested the enemy, “he is gone before you to stir

up the people, and the Jesuit will be there ready to meet

you.” But the Lord had directed me to the south of Ire:

land to sow gospel seed. A dear brother, named Leonard

Potter, received me, and arranged for two services in the

Protestant Orphan Hall. The place filled on both nights,

and many Romanists were present. There were some few

signs of opposition these first two nights, but not a great

deal, until the newspaper reporter said, “This man is worse

than Gavazzi; for the first came openly and attacked us,

but this fellow neither speaks about the Pope of Rome, nor
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the great whore of Babylon, nor abuses Dr. Cullen or any

one else. It is “Jesus only' with him; therefore he is a

greater enemy than Gavazzi.” The next meeting was to

be held at the theatre, and news had come from Tralee that

Gavazzi had been obliged to fly for his life at three o'clock

in the morning. There had been a riot, and some pistol

shots had been fired. This news brought thousands to Cork

theatre, bent upon the slaughter of the Italian's pupil, as

they believed me to be. Yet the Lord of hosts rides upon

the water-floods. “Jesus only” was my theme and song,

and his name must be heard, though all the legions of dark

ness rage and foam at the sound. The noise was excessive;

yet my voice, being loud and strong, in a pretty high key,

was heard distinctly through yells and howlings, breakings

of boards, and knockings of sticks. The blessed God stood

by me; and, after less than half an hour's great shouting,

there was perfect quietness within, and all the noise was

without. Now the place being so crowded that no one

could either get in or out, I was determined to give them

another hour to sit and hear the simple way of salvation,

though they should never hear it again. Oh, what a differ

ence when the hearing ear is obtained Many, who had

been almost sweating with exertion of noise and shouting,

now, with open mouth and caps pulled off, were wiping away

tears from their eyes as they heard of the love of Jesus.

suffering for their sins. It was a blessed time, and many

outside were sorry they could not hear what the man had

to say. At the conclusion of the meeting, many anxious

souls remained behind. While talking to an invalid lady,

who had been all the time in one corner of a box, a man

came and tapped me on the shoulder, beckoned me out, and

passing the front door I saw the street outside filled with

wild men and women waiting to tear me to pieces when

I came out. But this man, with Mr. Potter, pulled down a

door at the back of the theatre, lowered me into a yard,

and then took me through an hotel, where a covered car

was ready, and thus the Lord delivered me at Cork, leaving

the crowds of poor deluded Romanists to wait in vain at the

front for the bird had flown at the back.

TRALEE.

The above town was the next place at which I had pro

mised to hold meetings, and the reader may imagine what.



104 BUDS, BLOSSOMS, AND FRUITS

a nest of hornets there would be to encounter. The Italian

had been stirring up the people to such an extent, that a

riot had taken place, and serious damage had been done to

individuals, but he had escaped the pistol shots, and fled

away at three o'clock in the morning, when they were sur

rounding the hotel where he stayed. Now Satan was busy

presenting coming disturbances, and perhaps death before

me, and that the Jesuits would be certainly there waiting

on my arrival at Tralee, for they also had heard of the row

at the Cork Theatre. The mind of the Lord was that I

should go, nevertheless, and He gave a little refreshing time

in the train on the way thither. While in a corner reading

my Bible, two young ladies came in at a certain station, who,

having seen me reading, pulled out their Bibles also. It

made my eyes start with astonishment to see Bibles in the

south of Ireland; and, having entered into conversation,

they told me of a great revival which had been going on in

Rerry, where many souls had been brought to Jesus. They

told me of several gentlemen who had been converted, and

had been labouring about there, naming Mr. Bland, Mr.

Mahony, Mr. Trench, and that they were going on to Tra

lee, where Mr. Crosbie, of Ardfert Abbey, had been used of

the Lord to gather from eighty to a hundred young con

verts together in a loft. This was like running waters in

a thirsty desert to my soul, for thick fogs of Romish va

pours had almost enveloped me, and invisible clouds of thick

darkness seemed to rest upon everything around. These

two children of God were like ministering spirits sent to

cheer my soul for the conflict. Legions of infernal spirits

had seemed to swarm about, like to swallow me up ; now

all was calm, and the Lord's presence was my paradise.

Having arrived at Tralee, I made my way to the hotel

where the meeting-room was, and true enough there had

been an unmistakable row. The window-panes were still

in a state of ruin, and everything told of some disturbance

having been committed very recently. Mr. Crosbie, the

gentleman to whom I was directed, lived four Irish miles

out of town; so, hiring a jaunting-car, I went to see him,

and the news of the two young ladies was verified in this

village, for the Lord had been truly saving the people. The

butler and all the servants were happy and rejoicing Chris

tians, and becoming real labourers in the vineyard. In the

evening, we held a meeting in the loft spoken of already,

and upwards of 100 converts, with open Bibles, listened to
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the expounding of the word; and such a time of refreshing

we had that it seemed heaven had come down to earth.

Every Protestant in this village seemed converted to Christ.

We went across the country some five or six more Irish

miles, over bogs and mud-walls, to a wild place called To

herbawn. Here also a little meeting-room was fitted up,

and the people came for miles, and there was the desert

showing blossoms, and revival Christian fruits growing

amongst the bogs of Ireland.

TRALEE MEETING.

The time now arrived for the meeting in the town. Mr.

Crosbie and his family thought it prudent to stay at home

that night. He was high-sheriff of the county, and the

determined hatred of the priests to anything Protestant,

with the power they have over the consciences of the poor

deluded people, might cause some mishap; so the Lord

Himself went with me. The car conveyed me to a Mr.

Stephen Sands, who was a good old soldier of the Cross, and

feared no man. The room was full when we arrived. The

evidences of the mischief effected during the previous week

were visible on the walls and platform, and were also mani

fested in the dilapidated windows of the building. They

were the highest Protestant families in the district who

came on this night, for a great work of God had been going

on here before Gavazzi came, and this night was the testing

time whether the prayer-meeting here was to close or not.

Never shall we forget the powerful presence of God ex

perienced in that assembly. The halo of his nearness

breathed life and not death. My own soul swelled within

me, while tears were coursing down the faces of many who

heard the word. If there were any Romanists there, they

must have felt something they never had done before. Truly

it was a good time, and one to be remembered. Not a dog

moved his tongue that night, for the streets were as quiet

as though it was an empty town. The enemy was defeated,

and the Lord alone was exalted. Bless his holy name !

TARBERT AND SALLOW GLEN.

Mr. Thomas Sands, brother to Mr. Stephen Sands, was

resident magistrate at Sallow Glen. He wrote for me to

come over there, about sixteen Irish miles, across a boggy
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country. There also the Lord was working. The sweet

savour of Christ, through the preaching of those gentle

men whom the Lord had converted in Kerry, had spread to

many parts, and the hearing ear was given to hundreds.

This gentleman and his lady have a school-room, where chil

dren are educated and the gospel is preached. Much bless

ing was given at this place, and also at Tarbert, where a

rough Irish farmer, who had ruined himself and family

through drink and dissipation, could not sleep or rest from

the text he heard, which stuck like an arrow into his soul

—“What must I do to be saved?” At the last meeting,

he grasped me by the hand, saying, “I have found Jesus,

the way of salvation.”

Many Roman Catholics here are secretly reading the

Scriptures, and the walk of the young converts and the

change in their lives is acting as a powerful incentive to

inquiry after truth. But the fear of each other keeps them

from openly confessing Christ. One man did so, and when

they surrounded him he fell on his knees and, before them

all, thanked God for his deliverance from Romanism, and

confessed he was saved through the blood of “Jesus only.”

The priests forbade any one working for him. He was a

farmer, and would have been left helpless in his occupation,

but Mr. Sands sent him horses and men to plough and sow

his fields. The Lord be praised for the conversion of these

men of influence in Kerry. Poor men could make no way

at all here against the priests, but these men of estate and

standing balance the power of the priesthood over the minds

of the people, and make an open door for other evangelists

whom the Lord may please in his wisdom to send thither.

May He give these gentlemen eyes to see their great re

sponsibilities, and use them for his glory and their own

eternal good, and the salvation of precious souls. The

Lord bless and prosper the work of their hands !

YOUGHAL.

The great awakening which took place at Belfast, in the

north of Ireland, did not die out when it appeared to leave

that part of the island. It travelled silently and steadily

to many other localities, and labourers arose from it who

carried the revival spirit both west and south. A spirit of

anxiety for the gospel was also imparted to all parts of the

country. Invited to Youghal, a Mr. Greene received me;
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and the Town Hall was taken for a meeting. This is an old

seaport, and supposed to be the first place to which Sir

Walter Raleigh brought the potato from America. The

hall was decorated with evergreens, for it had been engaged

for a ball or party to be held on the following night, and

many poor Roman Catholics had come to see the dressing;

consequently they were seated with Protestants to hear the

preacher. A young Christian present, having engaged in

prayer, was soon interrupted by the cry of a rough Roman

Catholic, “What about the mother of God?” This was

repeated several times, and it was no doubt a signal for a

disturbance. So, singling the man out, I said, “Friend,

you mean the Blessed Virgin, don't you?” “Yes; what

about the mother of God?” “Well, sit down; I’m going

to tell you something; you shall hear about the Blessed

Virgin.” He sat for a little while, and gave me time to

catch the outward ear of the audience by saying,

“Now the great matter is rightly to understand the

difference between flesh and spirit, according as the Scrip

tures have described it. The Book says, “From everlasting

to everlasting Thou art God.' Now the Blessed Virgin

was not from everlasting ; she was a creature of time, and

a creature of time could not be the mother of God, who was

from eternity. Then again the Scripture says, “God is a Spi

rit, and they that worship Him must worship Him in spirit

and in truth.' Now the Blessed Virgin was flesh and blood,

and you cannot think that flesh and blood is the mother of

spirit. Therefore, the Virgin could not be the mother of

God, who is a spirit. But you will ask me, “Was she not

the mother of our Saviour P’ Then I answer, ‘Yes, because

He was the man Christ Jesus;" as the apostle says, “There

is one God, and one Mediator between God and men, the

man Christ Jesus: here you see ‘God was manifested in

the flesh.’ And when Jesus passed the blind men, they

cried out, “Jesus, Thou son of David, have mercy on us; '

so that the Blessed Virgin was the mother of the man

Christ Jesus according to the flesh, of the seed royal of

David's line. But Peter says, “He was put to death in the

flesh, and quickened [or raised again] by the Spirit.' Now

it is in resurrection that we know the Lord. He died for

sinners, and his precious blood purges away our sins. But

Paul says, “If Christ be not raised from the dead, then is

our preaching vain, and your faith is also vain.” And he

says again, “Henceforth know we no man after the flesh;
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yea, though we have known Christ after the flesh, hence

forth know we Him no more.’ And our Lord Himself,

when one said, ‘Thy mother and thy brethren stand with

out,' answered, ‘Who is my mother, and who are my

brethren? And He stretched forth his hand toward his

disciples, and said, Whosoever shall do the will of my

Father, the same is my brother, and sister, and mother.’

Now, the will of God is after the Spirit, and not after the

flesh, which is put to death. But Jesus has risen, having

left us an example that we should follow his steps, and we

now know Him in resurrection life, and not what He took

from the woman, which has been put to death.”

The man again arose up, but the people took hold of him,

turned him out of the room, closed the door, and put their

backs against it. Now both Protestants and Roman

Catholics were very quiet for an hour and a half, while the

gospel was preached in its simplicity, and the Lord gave

much blessing.

LIMERICK, ENNIS, KILKISHEN, ETC.

At Limerick, the news of disturbances at the Cork

Theatre prevented the proprietor letting the building for

gospel preaching; so the Protestant Hall was engaged,

and, several gentlemen joining in the work, we had a few

good meetings. Many souls amongst the Protestant

portion of the population have been brought to Christ in

these districts, and the young men of the Trench family have

been much used of the Lord, as well as Mr. Guinness and

Mr. Denham Smith. The fruits of their labours are found

in all these places, and Bible-readings are very much

sought out and attended by those who have been brought

to the Lord under this late Revival. This is a feature very

common in most places, proving that the study of the

Scripture and searching into the prophetic Word is the

teaching of the Holy Spirit going hand in hand with evan

gelistic work. It is evident that the generality of denomi

nations have lacked this, so that the converts of former

days, having only to feed upon their own experience and

what they heard from the pulpit, have failed to grow in the

knowledge of Scriptural truth; and this is one great reason

of so few real pastors and teachers being found amongst the

old Churches of denominational schools to help in this

present work, and is also a cause of so many backsliders being
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found everywhere. The Word of God is the only food which

can strengthen the mind of God's people to keep them

standing fast against the tremendous temptations of these

last perilous times. “Search the Scriptures” (John v. 39).

Many read the Scriptures as they do newspapers, and their

heads are filled with the letter thereof; but search the

Scriptures for their hidden treasures, and then the heart

will be filled with the spirit of the Word, which is life

eternal.

DEAD AND LIVING FAITH–A WORD TO PROFESSING

PROTESTANTS AND PROFESSING ROMAN CATHOLICS.

Roman Catholics, seeing professing Protestants bringing

forth no fruits of the Spirit, naturally cling to their own

religion, and very properly say, “Faith without works is

dead;” while the professing Protestant, on the other hand,

has learned the truth so far as to know that “by the

deeds of the law no flesh shall be justified.” The Pro

testant in his dead faith, and the Roman Catholic in his

dead works, take the carnal weapons of this world and

wrestle against the flesh and blood of each other without

knowing the true faith which sweetly works by love; so

that death and not life reigns in the dead souls of each.

“Believe,” says the Protestant, “and thou shalt be saved,”

and yet they are slaves to their lusts and not saved them

selves; and the Roman Catholic says, “The devils believe

and tremble—we must work to be saved.”

Now the truth of living faith for justification depends

upon that little word in or on. The devils believe that

Christ is the Holy One of God, but they tremble because

they do not believe in Him for salvation. He did not die

for devils. He took upon Him the seed of Abraham.

Man can believe on the Lord Jesus for salvation; man can

believe in Jesus for eternal life, because He died for man.

Now, to believe in Jesus and to believe on the Lord Jesus

is something more than either dead faith or dead works

can do. The devils do believe, but cannot believe on Christ

as a Saviour. They tremble. Man may believe, yet have

a dead faith and a deceived heart, and so not tremble,

though not saved. Living faith is heart-work. True faith

believes in Christ, consequently looks out of self; this

living faith in the crucified and risen Lord produces

love in the soul and purifies the heart from self, saving
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the poor sinner who believes in and on the Lord

Jesus Christ, having no confidence in the flesh whatever.

This is the only power which can make Ireland and the

world free. “Ye shall know the truth, and the truth shall

make you free.” No carnal weapon is used in this war

fare of living faith.

THE BRETHREN AT CLONMEL.

We are still in the south of Ireland, and still in the

body; nevertheless, we have a treasure in earthen vessels,

and the sentence of death being in old Adam we know

the outward man perisheth, but the inward man is renewed

day by day. The apostle's experience of being troubled

on every side, yet not distressed, perplexed but not in

despair, persecuted but not forsaken, cast down but not

destroyed, is in measure the experience of every real

follower of Christ who is called to testify for the truth as

well as minister the grace of Christ to sinners.

There were some Christians at Clonmel, who had written

to Nenagh asking me over to preach in their little room;

but now they had heard that I had broken bread with some

other Christians somewhere or other, who had belonged to

some other party or parties of Christians which had broken

bread with other parties somewhere else, and they could

not receive me on that account; so they sent me a book on

the Lord's Supper, desiring me to study that, and declining

to receive me at Clonmel, to which I replied, “‘O foolish

Galatians, who hath bewitched you?' I have God's Book,

and need not any other on the supper of the Lord.”

WATERFORD.

Received at Mr. Simon Prosser's house, we had happy

intercourse with himself and family, and occasional visits

from an old soldier of the Cross, named Brown, who as

an author, has drawn swords with Popery on the one hand,

and Antinomianism on the other, and has very ably warded

off the attacks of a Mr. Ward, who had thrust at the

truth of the Protestant Bible. At this town I was much

surprised by witnessing a procession of young priests

returning from college. There seemed to be a real training

school here. My mind was led, while looking at them, to

contrast things which I had seen at Panama, South America,
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with what was now seen in Ireland. When the Lord be

gan to work on my soul at first, bringing me from San

Francisco, there was an opportunity given of witnessing

the dilapidated buildings of old Spanish Romanism in that

part of the world, both amongst Mexicans and half-caste

Spaniards. The old church at Panama had been covered

with sea-shells, the enamelled side outward, which must

have had an imposing aspect in the sunshine some cen

turies ago, but now was in patches, worn and mutilated:

decayed carved images were found inside, and oil paintings

musty and torn; a number of hungry-looking priests,

dressed up in dirty white gowns, were laughing and jab

bering something like theatrical incantations as the pas

sengers of the American ship went through the old edifice;

beggars in rags were holding boxes for money; dirt, dust,

broken grave-slabs, and other relics of olden times, all

denoted priestly wreck and ruin. Contrasting this with

the new Romish buildings springing up under the rule and

government of Protestant England, and hundreds of well

fed, strong young men, fostered for annual drafting to all

corners of British dominions, showed me that while Pro

testants were becoming practically, if not professedly,

infidels, this organized political religion would shortly so

astonish Protestant England that they would discover

when too late a brood of vipers had been cherished in

their very midst which would poison and destroy their

children, and eat into the vitals of the nation which liad

been entrusted with the Word of God. That Word, as a

looking-glass, shows the workings of this mother of all

abominations; but men have forsaken the Scriptures for

the guidance of newspapers and comic charivaris, which

too often mislead the people and teach their senators folly.

Forgetting God, men have become possessed by a passion

for gathering up riches: they pull down their factories

and build greater, saying to their souls, “O soul, let

England eat, drink, and play; go to Isthmian games; care

not for Bibles, nor for the warnings of the watchmen.”

While our land has thus been spiritually asleep, the enemy

has crept in; and who can tell to this people the coming

consequences of their neglect of duty P

Yet we had two meetings at Waterford, and the power

of the Lord was present to save and bless under the

F.; of the simple gospel. But the enemy was still

unting the preacher, as the following incident will show.



112 BUDS, BLOSSOMS, AND FRUITS

Two of Mr. Prosser's female servants had been to the

meeting, and did not return home with the family. After

waiting up till after midnight, Mr. Prosser went down to

the lodge at the entrance of his grounds for the purpose

of sending a man on an errand of inquiry about them,

when to his surprise he found them both in hysterical fits

at the lodge, where they had been all the time. When

sensible, they said while coming up the lawn a man ap

peared suddenly in the pathway with a gun in his hand,

which caused them to fly back to the old woman at the

lodge in terror, where they had been ever since in the

state as found by their master. Now when this news

came up to the house, the enemy again brought to my

mind the coffin letter received at Dublin, and insinuated

that a Jesuit was following day and night to take my life.

But the shield of faith, as before, received this fiery dart,

and the gospel was preached again the next night, the

Lord being powerfully present; and not a hair of our

heads fell to the ground. There is no knowing the tre

mendous power of temptation Satan has both on the

imagination and on the mind; but a firm trust in “Jesus

only” will bring a greater power into the soul to lift us

above everything that may assail us. “They overcame

him by the blood of the Lamb.” “Fear not, worm Jacob,

I am with thee.” -

MOSS FIELD.

Mr. Harding, the farmer who first invited me down

south when at Dublin, again asked me to his house at

Moss Field. He had been greatly blessed in his own soul,

and followed me to Nenagh, where he wept like a little

child as we were parting. He engaged a school-room,

gathered the people for miles round, and much blessing

was given of the Lord. He drove us across the country

to a relation, who told us the revival work had reached

their neighbourhood, and the lady related the following

incident concerning the work there:—

A father and son had for fifteen years been at the

bitterest animosity with each other, even to fighting;

cursing and hatred being continually in their hearts one

towards the other: during the whole of these years they

lived on land a short distance apart from each other. But

a crowded revival meeting was now nightly held near the

-
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place, and both father and son had been led simultaneously

to the meeting. On the same night they were both so

wrought upon by the spirit of conviction that each went

home broken in spirit, and not having known that the

other had been present. Each was up all that night

crying to God for mercy, and both were made happy at

their separate cabins about the same time in the morning.

The first thing on the mind of the father was to go and

seek out his son and ask his forgiveness for the past; and

the first thing on the mind of the son was to go and seek

out his father and ask his forgiveness for the past. So,

both starting on the same errand about the same time,

they met in a narrow lane. Each stopped and expected

abuse from the other, but, both hearts being full of the

pardoning mercy of God, they looked at each other, then

both asked forgiveness from the other, fell on their knees

and said, “God has forgiven me.” They embraced each

other on their knees, while tears coursed down their faces,

but neither of them knew that the other had been at the

revival meeting. The grace of God, which bringeth salva

tion, had appeared in both hearts at once; and the heart

of the father was turned to his son, and the heart of the

son was turned to the father. Love was the healing

medicine for each soul, through the precious blood of a

crucified Redeemer. -

Such fruit as this growing everywhere, and thousands

of such instances being literally brought to the light of

open day, how can any but hardened Pharisees reject the

works of God so manifested before their eyes, and still

have the presumption to say this work is not of God?

But the church of lukewarm Laodicea needs the eye-salve

of true repentance, that she may see clearly ; and the gold

of precious faith tried in the fire, that thus she may possess

the only true riches; and the white raiment of Jesus'

righteousness, lest her nakedness appear before the eyes of

all. May the Holy Spirit give the unction from above to

all who name the name of Christ, and who undertake to

declare his truth in this world of unbelief and error

IPRAYER, THE SECRET OF REVIVAL INFLUENCE AT DUBLIN.

The spirit of prayer has been specially given to some

of those brethren in Dublin, and He who has promised

to answer prayer has verified his own faithfulness in
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blessing with a continuance of revival influence here,

which is not to be seen where the exercise of prayer has

ceased. The simple gospel is the whole of their theme,

and desire for the salvation of souls. This is prayed for,

looked for, believed for, worked for; and Dublin is like a

little fountain, sending streams of gospel grace through

all other parts of Ireland.

Leaving Ireland in 1862, after the first visit of six

months, I returned again in 1864, and found an increase

of revival work both north and south : even at Cork,

where again with a young man named Henry Moorhouse,

the Romanists, as at first, attacked us in the theatre, and

were as bitter as ever; yet there the Lord had converted

some young gentlemen, who were now heart and soul in

this blessed work. One great feature in Ireland was the

evangelistic circuits every day in the week. Tours were

made, where preachers followed each other, and great

blessing is the result. The most unlikely characters have

been converted to Christ, and are now engaged labouring

for Jesus, gathering souls to Him in their own sphere of

work. The young Trenches are still earnestly engaged at

Sligo and other parts of the north ; a steady, prosperous

revival goes on, in which many hundreds have been

brought from Satan's kingdom, and the travelling circuits

are supported with various labourers springing up, filled

with a steady purpose of witnessing for Christ, and all

this work is upheld by constant prayer at Dublin. Lord,

teach us to pray; Lord, increase our faith. O Lord, re

vive thy work

THE WALUE OF TRACTS.

I had seen extraordinary blessing attending the distri

bution of tracts—one case I shall mention. Bob Jones

was a sort of half demon, and a ringleader of a band of

chartist infidels. The Lord laid him upon a sick bed, and

even when there if a clergyman came to visit him, he

would throw at his head the candlestick or anything he

could lay his hands on. One day, having heard that John

Latham had gone to talk with Bob, I followed him, and

found John sitting at the foot of the bed. I walked in,

Bob not knowing who the stranger was. There were

several infidel friends downstairs. At once I said, “Bob,

you are a dying man.” He rose up instantly in a fury,
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saying, “How do you know that?” “You are a dying

man,” said I, calmly. Thinking it was a parson come to

see him, he gave out a volley of abuse against them, but

when he was quieted down a little by my agreeing with

him about priestcraft, we brought him to the blood of

Christ. Satan then had tremendous power on his mind: at

last, going on my knee, I said, “Come John, you and I will

pray for Bob Jones.” An infidel was in the room at the

time. When we kneeled down, Bob seized a tailor's sleeve

board and was about to throw it at my head, but his

arm was arrested by a power unseen, and he held it in a

throwing attitude, while the trembling infidel cried out,

“Don’t, Robert; don’t throw it.” But God held his arm,

and the disease in his hip was sore at that time. We

rayed long, and his infidel friend ran downstairs, while

ob fell back exhausted. Satan yet filled his heart, so we

left him and preached to his companions below stairs.

In a few days I sent a little book, called “Bob, the Cabin

Boy,” a tract from the Dublin Tract Depôt, folded in an

envelope and directed it to Bob Jones, Staleybridge, and

was informed afterwards that he read it over and over

again, and died acknowledging his sins, and asking mercy

from the Saviour of sinners by the Holy Spirit. “Bob, the

Cabin Boy” conquered Bob Jones, the infidel. These little

silent messengers are indeed like the leaves of the tree of

life for the healing of the nations: may the Lord bless

the publication and distribution of millions of them for

his own glory, and the salvation of sinners. Amen

A FEW JoTTINGS FROM MY Journal.

Returned from Ireland in December, 1862. Laboured

about Lancashire during the cotton famine. Wrote a letter

on sending the poor people to Australia, instead of building

oor-houses in this small island for them. (Revival, No. .

181.) Saw thousands go from Liverpool under the hand of

God: praise Him; his judgments are right. Grieved in

very heart to see the fashions in drapers' shop windows, and

gaiety amidst famine; but know the people are led captive

by the devil at his will. Lord, save thine own from the

abounding iniquity of these days, ripening for judgment.

June, 1863–Moved west. Laboured at Weston-super

mare; preached to the crowds on the esplanade, at the

Town Hall, Assembly Rooms, and at the corner of a street
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to working men. Mr. Elwin, a diligent man of God, re

ceived me. Preached in the open air at Portishead, Pill,

and other villages. Invited to Barnet to attend a confer

ence of believers. Over 1200 met ; amongst them were

lords, ladies, and poor men, brought from many parts of

Europe, and all now of one rank at the feet of Jesus, as

poor sinners saved by the grace of God. It was a glorious

time, and a real foretaste of the coming kingdom.

From Barnet returned to Cardiff, where Mrs. Hollyer, a

lady endued with great power of spirit for this evangelis

tic work, is much used of the Lord. Found young converts

going on well since my former visit to this place, two years

and a half previously. Again left Cardiff, crossed the chan

nel in a steamer to Burnham, which steamer being long and

narrow broke in halves twenty minutes after we landed.

Had it been twenty minutes before, perhaps we should not

have been spared to write this; but our God is on the sea.

Visited North Devon—Barnstaple, Bideford, Appledore.

Met with many precious souls whom the Lord had saved

three years before on the first visit, still growing in grace.

The Lord keep and bless them until that day when we shall

meet in glory: some are labouring in the gospel. We re

joiced together at meeting again in the flesh. Went on to

Gilscott ; met brethren in conference also at Exeter.

Went to Teignmouth ; preached to a fashionable audience

in the Assembly Room. But my preaching does not gene

rally please itching ears; it is more calculated to make

them tingle, because of an inability to please man when

endeavouring to please God, knowing from his Word the

end of all this world's fashion. Lord, have mercy on all

such, and open their eyes to see the vanity of all things be

neath the sun.

Went on to Plymouth; received into Brother Snell's

house. The Mechanics' Institute, which held upwards of

1400, was too small for the crowds of people; yet much

blessing was given here of the Lord in the conversion of

souls. Met several infidels opposing the children of God.

We sang them out of the room. All hail the power of

Jesu's name ! The large fish-market was taken, and a plat

form having been erected, on Sunday afternoon from 6000

to 7000 stood very attentively to listen to the word preached.

The policeman said there had been present hearing the gos

pel many hundreds of the very lowest classes from the back

alleys of the town, who had never been inside a church or
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chapel in their lives. Is not this the only legitimate way

of preaching Christ's message of life to the people? De

vonport, Stonehouse, Plympton, Saltash, and one or two

small towns of Cornwall were visited, and the Lord gave

power and blessing to his own Word, the instrument being

completely full of perfect weakness. Praise God.

Returned to Teignmouth; stayed with a godly farmer,

named Moysey, for two or three meetings on the way.

Then came on to Mr. Bland, a gentleman from Kerry, Ire

land, whom God had converted, and raised up to preach in

that country: some of the effects of his labours I had wit

nessed on my journey through the south of Ireland.

A. LETTER FROM AN UNKNOWN FRIEND.

“Dear Brother in Jesus Christ,-A sinner saved by

God's grace, who heard you last night proclaiming the un

searchable riches of Christ in the chapel at Ridgway, sends

you a trifle for travelling expenses (the “trifle” was two

five-pound notes), with a prayer that the Lord may bear

testimony by his Spirit—in the hearts and consciences of

thousands wherever you go, or wherever his Word is so

faithfully preached—to the truth as it is in Jesus.” (There

was no signature; but the Lord knows the writer.)

THE SEcoSD coxſDNG of CHRIST.

Called by invitation to East Barnet, where another con

ference was convened by Mr. Skrine, of that place, in a

school-room, holding about five hundred. Many gifted

brethren met to meditate on the second coming of the

Lord. The light upon this precious subject is in many

minds neither clear nor dark, but rather confused, owing

to the different interpretations of Scripture prophecy. M

own thought amongst the others is this: that the Churc

on earth is not yet ready for the marriage of the Lamb,

until the sheep are sifted from amongst the goats of eccle

siastical Christendom. Then, according to Revelation xix.,

when the judgment of the great whore takes place, the

sheep will be shaken out from amongst them, and will all

run together. The song is heard. The marriage of the

Lamb is come, and his wife hath made herself ready.

Every student of prophecy gets some little fresh light

on the subject, and it is well not to despise the light any •
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brother has. But to “be ready" is the main thing. The

wife cannot be ready while she is adorned with Babylonish

ornaments, or anything pertaining to the likeness of the

Beast's corruption. “Shake thyself from the dust.”

“Watch and pray always, that ye may be accounted worthy

to stand before the Son of man,” and thus prove yourselves
to be sons of God. -

HENRY MOORHOUSE, A MANCHESTER BLOSSOM.

“Ye see your calling, brethren, how that not many wise men after

the flesh, not many mighty, not many noble are called. But God hath

chosen the foolish things of the world to confound the wise; and God

hath chosen the weak things of the world to confound the things which

are mighty; and base things of the world, and things which are despised,

hath God chosen; yea, and things which are not, to bring to nought

things that are, that no flesh should glory in his presence.”—1 Cor. i.

How strong is the truth of God, and how widely different

to the ideas, thoughts, and judgments of the wisest of

men | When the greatest accomplishments beneath the

sun are to be achieved by men of this world, the honour

able, the noble, the learned, and the wise are sought out for

the undertaking; flesh is held in high esteem, and man is

worshipped. Not so with God. Mere things are taken

hold of, and used of Him for the mightiest purposes con

nected with his eternal counsels; and the most stupendous

work it is possible for finite minds to form a conception of

is brought to pass by the power of the Holy Spirit using

the little things of his choice, that proud flesh may be hum

bled to its own place, the dust—that God, who is a Spirit,

may be glorified, and truth triumph over error and sin.

Amongst the despised army who joined David in the

cave of Adullam, was every one that was in distress, eve

one that was in debt, and every one that was discontented,

and he became a captain over them. What a real picture

of the three classes of individuals who, during this late

Revival, have come to the despised Jesus, the Captain of

our salvation—distress of soul, debt of sin, and discontented

with the hard bondage under Satan wherewith we were

made to serve. -

The young man above named had been serving in prisons;

tried the life of a soldier, and was bought off by his father;

once poisoned himself, and three weeks elapsed before he

was recovered. Several of his Manchester companions

"having been led to hear of Jesus by the foolish preachers
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whom it has pleased the Lord to call into his service during

this mighty ingathering of souls from the kingdom of Satan,

Henry was led with them one evening into a room, where,

hearing a noise, he thought there was a fight going on, and

buttoned up to be in it. The word JESUs from the lips

of a brother came like a bullet, meeting him on the stairs

as he was ascending, for the first time, into a meeting where

the gospel was preached in its unadorned simplicity. He

had no rest that night, nor for several nights following.

The change of conduct so suddenly coming upon him sur

prised his parents. Young as he was, that family had been

brought to deep trial by his evil course, but the almighty

name of Jesus had entered into his soul in living power.

He was convicted of sin, he groaned for deliverance, and the

Lord delivered him from going down to the pit, for He

found a ransom. He learned that Jesus had paid his debt

of sin with his own precious blood. This relieved him

from his distress of soul, gave him peace in believing, and

took him from the hard bondage of his taskmaster the

devil, making him to serve a better Master, whose service

is perfect freedom. -

The Lord had special work for this young lad, and his

individuality was strongly marked. After conversion,

Henry was favoured by the Spirit's instruction through

several remarkable dreams. Upon one occasion, he saw in

his sleep three young men in Manchester, with white

jackets on their backs, on which were legible words

written, “These men are going to hell.” The place ap

peared to be near the infirmary, and before them was a

deep burning lake of fire unperceived by them. Henry

called aloud for them to stop, but they took no heed, until

he fell down upon his knees, and cried to God, saying,

“Lord, it is not by might, nor by power, but by thy

Spirit.” The men then turned back in haste, having dis

covered their danger. This dream was on Friday night, and

on the Sunday evening following, when Henry was preach

ing in the Alhambra Circus, those three identical young

men came into the place, and, before the meeting closed,

they were all on their knees, crying out for mercy, and

were brought to cry for pardon of their sins. The dream

was literally fulfilled.

Another remarkable dream. It appeared that all the

evangelists (many scores, who were labouring in this Re

vival) were brought into one room, and placed upon pede
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stals, like statues. Each one had a looking-glass on his

naked breast, and Henry could see the besetting sin of

every one of them. A little boy, like an angel, was inter

preting and naming each one, for Henry had not seen or

known them, except a few who had been labouring at Man

chester. As the little boy named each, and told their

besetting sins,—one, the love of money; another, the praise

of men; another, self-exaltation, etc., etc., Henry's own

turn came, and he trembled, expecting condemnation; but

he received his character, which was the love of praise of

men. Only three amongst the whole company were

exempt from any other motive than love to Jesus. . May

the Lord give him power always to please Him, and lead

him to watch against the praise of men, for that would spoil

his usefulness at once.

HENRY AUCTIONEERING.

After some months, when the Lord had plainly shown

his presence, and honoured the labours of his young ser

vant, he was tempted to auctioneer for his employer, and

this work was greatly weaning his mind from a separate

walk with the Lord. One evening, when engaged with his

auctioneer's hammer, the Lord sent the hammer of his

Word into his conscience. T B—, the strange man

without a hat (named before in these papers) suddenly

entered the shop, and cried aloud, “Thou ought to have thy

Bible in thy hand out amongst the people, and not that

hammer for the devil,” and immediately departed. This

speech was like a thunderbolt falling on Henry, and the

words gave a harder blow than he could stand. He at once

dropped the auctioneer's trade, came to Liverpool, slept one

night with the writer, and the Lord directed me to take

this young lad on a journey into Yorkshire and other

places.

EIALIFAX.

James Holroyd had imbibed the principles of infidelity

at his native town, Halifax, but had left, and was now

settled at Frome, in Somersetshire, where the Lord visited

him by conviction of sin, converted his soul, sent him into

the vineyard, and, in his peculiar line of things, he has been

used of God in a marvellous manner during this late
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Revival: he has erected one of the most unique meeting

houses ever seen. He had the plan of it given to him in a

vision, with all the interior arrangements. He afterwards

went to Italy to circulate the Scriptures, as the Lord

directed him. About the year 1863, James had it laid on

his mind to visit Halifax. He met with a few working

men whose hearts the Lord had touched, gave them some

revival hymns which he had printed, left a sovereign with

them, and told them to take a room for revival services.

This stirred up these brethren to work in earnest. The

Lord sent Harrison Ord and other evangelists to help

them ; the work increased, sinners were converted to God,

larger places were hired, and, when Henry Moorhouse and

the writer went there, the revival tide was rolling on. The

Odd Fellows' Hall was engaged, and from 1000 to 1500

souls, fired with life and love, sang the praises of God in

such a manner that made Satan tremble at the presence of

the living God. Henry's gift was peculiarly adapted to

reach the natural affections of the people. Old and young

wept as the youth told, in his simple way, the love of Jesus;

and many were brought to Christ at Halifax. The work

continued, at first opposed by many sectarians, but the

wave of life carried them into the work, and some of the

heads of the town are now influenced by the movement;

and, while some are using the sword, others are using the

trowel, in the spiritual building of the Lord's house.

BRADEORD AND LEEDS.

Although some buds and some blossoms have been seen,

and occasional fruits gathered at these two places, one or

two infidels converted, etc., yet no great or general out

pouring of the Spirit, as at Halifax, has been visible. True,

at Bradford a few brethren and sisters put forth efforts, and

some handfuls of corn were gathered; for if the labourers

go forth weeping, bearing precious seed, doubtless they

º come again rejoicing, bringing their sheaves with

them.

I remember once at Leeds, when thinking to reach Scar

borough with my Bible-stall, and having planted it in the

Leeds market-place on the way, I encountered great oppo

sition from the Roman Catholics. I had taken a lodging,

and paid four shillings for my room, when a letter came

from Manchester asking me to a village in Lancashire;

G.
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and being uncertain whether this was a leading of the Lord,

I laid, the letter before Him to know if I were to go on to

Scarborough or not. While in the act of asking the Lord's

counsel, with the letter in my hand, the door of the house

was opened, the inmates not being at home at the time, and

a man came in, who began taking an inventory of the goods.

He was a bailiff. I told him my Bibles were upstairs, and

asked would he take them also. He seemed very careless

about answering me, but, being in haste, he went to call an

assistant; and while he was absent, I was in haste also, for

in half an hour my Bibles were packed into my cart, which

lay in an outhouse, and wheeled down to the railway sta

tion: so I departed before the bailiff returned, without

further inquiries about other men's business, or seeking

back my week's rent paid in advance.

Some three years had now passed away since then, and

Henry Moorhouse was travelling with me on to Scarbo

rough. While passing up a street in Bradford, a man met

us in the road, and asked if my name was John Hambleton.

On my answering in the affirmative, he called me on one

side, took out his purse, put four sovereigns into my hand,

saying, “South Cave. Ask no more questions;” and left

me. Now before we started for Yorkshire, a letter had

come to Liverpool, speaking of a village near Hull, in

Yorkshire, called South Cave, and this was the Lord's way

of furnishing our travelling expenses to it, and giving espe

cial direction to visit South Cave. The man who gave the

money was a perfect stranger to me. But the Lord knew

our need for the journey, and gave us money—four pounds

in advance.

SCARBOROUGII.

Other men had laboured at Scarborough, in years past,

and even now we found several sisters in the Lord most

diligent in visiting the cottages of the poor fishermen. But

in the watering season, fashionable company, spreads a

moral pestilence in this place, the evil effects of which are

always left behind during the winter for the poor inhabit

ants to mourn over. These indefatigable sisters were quietly

labouring in the vineyard, and were instrumental in pro

curing the theatre and a room in the poorest locality. Mr.

Anderson, of Birmingham, was also on a visit, and labour

ing with them. The theatre was crowded, and, moreover,
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hundreds were unable to get admittance to the room on

week-nights. An old Primitive Methodist man was so

stirred up by the preaching, that every day he might be

seen reading his Bible, and giving occasional heavy thumps,

as though he had discovered some new thing therefrom ;

and with every blow he most heartily uttered, “Bless God!

ay, bless God!” read again, then thumped, and again said,

“Bless God! ay, bless God!”

The people fell under the word every evening. Names

of converts were taken, and they were gathered together.

A brother (Mr. Baker), formerly belonging to the Society

of Friends, who had some little influence in the place, and

kept a farm at a short distance from town, went heartily

into the work, followed up the young converts, and gathered

them together. One young man had been only a fortnight

before engaged in a prize-fight for ten pounds a side; but,

receiving the pardon of his sins by faith in Jesus, he be

came a most useful labourer amongst his old companions,

and a witness for Christ to all who knew him. At a fare

well tea-meeting, upwards of a hundred young converts sat

down, and some of the most intelligent testimonies to the

power of Jesus on their own souls it was then our privilege

to hear. Reality manifested itself in all who spoke to the

glory of the grace of God which had been received into

their souls during the three weeks we tarried there. The

Lord sent other evangelists to follow up the work, and a

band of local labourers has been raised up to preach on the

sands in summer, and in cottages and rooms during the

winter months.

ExTRACT FROM MR. BAKER’s LETTER.

“Dear Brother in the Lord Jesus, - Knowing that you

are interested in the work of the Lord here, I incline to

communicate to you a little of what has transpired since I

wrote you last. First, I must tell you, after much trouble

and loss of converts, etc., I took a room capable of seating

from 300 to 400,—a lofty, well ventilated and lighted

room. About thirty break bread, and our Lord’s-day even

ing meetings are always full to overflowing, so that scores

have often to go away, unable to get in. Every week some

are brought to acknowledge they are sinners, and many to

confess Jesus, and a goodly band are all those who consti

tute the assemblies at the room. Many of the converts of

G 2
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last year are divided among the denominations. This, I

consider, is much owing to a want of accommodation for

their meeting one another. Some remain, among whom I

may mention Henry Beswick,whom you will perhaps remem

ber, and Frank Turnbull,—both of whom are wonderfully

grown in the truth, and the former is a powerful preacher,

being taught of God. He dates his conversion from your

visit here, and is a great help to me. We now muster

about 120 to 150; and, in addition to the meetings named

in the card enclosed, those young people who are suitable

are engaged in the week-days in visiting the sick, reading

the Scriptures, preaching the Word, and holding prayer

meetings, in twos, through each district of the town. One

evening a week is a conference meeting on the subject of

the work, and to afford counsel and information. Then the

young men have a Bible-stall on Saturday evenings, near

the market-cross, I assure you, I feel the responsibility of

my position as often as I stand surrounded, like an old pa

triarch, by the loving band of converts. It has given such

an impetus to the town, that other parties are making

exertions to gather converts. They tell us we are gather

ing the street-sweepings. . Now I have given you an out

line of our work. , You laid upon me the care of the lambs

as from the Lord. That service I also felt greatly, and

great has been my anxiety in losing many at first. Now I

£ejoice over them, and we love one another. We walk in

love, because we love Jesus, and the Lord's work prospers

in our hands. May the grace of our Lord Jesus, and the

mercy and peace of our God, be your portion, and make

you abundant in labour for the truth of the gospel.

“Yours affectionately and sincerely,

“J. B. BAKER.”

FIRST LOWE.

Some of those breathings of spiritual love from a new

born soul to Jesus, as contained in the Song of Solomon,

were literally heard from the lips of our dear young bro

ther, Henry Moorhouse, during our journeying in company

on the Lord's work. We were generally quartered to

gether in our successive lodgings, and one bed was allotted

between us. Henry talked in his sleep, whilst often,

through bodily pain and weariness, repose was almost un

attainable by me. It was not uncommon for my companion
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to speak to the Lord when fast asleep, and my soul has

often been greatly cheered at some of the words then

uttered by him, such as, “Precious, precious, precious

Jesus!” “I praise Thee, O Lord.” And, “I believe in the

faith that works for the Lord; faith that works.” “We

want more love to Thee, Lord, and to one another. Lord,

help us to walk humbly before Thee; to walk honestly

before Thee; to walk truthfully before Thee; redeeming

the time because the days are evil.” Again, “It is a blessed

thing to know that God keeps us, and it is a blessed thing

to know that He does a great deal more besides. Thank

the Lord ; thank the Lord ; thank the Lord.”

Such were some of the sentences uttered, when fast

asleep, by Henry Moorhouse.

Having left Scarborough, we stayed at Hull for two

meetings, the Sailors' Home having been procured for us

by Mr. Andrew Jukes without any charge, Could we

have stayed, we believe there would have been revival

blessing; we thus judge from the signs of life during our

short stay, but the Lord had laid it upon us to proceed to

Stratford-on-Avon to lift up a standard against the man

worship at the Shakspeare tercentenary, as well as to visit

South Cave, a village on the way, at which place we could

devote a week's labour before the mock resurrection of

Shakespeare came on, and the crowds of worshippers had

gathered.

“CHRIST FOR ME.”

During our stay at Hull, it was arranged to have suitable

text-boards printed for the Stratford testimony, or other

wise there would be difficulty in obtaining them at all.

I lay awake nearly the whole of one night asking the Lord

to direct my mind to those portions of his Word which

would be most powerful to the consciences of the people:

there was but little study required for the first side of the

placard, as the following passages came forcibly to my mind:

“Jesus only l’” “He was wounded for our transgressions,

He was bruised for our iniquities: the chastisement of our

peace was upon Him; and with his stripes we are healed.”

These were speedily decided on for one side of the boards;

but hours passed while Henry was fast asleep, little know

ing how my mind was travelling through the Scriptures for

texts to fill up the other side, without any message from
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the Lord to direct me as to the proper one. When

about giving up the matter until the morrow, Henry sat

up in bed (still fast asleep), and began talking as though

he was relating an adventure at some place from which he

had just returned, saying with great earnestness, “There I

stood with a board, on which was printed, ‘Christ for me;

Christ for me;’ and the poor people were all singing so

happily, ‘Christ for me.’” He then quietly lay down,

breathed heavily, and after saying, “Praise the Lord,

mercy's free,” slept on till morning. But I had my text

boards now filled on both sides; and if it would be

“Shakspeare” for the wise ones of this world, we should

prefer being fools among them, so that “Christ for me.”

should be held up in their midst. The next day we had

the text-boards complete from the printer; the sentences

first quoted on the one side, and “Christ for me; praise the

Lord, mercy's free,” on the other. We were now ready for

Stratford, but had first to visit South Cave.

SOUTH CAVE, NORTH CAVE, AND WEST END.

Borne from the station in a carrier's cart, we thus en

tered the first-named village, believing the Lord had a

message to some in this place from the circumstance of

the man who met us at Bradford and placed four pounds in

my hands, saying, “South Cave: ask no questions.” Here

we were perfect strangers. We sought for lodgings, but

none could be obtained for some time. We heard of a

Temperance Hall, which was occasionally let for lectures,

and, seeking out the landlord, we engaged the building for

two meetings. Then the door was partially opened for

lodgings; a clean-looking woman, the wife of a labouring

man, had a spare bed which she let out occasionally. Her

house was a pattern of neatness, but her heart was far

from God, and the natural enmity manifested itself in the

evening, as the time for retiring to bed drew nigh. We

took out the Bible, read a portion of the Word, and then

asked if they would join us in prayer. The man did so,

but the woman sat in her chair, stirred up by Satan to

oppose us, and she regretted she had taken us in. The

next day she was so wrought upon that she turned us out.

So we went over to the village inn, called The Fox and

Coney.

They told us here of a village between one and two miles
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distant called North Cave, where the inhabitants had been

smitten with small-pox, but no case had been known at

South Cave yet. We therefore concluded to begin our

labour at the north village first, and went thither, intending

to return in the evening to preach at the Temperance Hall.

Provided with little books and tracts sufficient for every

house, we reached the plague-stricken village. Many had

died already, and others were dying, while, on the other

hand, some were recovering from the malady. At the very

first house we came to, there were sick ones at the door.

We found work sufficient for the day in talking to all we

saw, and in giving a gospel tract at every house. During

our labours here, we met with some hardened ones. We

dined upon a bank, where we had the grass for our table

cloth, the rind of an orange scooped out for our drinking

vessel, the running brook for our beverage, and a repast of

bread, cheese, and oranges for our banquet. Having rested,

we again began to read aloud through the village, telling

the people that the affliction which was upon them was a

message from God to bring their minds to thoughts of

Him. We told them of the Great Physician who died

upon Calvary’s cross to redeem man from death and from

going down to the pit: we preached the gospel of salvation

through a crucified and risen Saviour, and went on to

declare that God now commanded “all men everywhere to

repent, because He had appointed a day in the which He

will judge the world in righteousness by that Man whom

He hath ordained, whereof. He hath given assurance unto

all men in that He hath raised Him from the dead.”

No doubt ignorance and unbelief were the prevailing

sins of this place, for we heard some very little children in

their play use the filthiest language we ever heard. They

must have learned it from their parents, or of some other

grown-up people. While we preached and read aloud, it

seemed as if there was a terror upon the whole place, with

the single exception of a lady, who threatened to give

Henry into the hands of the police when he offered her a

tract. Having concluded our day's mission to North Cave,

we returned to South Cave, there to preach according to

announcement. About a hundred came to hear, and a deep

solemnity pervaded the meeting. At the close, there were

a few anxious about their souls. The villagers here seemed

very dark as to spiritual things; but, being strangers, the

people were very suspicious of us. We found afterwards
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that the principal reason for this was that a professor had

been there some time before, who, by good words and fair

speeches, had gathered money from the people, and had in

other ways behaved so shamefully, that a strong prejudice

was created against strangers coming to the town as

preachers. But God gave us an entrance into the hearts

of many. At the West End village we found a few of the

Lord's jewels scattered here and there. We distributed

our little books, had some happy conversation about the

things of heaven, and returned to the evening meeting.

The second night more people came, and the blessing of

the Lord, that maketh rich and addeth no sorrow, was with

us: the people rejoiced, and good was done.

THE FOX AND CONEY.

The Fox and Coney was the house where a company of

revellers was in the habit of congregating. Some young

men who were launching out into infidelity and vice had

been led of Satan to the outside of the hall, and were scoffing

and endeavouring to prevent persons from coming in.

Amongst those who were drinking below were a few of

these, but they knew not that the preachers were upstairs

in bed at the Fox and Coney. Among them also was a

man with whom I had conversed the previous day, and who

had some knowledge of Scripture. We were afterwards

informed that he had once been professedly a religious

man, but had run through a fortune by drink. He was

now a drunken backslider, content with the company of

evil men, who, finding the salt in him had no savour, kept

making him pay for drink, and treating him in his stupidity

as their dupe; his “salt” (Matt. v. 13) was trodden be

neath the feet of these men. Until after two o'clock in

the morning these revellers kept on singing and shouting,

while Satan, their master, was, through them, annoying us

as we thus lay in bed over their heads. They themselves

knew not that we were in the house. About half-past two

Henry was wrapt in slumber, but he did not talk in his

sleep on this occasion. It was now left to the writer to

talk in bed: he had been obliged to put up with many

darts from Satan during the carousals below, but at length,

with a loud voice, he cried out, while the sound pealed

downstairs like thunder in the ears of those below, “Re

joice, O young man, in thy youth, and let thy heart cheer
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thee in the days of thy youth, and walk in the ways of thine

heart, and in the sight of thine eyes; but know thou that

for all these things God will bring thee into judgment.”

A dead silence ensued. “What's that ?” said one, after a

pause. The landlord trembled, and desired them to retire.

The backslider was as still as a stock. “Oh, what is it P”

said another ; but when the truth was ascertained that two

men who had been preaching were in bed upstairs, Satan

filled the heart of one of the company, who happened to be

one of the young men who scoffed at the meeting with

such rage and fury. This man wanted the others to come

upstairs and turn us out of the house, but the landlord and

landlady had listened quietly to the word of the gospel the

Fº day, and now the former hastened to clear his

ouse, while the infidel, filled with fury, resisted, saying,

“Who are they P Nobody knows them. Where do they

come from ? Why should they interrupt our enjoyment?”

But the landlord insisted on clearing the house, and we

got to sleep about half-past three. The next day we paid

all expenses, rent of the hall, etc., and the people were

sorry we could not stay longer with them; even the poor

woman who turned us out at first repented of her rashness,

and became a partaker of the sweet savour of God's grace.

A minister of one of the denominations at West End in

vited us to breakfast, and the morning we departed we had

a good time at his house. We entreat the Lord's blessing

on his future labours at South Cave.

STRATFORD-ON-AWON.—THE TERCENTENARY OF

SEIAIKSPEARE.

If it be true that the “air hath bubbles as the water

hath,” truly this was a great air bubble from the prince of

the power of the air, Satan, the god of this world, which

burst over England in the year of grace, 1864. Were the

Book of God blotted out of the world, or were there no

lamp to our feet or light to our path given for the journey

of Christians through the dark regions of this present evil

world, it is probable that, led by our own natural hearts,

the writer would have been amongst the foremost wor

shippers of the dead poet. But “thanks be unto God for

his unspeakable Gift,” who died for our sins according to

the Scriptures, was buried, and rose again the third da

according to the Scriptures. “We know that the Son of
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God is come, and hath given us an understanding that we

may know Him that is true, and we are in Him that is

true, even in his Son Jesus Christ: this is the true God and

eternal life” (1 John v. 20). Like thousands of other young

men, the writer had been ensnared by the airy fancies of a

theatrical career at the age of twenty and up to thirty years.

The “exits and entrances” of mimic kings, and the playing

of “many parts” had been his study for daily bread; but,

by the mercy and grace, the love and pity, of our blessed

God and Father, who heard the prayers of that poor old

mother who knew Him whom to know is life eternal, and for

the sake of his own beloved Son Jesus Christ, the writer's

eyes were opened to see the utter vanity of all human things,

but above all to discern, in its true light, that vanity of

vanities, that false and delusive scene—the stage.

In these days of apostasy, when man is exalted and the

works of his hands worshipped, God in Christ rejected,

and the spirit of error rules the minds of great and small,

there must be witnesses for truth to oppose the false teach

ings of false prophets, who make merchandise of the people

in high places, and deny the Lord Jesus Christ, whose

kingdom is not of this world; and while iniquity, refined

and polished, whether under a garb of religious profession

or open infidelity, is ripening for destruction, even yet

there are a few who in secret are sighing and crying for

the abominations done in the land, while waiting the return

of Him who will surely come to take the kingdoms to Him

self and rule and reign in righteousness.

Deeply was it impressed upon our minds to go to Strat

ford and testify for a risen Christ, while many thousands

who professed that name would deny it by giving homage

to a dead man, and while Satan would mock the true re

surrection by a resuscitation in the minds of his slaves,

after three hundred years, of their idol poet.

Edward Usher hi already arrived, when Henry Moor

house and the writer came to the festive town. Bibles,

Testaments, tracts, and text-boards plainly printed were

our weapons of warfare. A large pavilion or theatre had

been built for the purpose of operatic displays, masked

balls, and general amusement: the performance of plays,

concerts of sacred music, and similar things that the sons

of men delight in, were announced on the walls. People

wore the image of Shakspeare, stamped upon silver medals,

on their breasts; shops and bazaars were furnished with
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heads, busts, likenesses, etc., of the play-writer, all differing,

yet all professing to be the true picture of the great man.

After having in prayer besought God's blessing on our tes

timony to “Jesus only,” we went forth with text-boards

belted upon us and lifted above the heads of all. “Christ

for me; praise the Lord, mercy's free,” was like a thun

derbolt to the consciences of the spectators. We had not

been long out, when a procession of great people, led on

by a fife and drum, marched to the pavilion—archbishops,

bishops, deans, clergy, and other great men, wearing blue

and other coloured sashes across their shoulders, with a

medal of Shakspeare hanging on their breasts near their

hearts. “CHRIST FOR ME,” in large-type letters, was read

by all as they walked one way and we the other. Henry,

standing amongst the crowd, was threatened to be removed

as a nuisance. Hundreds of the clergy of all denomina

tions, with fashionable ladies, sat down to listen to the

operatic powers of London professionals singing that por

tion of Scripture, “He was wounded for our transgressions;

He was bruised for our iniquities,” etc.; but, when they

came outside and read the very words held up in the name

of the Lord by poor men who had been snatched by the

Spirit of God from Satan's kingdom and theatrical blas

phemy, they raged and threw back into our faces the tracts

which had been given to them. The opposers at Stratford

were not the uncouth and ignorant Romanists of Lancashire,

nor yet working mechanics who had imbibed infidelity, but

the Oxford and Cambridge representatives of refined civiliz

ation; and, moreover, many of them were the professed

religious teachers of the people, and theologians of no mean

colleges. But the spirit of error has deceived them, and

they have taken the platform of the Sadducees.

A DIALOGUE.

The learned infidel was there, and we had some few ar

guments with him. There also were students from Rugby

and various other schools, desiring an explanation of the

omnipresence of Deity; but the natural man, however

wise and learned he may be in his own estimation, is the

very essence of ignorance in spiritual things. To be wise

in Christ, we must become fools in ourselves, which is what

the schools of this world have yet to learn.
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Shakspearian. Was not Shakspeare the greatest man

that ever lived P

Christian. If so, he must have been the farthest from

God; for it is said by Him who “spake as never man

spake,” that “Except ye be converted and become as a

little child, ye cannot enter into the kingdom of God.”

Shakspearian. Did you ever study the beauties of

Shakspeare?

Christian. Yes; and the abominations also !

Shakspearian. There were three great men who have

been dead three hundred years, and all celebrated during

this year 1864–Galileo in Italy, Calvin in Geneva, and

Shakspeare in England; but the last was the greatest of

all three.

Christian. There was a little city and few men in it, and

a great king besieged it. There was one poor, wise man,

who by his wisdom delivered the city; yet his wisdom is

despised and his words are not heard. But there will be a

celebration of that man shortly, for God “hath appointed

a day in the which He will judge the world in righteous

ness by that man whom He hath ordained, whereof He

hath given assurance unto all men, in that He hath raised

Him from the dead” (Acts xvii. 31).

Shakspearian. Did not Shakspeare read the Bible P

Christian. So did Satan, and he could quote Scripture

too, as witness when he tempted the Lord Jesus in the

wilderness. And “take heed that the light that is in thee

be not darkness, for how great is that darkness!”

Shakspearian. Where do we find such noble sentiment or

exquisite thought as is couched beneath the sublime lan

guage of Shakspeare? ... Not in the productions of any

other man that ever lived. The stage is a model school for

the youth of England. Pulpit, platform, and bar are all

indebted to the most illustrious name that ever graced the

annals of this or any other country—to him who carried

the Scriptures even to the boards of a theatre.

Christian. And put the words of truth into the mouths

of liars, to wrest the Scriptures to their own destruction.

Your beauties of Shakspeare are a great delusion. The

Scriptures of truth all testify of Jesus Christ, the Saviour

of sinners; but when those Scriptures are used to lead the

mind from the kingdom of light and truth by false pro

phets, who, like Satan, are transformed into angels of light,

while they lead our youth into the kingdom of darkness,
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the consequences soon become manifested; and where can

you find greater abominations than in and about a theatre P

There you behold the glare of tinselled vice; there is

the meeting-place of debauchees; there are the night

brawlers and drunken prostitutes. It is the hot-bed of all

abominations; and while people are singing the “Messiah ''

with their lips in oratorios, they mock at, and deride Him

in their hearts. It is a subtle delusion, garnished with

self-righteous morality, to commend the stage to the youth

of this or any other land; and all your wise and great

ones must become fools for Christ ere they can learn wis

dom to escape the snare of the devil; for indeed the way

to the theatre is the way to destruction.

OLD DADDY GIBBs ; or, “I wanTs To Go To JESUs.”

While the learned and the great were carousing at the

Pavilion in honour of the dead poet, the fields of Shottery,

at the other side of the town, were honoured by the

presence of the Lord Jesus in the power of the Holy

Spirit. Hundreds of the poor peasantry, some on forms

and others on the grass, listened to the gospel of salvation

to poor perishing sinners; and the dream of Henry Moor

house, at Hull, concerning “Christ for me,” was literally

fulfilled at Stratford. With heads uncovered, the people,

in a chorus of happy voices, sang to the praise ºf glory

of our God—

“My heart is fixed, eternal God,

Fixed on Thee l

And my immortal choice is made—

Christ for me!”

In the midst of that happy company was an aged man,

over eighty years of age, with big drops falling from his

poor old cheeks, while the whole of his cry was, “I wants

to go, I wants to go;” and when asked, “Where to ?” he

answered, like a little child who appeared to have tarried

too long from home, and who was crying to go to its

parents, “To my blessed Jesus; I wants to go now this

blessed minute, before I draws another breath.” Then he

sobbed aloud, and continued his cry, “I wants to go.”

Wherever our meetings were held, in the fields or in the

town, there stood old Daddy Gibbs in his smock-frock,

knee-breeches and stockings, with earnest face looking up

from the centre of the crowd to catch the words of the
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preacher, the same earnest cry, “I wants to go,” welling

up from his heart. One evening we took him to have

a cup of tea, and as he prayed with us he said, “O

Lord, I thank Thee for sending these blessed men to me;

but Thou knowest what I wants; I wants to go to be with

my dear blessed Jesus, now, Lord, this blessed minute.”

The poor old man, worn out in field labour, had been

many years living on parish relief; and his grand-children,

with whom he lived, were unconverted. He was like a

poor solitary sheep looking for the fold. It was good of

our blessed Lord, in the midst of this apostate corruption,

to let us see this old pilgrim, like a ripe pomegranate,

ready to drop into the basket of blessing. In a few days

after we left Stratford, Daddy Gibbs went home to be with

his blessed Jesus, to hunger no more, to thirst no more,

and where all tears shall be for ever wiped away.

“Look on THIS PICTURE AND ON THIS l’’

Picture 1.-The Tercentenary of Shakspeare.

(Extract from a newspaper.)

“Amidst a great burst of applause this toast was drunk,

with every expression of fervid enthusiasm, both by the

eight hundred people on the floor of the Pavilion, and by

the crowds who thronged the galleries.

“‘Thou soft-flowing Avon.”—Dr. Arne.

“SIR L. PALK said: I have been requested to propose a

toast to you which it gives me great pleasure to offer to

your notice. It is the health of the archbishops, and the

bishops, and the clergy (applause). My lord, I know of no

occasion when the presence of archbishops and bishops and

the clergy, at festive meetings, and where ladies and gentle

men congregate, can be unwelcome (hear, hear); but

perhaps there never was an occasion when their presence

was more welcome than at this moment (hear, hear),

when they come to render their homage and their praise to

that great name which has been made illustrious by the

noblest sentiments that can emanate from the heart and

mind of man, clothed in the finest language that the

English tongue is capable of supplying. Upon such an

occasion, when we are met together to honour the memory

of our greatest man and our greatest poet, who has illus

trated the history of England as no other man has done,
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and whose works alone would make her great and illustrious

name known to all the nations of the world (applause), no

one can be more welcome than the archbishops, the bishops,

and the clergy of this country (hear, hear). , My lords,

ladies, and gentlemen, I ask you to drink their health, and

thank them for their presence upon this occasion (much

applause).

“His Grace the ARCHBIsHop of DUBLIN responded to

the toast, and said : My lords, ladies, and gentlemen,

neither I nor my brethren here regard even for an instant

this toast merely as a formal one, for we do feel that there

is a most intimate connection between all true art, and

therefore,” etc., etc.

Picture 2.

. A letter received fourteen months after the Tercentenary, from the

Shottery field-meeting, which was held at the same time as the above,

but half a mile distant from the Pavilion :-

“To Edward Usher.

“Dear Brother, I thought much about all you dear

people in April, especially on the 23rd and 24th. Each of

those days I indulged in a walk to Shottery fields. I spent

some time there sweetly alone with God. I believe no

human eye was upon me. I there earnestly poured out my

soul to God in prayer both for myself and for all your

dear people. I there gave my heart afresh to God, and

pledged myself to be the Lord's in life and death.

“Shottery field is become to me a dear spot. It is not

because I have played and gathered flowers there when a

child, as I have done; nor because Shakspeare is said to

have gone courting there. Oh, no. It is the remembrance

of those blessed meetings held there last year that makes it

dear to me.

“It was at the first meeting that I attended there that

the Lord was pleased to convince me of my lost and ruined

condition by nature. There I was humbled under a sense

of sin, and broken down into repentance. I felt the hand

of the Lord was heavy upon me. I was, indeed, a heart

broken and a heart-burdened one, who in misery languished.

Yet my heart longed to go to the Eden above; but I knew

that none but the pure and the holy could ever enter there.

So I felt quite shut out. I was without a hope of salvation,

and I can assure you, my dear brother, that I had a long
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and a painful season of conflict to pass through, after I saw

you, before I found rest for my weary soul. I have been

up the greater part of many nights while my husband and

children were fast asleep. I have been reading, weeping,

and praying, and trying to believe in Jesus. I thought I

never should believe. I did not doubt Christ's ability to

save, but I must confess I doubted his willingness. I could

not comprehend how the blessed. Jesus could love one so

vile and sinful as I felt myself to be. I have not spent a

day without tears since; but, bless the Lord, they have not

all been tears of sorrow. Truly ‘the Lord is nigh unto

them that are of a broken heart, and saveth such as be of

a contrite spirit.’ I rejoice to tell you that I have found a

friend in Jesus. I am, as yet, but a babe in Christ, but

desire to grow in all the graces of the Spirit till I attain to

the full stature in Christ Jesus my Lord.

“I dare say you recollect poor old Daddy Gibbs, who

took such interest in the meetings. At one of them I was

much affected by seeing the dear old man in tears, and

I heard him say to dear Brother Moorhouse, ‘I want to go

to Jesus,’ and our dear young brother told him he must

wait a little while—it would not be long. It was not long,

for he has gone several months since.

“Stratford-on-Avon.” “MARY MATHEWS.”

“MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING.”

The whole community were in high excitement concern

ing the grand procession of imaginary characters from the

principal plays of William Shakspeare, which was to pass

through the town in gorgeous display as they had passed in

the fertile brain of the poet. But when the works of men's

hands are brought into the full glare of the summer's sun,

it discovers all the hidden things of darkness, as was proved

when this great procession was seen at noonday. The Jew

slop-seller from London had brought his theatrical wardrobe

to cover the poor hired tramps and beggars who had been

employed to sustain the playwriter's characters. Horses of

every description had been hired wherever they could be

found. Carts were covered with glazed calico, and the whole

display was squalid and dirty.

The glories of Satan's kingdom, founded on the lie of

unbelief, fade into vapour and death when brought into the

light of day, and contrasted with the truth as it is in Jesus
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Christ. One man, we were informed, who came up last,

sitting pensively in the character of Hamlet, with half

whitewashed face and black wig, had been a professor of

religion and a class-leader amongst the Wesleyans, but had

gone back to his vomit. Thinking it might be a warning to

him, we held the text-board close to him that he might read

“Christ for me.” Henry Moorhouse followed in the rear

of the procession with his board lifted up, “Christ for me,”

and crowds of poor working-men and farm servants who

had holiday on this last day thronged the streets. When

an envious equestrian came between Henry and the proces

sion to turn him away, a ploughman took hold of his horse's

tail and pulled him round, leaving the way open for Henry

to follow up the motley procession with texts of Scripture:

“Jesus only;” “He was wounded for our transgressions,”

etc.; while the lips of hundreds of poor men were uttering

the words,

“Christ for me,

Praise the Lord, mercy's free.”

SONGS IN THE NIGHT.

There was a godly clergyman, residing in a village about

six miles from Stratford. This dear gentleman had not

only the form in his parish church and Prayer-Book, but

the real power of godliness in his own soul, even the truth

in the inward part. His heart was towards the living God,

and his face set against the abominable praise and homage

which hundreds of his profession were rendering to the

memory of a dead play-writer. He also went heart and

soul into the revival of God's grace amongst the people.

He invited Robert Craig, Edward Usher, Harrison Ord,

Henry Moorhouse, and myself, to his dwelling; opened his

school-room for gospel preaching; and gathered up the poor

Fº around the district, many of whom had through

is own instrumentality been brought to Jesus, and were

happy in the knowledge of sins forgiven through faith in

the precious blood of a crucified Redeemer. We had a

precious evening or two with them after the labours of the

day at Stratford. His good lady and daughters hospitably

entertained us. We had “songs in the night;" for in the

grounds were beautiful trees where the song birds enjoyed

undisturbed liberty; and the little nightingale, perched op

posite and close to our bedroom window, sang sweetly during
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the whole of the beautiful moonlight night. This was the

first time we had ever heard this sweetest of our English

warblers, and our hearts were truly lifted up to the Creator

of all things, who,in these exquisite types of the redeemed

creation, points forth to that day when the eternal music

of redeeming love shall flow out from souls who are now in

the night of this life, yet often cheered by the tokens of his

invisible presence who “giveth songs in the night.”

ABRAHAM AND ELI; OR, THE RESPONSIBILITY OF PARENTs.

There are parents in England who, knowing God's Word,

but loving not its precepts, have followed the false educa

tion and precept of men, and heedless of the terrible warn

ings contained in that blessed Book, have turned from the

old,paths, and brought upon themselves and their children

the judgment of those who first walk in the counsel of the un

godly, then stand in the way of sinners, and at last sit in

the seat of the scornful. This downward road has in its

end the fearful consequences of those who forget God.

“The wicked shall be turned into hell, with all the people

that forget God.”

As all Scripture is given by inspiration of God, so every

character contained in its sacred pages is a land-mark on

the margin of time, pointing out instruction to all who have

eyes to see or ears to hear.

Abraham is called the friend of God, and the father of

the faithful. There is no creature-worship or idolatry in

his heart; he walks before God; and although by nature

like other men, imperfect, yet the obedience of faith is the

old path which pleases God, whose power can bring him

on towards the mark of that perfection of practical fear

and love of God who searches the heart and tries the

reins of the children of men, that God's own approval can

be left on record concerning Abraham : “I know him that

he will command his children and his household after him,

and they shall keep the way of the Lord, to do justice and

judgment.” And God tried him, and proved that, though

Abraham loved his Isaac well, he loved his God far more.

Eli was the priest,-God's representative to the people.

“The priest’s lips should keep knowledge, and they should

seek the law at his mouth ; for he is the messenger of the

Lord of hosts’’ (Mal. ii. 7).

Every father under this dispensation ought to be a priest
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in his own house, God's representative in his own family,

bringing his children up in the nurture and admonition of

the Lord, commanding and restraining, with truth and

love, as in the sight of God; a responsible steward in the

training of his children. But Eli was unfaithful in this

matter. The rank weeds of sin were not checked in

growth from the cradle; insubordination was the conse

quence, and ultimate ruin to father and sons, for “the

wicked are driven away in their wickedness.” The profa

nation caused the offerings of the Lord to be abhorred in

the eyes of the people. The priest was removed also, and

little Samuel appointed in his stead.

Parents of these last days, look to yourselves! For the

upper, as well as the middle and lower ranks of life, there

is a pestilence walking at noon-day; the worm of corruption

is at the very core of modern society; the Word of God is

laid aside; its teachings discarded; and the false wisdom

of man's education substituted in its stead. Professionally

religious, your colleges arebuilt, andyour sons and daughters

polished and refined to appear before men; but your offer

ings to God are abhorred in the sight of the people. Eng

land's sons are disgracefully profligate in all places. Her

daughters are stalking through the land with shameless

fronts, like the daughters who walk with stretched-out

necks and wanton eyes. God's judgment of fire already

has warned, at the Santiago idolatrous gathering, and con

tinual visitations at other places on these abominable

dresses. The passions of wicked men are provoked by

their Satanic wiles, and it is not an uncommon thing for

men to be drawn into mad excess by the wanton tempta

tions of mothers and daughters of this present evil day.

Fathers, like the unfaithful Eli, look on carelessly while

children rule over them. The lust of the eye, keeping pace

with modern invention, creates a rage for photographic

likenesses; secret pictures, and filthy sights begin to ap

pear in the shop windows in open day. Middle-class

families, imitating those above them, pander in trade to

those beneath, making haste to be rich; and the poor, in

drunken stupidity, blaspheme and fight in the presence of

their children, who, in turn, learn the way of their parents,

and moral putrefaction runs down the gutters of the com

munity. Working men are pampered and flattered for their

handicraft; political pot-house clubs are established to their

ruin; family firesides and Bible lessons are seldom thought
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about; newspapers are substituted for God's Word; ministers

are truckling to their congregations, crying peace, peace,

making merchandise of the people, and a lucrative trade of

pº smooth things. Sects and parties are, or have

ecome, like unto those Corinthians of old, carnally

minded, and walk as men. Modern schoolmen are full

of gifts, great in theology, learned in philosophy, exquisite

logicians, rigid Church disciplinarians, M.A.'s, D.D.’s, rich,

reverend, temple builders, legally moral, ceremonially devout

on Sundays, polished in manners, holding in contempt

God's poor persecuted servants, jealous of young converts,

eloquent orators, straitened in their bowels of mercy,

who need themselves the sincere milk of the Word rather

than strong meat—babes in truth, and sound doctrine

according to godliness, their faith standing on the wisdom

of men, extreme in creed and all divided, one of A., another

of B., some of C., altogether gigantically classical, clerical,

and intellectual, Corinthian pillars of pride, puffed up with

theoretical college knowledge to such a Babel height, that

the whole fabric of wood, hay, and stubble is like a funeral

pile, fit only for the great conflagration of Romish rubbish.

The seething-pot of Christendom is boiling already, and the

fire will test every man's work, whether it be of the flesh

or spirit-wood, hay, and stubbled flesh, or the truth as it

is in Jesus, gold, silver, and precious stones.

Parents and teachers, look to your responsibilities. Abra

ham's practical, obedient faith, andEli's practical,disobedient

unbelief, is before us all: let us choose the good and refuse

the evil, please God rather than man, hold up Christ before

a gainsaying world and apostate Church. For when Elisha

came to Gilgal, there was a dearth of bread. A man went

out to gather herbs, and brought wild gourds from a wild

vine, a lap full, and the sons of the prophets knew it not,

but they soon discovered that there was death in the pot. So

Satan has gone out into the fields of Christendom and

gathered his lap full of wild gourds, and so put spiritual

death into the pot. False teaching in denominational

sects, French fashion in English families, religions of men,

and a christianity without Christ. The prophet said,

Bring meal, and they did so, and there was no harm. Now

the pure Word of God is the heavenly meal that is needed.

Christ, the bread-corn, bruised and ground between the

millstone of his Father's wrath against sin, to deliver us

from these very things. Look around ! what a dearth of
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spiritual bread in Churches of these days. It is because

the real Word of God is put aside, and Satan's lap full of

novels, romances, penny readings and penny journals, con

certs and professional oratorios, forms and ceremonies,

balls and parties, and a thousand wild gourds, have poisoned

the relish for the real truth of God; therefore the people

are perishing through the pagan, deluding vanities taught

them by false professors, who receive much pay for tickling

their itching ears, while sound doctrine and a separate

godly life is ignored. “Blessed is he that watcheth and

keepeth his garments, lest he walk naked and they see his

shame” (Rev. xvi. 15).

EPSOM RACES.

The scriptural mark of the last perilous times is that

“men shall be lovers of pleasure more than lovers of God;

having a form of godliness, but denying the power thereof.”

These especial characteristics conclude the melancholy list

contained in 2 Timothy iii. : “Lovers of their own selves,

covetous, boasters, proud, blasphemers, disobedient to

parents, unthankful, unholy, without natural affection,

truce-breakers, false accusers, incontinent, fierce, despisers

of those that are good, traitors, heady, high-minded.” Then

follow the words which indicate the utmost bounds and

limits of man's transgressions. After the resistance to the

truth is spoken of, we read, “But they shall proceed no

further.” And the beginning of the fourth chapter is oc

cupied with the Lord's coming “to judge the quick and

dead at his appearing and his kingdom.” Such characters

as are here described are now ripening for destruction, and

nowhere is this more manifest than at Epsom Races.

Henry Moorhouse and myself had been labouring for a few

days in a tent at Dorking, from which place Brother Gillings

drove us across the country in his conveyance, with our text

boards and tracts, and set us down at the corner of a road

leading to Epsom Downs; he then turned back to his

home, leaving us to our work amongst the multitudes of

people passing to the races. Thicker and denser did the

moving mass of human beings become. Crowded omni

buses, carriages, and carts, horses and foot passengers

thronged the road, until they were compelled to halt, and

afterwards to move on slowly. “Jesus only,” on one side

of the road, in large letters, and “God is love,” on the
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other side, was something so uncommon that it attracted

all eyes, and reached many consciences in the midst of the

revelry. The enmity of the natural heart in many exhibited

itself by violence, while others mocked; the lash of the

horsewhip left marks of hatred to the name of Jesus, and

many missiles were thrown at us from omnibuses and

costermongers' carts. Members of the legislature in car

riages, lords and ladies, heard our warning voice; even the

Prince of Wales himself, who we learned was in one of the

carriages, was compelled to tarry and hear the Word of truth

sounded out; for the carriages could not move for awhile,

so dense were the crowds from station and road which met

at this one point.

The following extract from the Times newspaper shows

that a form of godliness is acknowledged by lovers of plea

sure, but that the power of godliness, which lives above

such pleasure, is literally hated:—

DERBY DAY-ExTRACT FROM THE “TIMEs,” 1864.

“Pleasant it is to receive kindly words of encourage

ment from spectators as you pass, evidently wishing that

they too were going to the Derby; and when, with a

smile, some female hand places in yours a paper which you

discover to be a ‘tract,' you credit the donor with a desire

that in the midst of enjoyment you should not lose sight

of serious things. But pleasant it certainly is not to en

counter at a turn of the road two men supporting placard

holders, which exhibit, in gaudy colours, names and texts

of the most solemn kind : one of these men, moreover,

delivering himself at half-minute intervals of sentiments

such as these : —‘The race is indeed short. The way down

to the pit is easy,' etc. With certain persons religion

resolves itself into a systematic attribution of the very

worst motives to their neighbours, and this looked very like

a case in point.”

A CLERGYMAN, GOING TO THE RACES,

had to pass the text-boards with the others, and accused

us of bringing a reproach on the name of “our Saviour,”

laying great emphasis on “our Saviour.” Upon which I

said, “If Jesus is your Saviour, tell me what has He saved

you from. He has saved me from the company of evil
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doers, and from the race-course to which you are going,

which is one mass of iniquity. He has redeemed his people

from all sin, and from the things of the world, which they

once loved. This is what our Saviour has done for us;

what has your Saviour done for you ? You have a form of

godliness; you wear a white neckcloth as a badge of your

calling, and, for aught I know, you tell people on Sunday

to serve the Lord, but on Monday you yourself go to the

races, where they serve the devil. How can you call Him

your Saviour when your fruit proves you are not saved P

Where is the power of godliness to keep you separate from

the world lying in wickedness? Lovers of the pleasures

of sin and of this sinful world can talk about “our Saviour,”

while they despise the pleasures of holiness, righteousness,

and truth, which are at his right hand for evermore.” The

clergyman could not stand the power of Bible truth, but he

went on towards the race-course nevertheless, not willing

to return. We offered him a tract, but he refused it.

BAD SHEPHERDS.

While walking one day across a certain field where some

sheep were feeding, I observed one poor thing running and

º falling down and rising up again, then running

ard as if it had gone mad, turning its head occasionally

towards its back as though some pain tormented it. When

I arrived at my lodgings and told my host what I had seen,

he exclaimed, “Bad shepherds ! Bad shepherds!. At this

season of the year the sheep ought to be watched over and

examined at least twice a day, for there is a certain fly

which settles on the sheep's back and breeds worms, which

eat into the flesh and frequently bring on disease and

death.” Ah, thought I, bad shepherds indeed, like many

hirelings of another sort, who care not for the sheep, at this

time of the year, when the devil's carnivals are held at races

and other similar scenes of festivity, where the Lord's poor

flock are tormented with the flies of sin and folly, that are

swarming over the land to destroy the children of God.

Blind leaders of the blind, who cannot see the dangers

which surround them. Surely the judgments of God are

coming on the nations for their rejection of Christ, who

only can save from this present evil world. The sword may

be seen coming upon the land, yet the watchman waketh

not to sound the alarm. The poor sheep may be bitten and
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die, and what care those unfaithful shepherds who can go

to theatres and races while professing to be overseers to

the flock of Christ? O Lord, protect thine own poor

sheep from the wolves of these days'

A DYING MAN SINKING BETWEEN THE TWO WAVES OF

IELECTION AND REPROBATION.

A woman called upon the writer at Liverpool, asking him

to visit her dying brother. I found my way to the top of a

house, where a married couple occupied a small room, the

wife in a helpless condition, and the husband (brother to

the woman who called on me) in the last stage of con

sumption, and much troubled in soul as to whether he was

elected to salvation, or reprobated to perdition. Knowing

from his condition that he could not live many hours, I en

deavoured, by the grace of God, to be gentle with him, as

the Lord gave me utterance, and to show the simplicity of

election in Jesus, and the truth of reprobation in Adam.

“You are afraid that you are reprobate,” said I. “Yes, I

fear I am,” replied the dying man. “Yes, and so you are

in the flesh, and so am I, and so are all mankind by nature;

for God's Word says, we are all “by nature the children

of wrath’ (Eph. ii. 3); that is reprobation. And God has

reprobated all flesh, which is of the earth earthy, and born

in sin. “Esau have I hated,’ and Esau is the flesh, or earthy

man. Pharaoh, whose heart it is said God hardened, is

also a representative of the flesh and blood of man, which

cannot inherit the kingdom of heaven. So you see, you

and I and all men are reprobates, so that every mouth is

stopped, and all the world has become guilty before God.

Now, there is exhibited God's wrath in Esau, that is, you

and me and all men in the flesh. But now look at the mercy

of God. Although no man can throw a stone at his fellow,

because all are reprobates, yet, ‘Jacob have I loved.' Now

Jacob is the Christian who believes in Jesus Christ, God's

well-beloved Son; every poor reprobate sinner who has ac

knowledged himself a lost sinner in Esau flesh, and who has

believed in Jesus, is one whom God loves. For although

we are under wrath by nature, grace, or God's favour, came

to us by Jesus Christ; and God says, “Whosoever’ that is,

you and I and all mankind; ‘whosoever’ believeth or trusteth

in Jesus Christ, who died and bore the wrath or reproba

...tion in our room and stead, shall not perish, but have ever
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lasting life. And God willeth not the death of any sinner,

but rather that they should turn to Him (in Jesus) and

live.” The poor man saw the difference between God's

wrath, or reprobation of the flesh, and God's eternal

mercy before the foundation of the world on all who would

believe in his elect Son, Jesus Christ. Peace flowed into

that troubled soul, for Jesus had spoken, saying, “Peace,

be still.” He died a poor reprobate sinner believing in

Jesus, and was elected of God through Him whose precious

blood cleansed him from all sin and all reprobation. Glor

be to God! “They saw no man, save Jesus only” (Matt.

xvii. 8).

Poor WIDow wildE; OR, “I’II, MEET you when YoU

come.”

She loved the revival meetings, and her happy, smiling

face was the constant index of that peace with God which

reigned in her heart. At the close of each after-meeting,

when penitents rejoiced in the precious blood of Jesus,

Widow Wilde would shake us by the hand, laughing

through her bright eyes, not yet dim with age, although

bordering on threescore years and ten, and say, in a loud

whisper, as we parted, “We’ve had a blessed meeting,

but it'll be better up yonder.” She resided in a scantily

furnished room in a back street, and received a little main

tenance from the box for the poor saints at the little

gathering, on the first day of the week, to remember the

Lord's death in the breaking of bread and drinking of

wine. Becoming daily more enfeebled, she had often

asked the Lord to take her to Himself. Another dear

sister in the Lord, though poor like herself, was also rich

in faith, and gave her time in ministering to the widow's

need as nurse. One day, when we called to see her, the

sister referred to had just lifted her from the bed, and, as

the widow struggled for breath, her face still full of joy,

she said at the top of her voice, which was only a whisper,

“I’ll meet you when you come.” Having recovered a little

from that sickness, she was alone one day. The landlady

heard a noise proceeding from above, and, on entering the

room, found that paralysis had seized her for the last time.

Two days and nights she lay unconscious, yet still breath

ing, her eyes being closed. When we saw her thus, we

could not weep. She was crossing the Jordan and entering

the land of pure delight, and no doubt happy spirits, who

II
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had gone before, were now ready to welcome another

pilgrim to the bright and better country. . We thought a

voice still on this side the river might join the invisible

messengers in welcoming their companion home; so, leaning

over the ear of our dying sister, we sang a verse of one of

her favourite revival hymns—“Happy day.”

Although her eyes and mouth had been closed for two

days and nights, they now opened wide, as if struggling

to say good-bye, and she endeavoured to put her poor

withered arm from the bed to shake hands for the last

time. Her eyes then closed for ever on this side the

r1Wer.

The brethren and sisters of the little Church conveyed

her remains to their last resting-place, sang songs of Zion

at the grave, and left the dust to dust. But the words of

happy Widow Wilde still have a lodgment in the writer's

mind, “I’ll meet you when you come.”

THE WORKS OF THE DEVIL, WHAT ARE THEY P

The devil sinneth from the beginning. “Por this pur

pose the Son of God was manifested, that He might destroy

the works of the devil” (1 John iii. 8). When Adam was

created, God made him very good, teaching him useful

lessons, and giving him all needful wisdom. The works of

the devil were unknown to Adam until his wife yielded to

Satan's temptation, and he hearkened to the voice of his

wife. The poison of the serpent began to develop itself

when the murderer Cain slew his brother, “And wherefore

slew he him? because his own works were evil and his

brother's righteous.” Cain built a city, not at God's

command, and the works of the devil were developed more

and more. We are fallen upon the last days, and past

history records, for nearly 6000 years, the vengeance of

God upon the successive cities of this world. The greatest

of all cities that Satan ever planned is the modern Baby

lon, whose merchandise is described in Rev. xviii.; the

account of the traffic of its inhabitants beginning with

gold and ending with the souls of men; that which man

values being put first, and that which God values, last on

their list. -

The Son of God was manifested to destroy the works of

the devil. On the cross He bled and died; He rose from

the dead, and, having ascended up to heaven, sent down
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the Holy Spirit to teach man the true wisdom, and to

gather out the people from Satan's kingdom, destroying

the works of the devil in the hearts of all believers. Yet

in the world of unbelievers the works of the devil increase.

The strong oppress the weak, grasping at the land and

dividing it amongst themselves, while the poor are kept in

masses together as slaves and vassals, instead of being

spread over the earth, cultivating the ground as God or

dained, by which means the need of all might be sup

plied. But as things now are, many men who are willing

to labour cannot obtain sufficient food for their families,

and poverty compels them to seek an asylum in poor

houses. And amongst the nations at enmity against God,

there are false teachers yet to be found in thousands who tell

us that inventions are calculated to allay the sufferings of

human misery, who talk of refinement and civilized morality,

as if God had taught the Cainites to build their city, and

was a co-worker with Satan in the extension of Babylon,

The “new creature” is ignored by the morality-preachers.

Plain truth, which tells them that God's wrath is coming

on the apostate nations, is regarded as asceticism. But

the Son of God was manifested that He might destroy the

works of the devil. “The day of the Lord will come as a

thief in the night.” “When they shall say peace and

safety, then sudden destruetion cometh upon them, as

travail upon a woman with child, and they shall not

escape.” The destruction of the great apostate Christen

dom is as certain as that the Lord Jesus was crucified; and

all the inventions of men and devils will as certainly be

cast into the lake of fire as that Christ rose from the dead.

False prophets may teach lies, and false professors may

love to have it so, but the coming of the Lord draweth

nigh, and the suffering people of God will as surely be

delivered as God hath spoken it in his Holy Word.

wAs John THE BAPTIST AN ASCETIC P

“Dear Brother, As far as I can make out the words of

your letter, you say: ‘John the Baptist's day passed soon

away, and, in the new dispensation it heralded, God brought

in a faith that not only makes men holy, but invariably

tends to civilize and refine those who know it.' Now this

civilization and refinement often assume forms which are

altogether at variance with the doctrines of Christ. The

refinement of false prophets, who say peace and safety,
- II 2
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may reject the testimony of John, and call it asceticism;

but every preacher of Christ, if, like John the Baptist, he

be sent of God, will proclaim “repentance toward &od’ as

well as ‘faith toward our Lord Jesus Christ.’ The refine

mºnt,and civilization of this present day are making men

self-righteous, mending and refining their corrupt flesh,

but denying the Lord that bought them.”

In the Epistle of Jude there are three apostasies men

tioned. 1st. The apostasy of angels, who kept not their

first estate. 2nd. The apostasy of the Jews, who perished

in the wilderness, and afterwards crucified the Lord Jesus;

and, 3rd. The apostasy of the Gentiles, whose judgment

is coming soon, when the Lord Jesus shall come in flam

ing fire, taking vengeance on them who know not God, and

obey not the Gospel of our Lord Jesus Christ.

WISIT TO SCOTLAND WITH HARRISON ORD.

This land of Bibles, Sabbaths, and catechisms has been

highly privileged with many sober-minded teachers and

preachers, both of law and gospel. The former, however,

being generally more prominently set forth than the

latter, has evidently had, the effect of restraining those

natural outbursts of vice and immorality so fearfully

manifest in other countries where the law has not been

so publicly taught to the children of all classes as in the

catechism of the Church of Scotland. The ground having

thus been prepared, when the simple gospel of salvation

for the chief of sinners, through faith in the finished work

of the Lord Jesus Christ, “the end of the law for right

eousness” to all who believe, began to be preached by

those evangelists whom the Lord sent, into Scotland

during the late Revival, thousands of Bible-reading at

tendants on outward ordinances and strict Sabbatarians

discovered that peace in believing , which they never

obtained through their catechism and attention to cere

monies. They were enabled to rejoice in the knowledge

of sins forgiven through faith in the precious blood of a

crucified Redeemer, and saw the righteousness of God in

the risen Saviour justifying them from all things from

which they could not be justified by their own works.

Thus were put to flight the doubts and fears of many

who for years had been taking one step forward to Cal

vary and the other backward to Sinai every day of their
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lives, but who now saw themselves dead to the law, and

followed Jesus from the cross to resurrection-life (Acts

xiii. 38, 39).

GLASGOW GREEN.

Having been led of the Lord to accompany brother Ord

from England to Glasgow, a large circus was opened

for meetings, and, during the fair week, Mr. Howie, a

minister, erected a large preaching-stand on the Green.

About twelve of the Scotch clergy, and as many evan

gelists, were joined together in the Lord's work; while

Satan, at the other end of the Green, held his thousands

engaged with shows and the other usual vanities. It

* as though two opposing armies were encamped

there. -

It was a season of great spiritual power. Thousands

heard the word preached, and eternity alone will disclose

to what extent souls were gathered in during the time of

the Glasgow fair, 1865. Country people, who came in

for wordly enjoyment, went home praising God for the

knowledge of sins forgiven. Eight hours successively

each day the crowds listened to the simple message of

salvation, the forgiveness of their sins through faith in

the precious blood of Jesus Christ; and it was remarkable

to hear many, who had been brought up from childhood

to attend the kirk and read the Bible, coming forward

confessing their ignorance of these things, and discovering

the Bible to be a new book to them altogether. Anxious

souls were numerous. Mr. Howie, a most diligent man

in this work, opened his kirk, and crowds flowed into it.

Brother Ord carried a large banner, containing texts of

Scripture, and the voices of thousands rang through the

air, while the nunnery windows opposite were filled with

heads both of priests and nuns, looking one over the

other to read the texts and on the banner the words “Jesus

only,” which were printed on a separate board. We saw,

at the top window, a white handkerchief up to the eyes of

a poor nun, as from her prison-house she heard the happy

song of the people—

“Come to Jesus, come to Jesus,

Come to Jesus, just now.

He will save you, He will save you,

He will save you, just now.”
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A MEETING FOR CONVERTs’ TESTIMONY.

An old man, well dressed, said: “At this moment God

demands, testimony at my mouth. Not very long ago,

there existed not in Glasgow a more degraded character

than myself. Imagine the last depths of infamy and pre

sumption to which a man can descend, and you have me.

Cast out of society, cut off from the sympathies of every

one, poor, ragged, and homeless, I was ready to curse God

and die. In the midst of a winter day, I was walking

across the Jail-bridge. I looked into the water, and some

thing said to me, ‘Better to throw yourself into the Clyde

than lead the life you're doing.” Night came on, and I

made up my mind to quench my life in the river. At the

Humane Society House I stood at eleven o'clock at night,

with the rain from God descending upon my head. I

threw off my clothing, thinking some one in the morning

would search for me. With no prayer, I took two steps to

the water, when about ten yards from me I heard a plunge

and the voice of a woman. I became frightened, and got

on my clothes, and wept bitterly till morning. Next night

was Saturday, and I found my way to the Night Asylum.

I thank God there is such an institution in this city, be

cause, if there had not been so, I would likely have been

now dead and damned, or working out my life in penal ser

witude. In that institution, next morning, the text taken

by the preacher was this, which I have never forgotten,

“Nevertheless, my lovingkindness will I not take from him,

nor suffer my faithfulness to fail.' That night I bowed my

soul in reverence and worship. When I went up to bed, I

wept. I found peace, and I thank God I can so speak

now, erecting an Ebenezer, and say, ‘Hitherto hath the

Lord helped me.’ It is the Lord's doing, though it be

marvellous.” e

A stout-looking young man said: “When about sixteen

or seventeen years of age, I was associated with amateur

play-actors. } lost a good situation through the stage. I

was in Glasgow about a year or two before last November,

trying all in my power to make lies to satisfy man's curi:

osity. Going up a street last November, something said

to me, ‘Young man, what sort of life is this you're lead

ing?' I went up the street, and found my close, and the

voice came again. I went into the house; but still the

voice said, ‘Young man, what sort of life is this you're
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leading?' I never knew anything about God's word. I

said to myself, I'll go to church to-morrow morning.” The

morning came, and something said, ‘What will you go to

church for P’ I went to a church, and the preacher took

his text from where Jesus raised Jairus' daughter. I said,

‘That won't do for me; I am not dead.’ I was passing the

circus, when I saw Harrison Ord was to preach. I thought

I would like to hear this Harrison Ord. I came in the

evening, and heard him. I thought he was a nice man, but

his preaching did not suit me. On Monday morning,

something said, “Go to the circus again.' I came on the

Monday evening, and saw many sinners struek down. I

came all that week, but did not find Jesus. It was given

out that Mr. Ord would lecture on the execution of Franz

Müller. I thought Mr. Ord would make the case blacker

than it was. I never thought he would take the word of

God for his text. He told about some young man who

was equal to Franz Müller. He said, ‘Be sure thy sins

will find thee out.' That was the text for me. I went

home again, as I did not like any one to speak to me. On

the Saturday night I sat down, and said, ‘I will know whe

ther I will serve God or the devil.” Mr. Ross came and

spoke to me, and the devil said, ‘Deny God.” Mr. Ross

prayed with me. When I went home, I wondered how it

would end. I sent my wife to bed. A voice said to me,

‘Young man, you have never prayed to God yet.' I said,

‘I cannot pray; and as for God's Word, I don't like it.’

I went to my knees, and offered a short prayer, asking the

Lord to have mercy upon me, for his Son's sake. When I

rose, I was quite another man; I found I was happy, and

that I had that peace which passeth all understanding. It

is to Jesus that I give all the glory.”

Another man then said: “I was brought up in ignorance,

and was sent to work at eight years of age. When young,

I became an habitual drunkard. Since I have been mar

ried, I have been away a week at a time drinking. About

eight years ago I went to work in Greenock. I joined the

teetotal there, but always broke through it. One day, an

old sea captain was preaching in the open air at the quay.

I was standing smoking, and the man said, ‘There will be

no smoking on that great day.' I smashed the pipe, and

then went home to my wife. I tried to bow my knee to

pray. When I got on one knee, my conscience was con

demning me, and I could not ask God for mercy. I lay
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down on the floor speechless. I next got to bed, but could

not sleep. I then got up again, and prayed, but did not

find peace. At a meeting at the quay again, I was brought

to see that there was pardon for such a sinner as I.”

A little girl then said: “Two years since, I was brought

to Jesus. A young woman slept in the house with me

where I was serving, but I could not look at her, because

she loved Christ. She said to me, ‘Will you come to the

meetings?’ I would not go with her at first. I went

with her to a meeting on Glasgow Green. I wanted to be

away from the meeting, but could not get away. There

was a young man stood and spoke about how parents

should bring up their children in the fear of God. I cried,

and there was a load at my heart. She said to me, “Are

you sorry for your sins?' I said, ‘Yes, and I want them

forgiven.' I said, ‘I will have nothing but Christ.’ I went

home and read my Bible, and prayed God to forgive me.

He did forgive me, and I thought I saw heaven shining be

fore me. I could not sleep next night for thinking of the

love of Jesus. I bent my knees to God. I asked Him to

keep me, and He did keep me. I told my friends, but

they were angry at me, and said I should not go to the

meetings. I said I would go to the meetings. It was on

the 9th of August, two years ago, on Glasgow Green, that

I was saved. About a month after I found Jesus, that girl

went away, and I thought I was lost for ever, I went to

backsliding. About a year after that, my father died, and

then I went to a meeting on the Green, quite regardless;

but before I got out I was led to weep aloud, and wished

I was converted again. I went home weeping, and could

get no peace. I cried for mercy, and mercy I got. I can

bless his name that I was saved from my backsliding state.

I was asked not to go to the meetings till I got dress; but

I said, ‘I)ress will never carry me to heaven.' I would

not give one half-hour with Christ for all the world's plea

sures.” Christ is mine, and I am his. I have felt his

love.” -

This girl’s story was listened to with profound attention

and sobs and tears.

AN EVANGELIST's TESTIMONY.

John Hambleton, who next addressed the meeting, said:

“My dear friends, if God never spoke before in this circus,
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He hath spoken to-night. He hath been speaking most

loudly and powerfully out of the mouth of the little babe

and suckling. Out of the mouth of the child God hath

spoken praise, wisdom, love, power, and truth; and the

testimony of that child should be a witness to every immor

tal soul in this place, that God is here. God has been

speaking, and of whom has He been speaking? Christ |

Christ | Christ The little child will have none but Christ.

It is not mother, father, brother, nor sister, but Christ.

The Lord Jesus Christ and God the Holy Ghost have

spoken through the mouth of the child. } . you, my

fellow-men, you that may be older, fathers, brothers, and

sisters, in the testimony of God's blessed Book you will find

that when the Israelites, whom God brought out of Egypt,

the parents that came out with Moses, had backslidden,

God's judgment fell upon them. They disbelieved the mighty

hand and power of God, and the mighty power of God

smote them down in the wilderness, and brought their little

children into the land of Canaan. Of what is that a type?

What do we learn by that? In the days in which we live,

the rich ones of the earth are mocking at God's power,

and preventing their children from closing with Christ;

but God takes fathers and mothers away, and God's truth

comes into our ears, and we who have ears to hear can

hearken. Now, from the very fact of what God is doing,

we ought to believe the testimony which God has raised up

in these days.

“I will just give you a sketch of what the Lord has been

doing for my soul. I was a runaway lad at fourteen years

of age, having mingled with other lads in the street, and

then gone off to a foreign land. There is a certain town

called Geelong, in Australia. I had been brought into

trouble in that town, and there God met me for the first

time. Take your Bibles and turn to the 33rd chapter of

Job, beginning at the 14th verse. It is my experience to

the end of the chapter. I had gone to Geelong, managing

a small company of theatricals. But that God who had

been listening to a mother's cries in England, now came to

visit that young man. One night, by the door of a public

house, a number of us actors were in foolish conversation.

One young man, whose father had been an infidel, set on b

the devil, began to run down and mock the blessed Book of

the living God. There was something in my heart said,

‘Friend, when I was a little boy at home, I went to the
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Sunday-school, and I have been down on my mother's knees

reading chapter after chapter.” When he said, ‘The Book

of God is a lie,' I said, ‘It is a mystery beyond man's com

prehension.” We all parted. The full moon was shining

brightly, the stars glittering in the firmament, and all crea

tion was hushed. The young man's words entered my

heart, and there was a great commotion within. Alone at

midnight I was walking through the bush, and I said,

‘What's this water? Those beautiful stars that are shining

there? Who made them? How came they there? This

grass, those trees, and I myself, what am I?’ And some

thing carried me back to the days of my childhood. I

remembered my boyhood's home, the Sunday-school, and

my companions. Nature now gave me a challenge to in

vestigate the pages of her book. I came to the conclusion

that there is a Supreme Ruler of all things; and with

that conclusion I went down to bed. I had not been long

asleep, when a vision of the night, according to God's Book,

came upon me. ... I was back at my native town, Liverpool,

and there stood my brother Isaac, who had died when a

little boy, describing to me the wonders of the future life.

He told me many things, and took me up and showed me

that old mother in heaven. But she was not that old

woman I had seen at home. She was glorified. It was

not long before a curtain opened out, and I saw the lost

souls in hell writhing in horror and intense agony—souls

lost from God, Christ, and heaven. One soul came by my

side. I screamed with horror and woke with fright, and

the bed was wet with perspiration. Two years after that,

when I had gone across the Pacific Ocean in search of gold,

God met with me again. He took hold of me and brought

me out from among theatres, murderers, and robbers. He

brought me home as by a miracle. Ever since that, God

has been dealing with my soul. I saw Jesus at Calvary’s

cross, and that blessed Jesus has kept hold of me, ever

since. I will join with that little girl, and will praise Christ!

Christ! Christ! alone. It is the person of Christ, the work

of Christ, and whosoever rejects Christ where will he be?

As sure as God has said it, the pit of darkness He describes

in that Book will be the portion of every man or woman

that neglects that great salvation that God has wrought

out in Jesus Christ. For Jesus Christ's sake, close with

Christ to-night, for ‘we speak the things we do know.’

The time is short, God is gathering in, and in these days
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gathering in little children. Nothing but the power of

God could have spoken through them. God is taking the

foolish things and casting out the proud. Fellow-men,

how stands it with you? We have put heaven and hell

before you. As sure as you sit on these seats, either in

heaven in glory, or in hell, you shall spend eternity. God

is speaking now. The vilest sinner may come. We are

here as witnesses. What have we been P Steeped in

wickedness; but the precious blood of Jesus cleanseth

from all sin. There is a man here to-night, and the last

time I met him we were drudges for the devil [referring to

Mr. Greatrex, whom, twenty years ago, he met on the

Melbourne stage, but who is now a labourer for Christ,

and this was their first meeting since they were in Mel

bourne]. Who hath wrought the change P God Himself

hath done it. O simmers, if you leave this place to-night

without Christ, it may be the last opportunity you ever

will have, the last warning you will ever receive, the last

invitation that ever will be given to you. You have heard

witnesses. We preach not ourselves. Will you have Him,

sinner P Will you receive the loving Jesus? Look at

Calvary; see the crown of thorns, the spear driven into his

side, the blood streaming down, and reject not the offers of

mercy. While they were casting lots for Jesus' clothing,

there He hung, the naked Truth, “I am the Way, the

Truth, and the Life.’ He is fighting your battle with the

devil for you, with the powers of darkness for you. What

for P To deliver your soul from going down to the pit.

Jesus Christ is the ransom found. If you believe in Christ,

your flesh will be made fresher than that of the little child

— flesh of his flesh, bone of his bone.” Will you have

Jesus now, before you leave the place? It is heaven or

hell for every one of us. He says, “Whosoever cometh

unto Me, I will in no wise cast out.' I sit down now ;

I have seen God's hand on the Green; I see it now.

Won't you receive it? May God give you to receive it

to-night.”

After praise, a number of brethren had prayed ear

nestly, and a large inquirers'-meeting was held, not with

out fruit.

TAKE PIEED.

Take heed More than forty times these two words

occur in the Word of God. The needs be for this admo
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nition is very great, and at this time especially. In these

last days the enemy, with all the energies of his threefold

character, as the roaring lion, the subtle serpent, or the

angel of light, is manifestly opposing the Lord's work in

order to prevent the labourers from going forth in their

Master's name, and fulfilling their mission by preaching

and teaching the truth of Christ. At such a time of con

flict, the above admonition may be a word in season to

those labourers who have received their ministry in the

Lord, and not by man, and who, encountering a tide of

opposition from quarters they least expected it, may expe

rience a growing dulness of energy and zeal, calculated to

prostrate their powers of mind and discourage them from

pursuing their calling of God. Carelessness and lukewarm

ness are apt to lead to despondency and droopings of spirit,

and these may take such hold of the labourers as to lead

them to cease altogether from their work of faith and labour

of love, and patience of hope. To any who are tried in this

manner, the caution, “Take heed to thy ministry,” comes

in love. Satan would triumph in removing them from the

field of battle.

A. LETTER.

“Say to Archippus, Take heed to the ministry which thou hast

received in the Lord, that thou fulfil it.”—Col. iv. 17.

My dear Brother, If the experience of one may be a

guide to another, I ask, Has not the zeal and power which

at first carried us through all obstacles and wrought mighty

things in the name of our Lord Jesus, both in our own

souls and in those of others amongst whom we laboured,

now somewhat slackened? Have we that relish we once

had for meditation in the Word of truth, or that boldness

of testimony against existing evil, or that entire devoted

ness of purpose in the cause of our Lord and Master?

Do we exercise the gift committed to our charge with the

same fearlessness as formerly, when we stand up to proclaim

the glad tidings of salvation to a world lying in the wicked

one? Have we that yearning of spirit that we once had

for the salvation of perishing men? Is our sole object now

the glory of God, the exaltation of the name of “Jesus

only,” and the work of the ministry entrusted to us? Tell

me, dear brother, is not closet prayer more neglected P

Are not the columns of newspapers, or other worldly things,

taking up that place in our thoughts which was once occu
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pied by the work of the Lord alone P Does our faith look

at things unseen as formerly, or are our eyes captivated by

the pleasing things around us; and thus dazzled, are we be

ginning to walk as men, living by sight, and so halting in

the walk of faith? Are not our hearts and affections

almost imperceptibly, it may be, inclining more to earth

and creatures, instead of being set on things above, where

Christ sitteth P Are our hopes resting as much in the

coming of the Lord Jesus in glory as formerly; or are we

losing the power that purifies us from the desires of flesh

and blood?

Come, dear brother, let us be very candid and plain

with each other upon these matters. Is the minis

which we have received in the Lord as fresh, as powerful,

as glorious, in our life and experience, as at first P. If not,

how is it? Has our love to Jesus grown told P. Have the

things of the world more place in our hearts? Are we as

zealous for defending the faith once delivered to the saints,

by our walk, conversation, or word of sound doctrine, as

when our hearts burned with the whispers of a present

Jesus, who, by the Holy Spirit, talked with us by #. way,

and opened our understandings to discern in the Scriptures

the things concerning Himself?

“Say to Archippus, Take heed to the ministry which

‘thou hast received in the Lord, that thou fulfil it.”

No doubt the Holy Spirit has left this on record for our

instruction, knowing how3. our hearts are to give

heed to seducing spirits or doctrines of devils, and how in

cessantly, night and day, the adversary goes about as a

roaring lion seeking whom he may devour; or as the ser

pent on a rock, fascinating the soul like an unwary bird;

or as an angel of light, turning preacher and teacher, and

trying to lead away our faith from its standing in the

ower of God to the intellectual teachings of fleshly wis

§. How often do we find ourselves in thought dwelling

on what we are to God, or what we ought to be, instead of

what God is to us, and the ministry. He has given us.

How the enemy succeeds in causing us to take heed to

what he has presented to our minds, instead of to the work

we ought to be occupied with. Thus a dimness creeps

over the eye of the soul, and darkness imperceptibly

envelops us. The Lord is our light and salvation, but

have we not taken heed to the prince of darkness? If so,

the fine gold has become dim, our zeal has grown rusty,
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bodily exercise and dead formality have taken the place of

spiritual life. We have been looking at ourselves instead

of to Jesus. The work of the Lord is gradually neglected,

and the world's attractions regain their power over us.

We take heed to please man rather than to please God.

The fear of offending man prevents us speaking the truth

of God. The power of our ministry fails, and the people

are not edified or instructed in the things of God. Then,

feeling our eyes of faith grown dark, like Samson, we

begin to grind at the Philistines' mill. Lectures on

philosophy, or arts and sciences, occupy our thoughts, or

we take heed to business, lest we should be brought to

poverty, orº: perish in a poorhouse.

Brother, many have fallen from their spiritual activity

in the ministry through taking heed to Satan's subtle

reasonings within, instead of taking heed to their ministry

in the Lord; mark this, in the Lord. “The ministry thou

hast received in the Lord.” Fulfil it. How fulfil it? Let

us awake from amongst the dead things of this world's

affections; Christ will give us light.

“Say to Archippus, Take heed to the ministry which

thou hast received in the Lord.”

Throw off everything your soul has been taking heed to.

Remember the work the Lord has given you to do; do it.

The Lord is our light; walk in Him. Paul told Timothy'

to take heed to himself and to the doctrine. The Lord

said, “Take heed how ye hear; ” and in his all-important

warning concerning these last days, He said, “Take heed

to yourselves, lest at any time your hearts be overcharged

with surfeiting, and drunkenness, and cares of this life,

and so that day come upon you unawares. For as a snare

shall it come upon all them that dwell upon the face of the

whole earth.”

Now, dear brother, in conclusion. If this snare is now

in our day spreading in thousands of delusive forms,

let us take heed to the ministry, whether Archippus did

or not.

Let us look at things full in the face, and heed nothing

from man or Satan, but in the name and strength of the

Lord Jesus, in whom we have received this ministry, take

heed to it to fulfil it. For we can do all things through

Christ who strengtheneth us.

JoHN HAMBLETON,
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RINDRED SPIRITS.

It is good to find brethren who are of one heart and

mind in the Lord's work; it is better to find them walking

together in fellowship as believers; but best of all to meet

them unitedly rejoicing in the Lord Himself. It has been

our privilege of late, in journeying through Scotland under

the guidance of our heavenly Father, to meet some of his

children by whom we have been received, comforted, and

edified. Though differing much in opinion, and in the

measure of light received, we could discern in each case, a

certain level upon which our spirits might enjoy commu

nion respecting the word or work of God.

We have laboured with those whose highest joy is to

attend revival meetings, where they see devils east out

of drunkards, blasphemers, and other vile sinners, and

offer these restored ones the right hand of fellowship. We

have met others whose rejoicing is, that their names are

written in heaven, whether revival meetings go on or not.

Righteousness, peace, and joy in the Holy Ghost are their

portion, and they delight to let their lives bear witness for

Jesus. They assemble themselves together to edify and

build each i.e. up in the truth, and are glad to receive any

who love the Lord Jesus in sincerity. Others, again, we have

seen whose chief joy consists in a bright hope of coming

glory, looking for the coming of the Lord Jesus to reign

in righteousness. In every child of God we find a kindred

spirit, and we can enjoy his society without disputation. The

babe in Christ rejoicing in the knowledgeof sins forgiven; the

young man who, strong in faith, has overcome his old habits,

whether of drinking, smoking, evil tempers, or uncleanness

of every sort,and whom grace has taught to deny ungodliness

and worldly lusts, and to live soberly, righteously, and godly

in this present world; the father who scans the pages of

prophetic truth, and waits for the second coming of the

Lord as Simeon did for his first advent, with all these we

have enjoyed communion. Thus working with those who

work, rejoicing with those who rejoice, waiting with those

who wait, or suffering with those who suffer, we have sought

to press forward towards the mark for the prize, which prize

we believe to be the bright and glorified body fashioned like

unto the body of our Lord Jesus. By his grace we are

made kindred spirits with Him, and when He shall appear,

and we shall see Him as He is, we shall be like Him, and
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dwell with Him, where no sound of discord shall ever jar

the perfect harmony.

JOTTINGS IN SCOTLAND.—INVERNESS.

An annual cattle show brought some thousands of visitors

to this metropolis of the north, as it is sometimes called.

Harrison Ord with his large banner, Duncan Matheson

with his gospel bell, and Robert Cunningham, the converted

flesher (or butcher), were already gone thither; and when

I followed them from Glasgow, I found them with several

other preachers holding out-door meetings. The ringing of

congregations together, and the display of Scripture texts

in the open streets, did not accord with the views of some

who were thought to be pillars in the Churches, who had

intended to be helpers in the work, but were unwilling to

be fools for Jesus' sake, and they left us to labour alone.

Whatever the cattle exhibited may have been we know

not, but we could not avoid noticing the stalwart frames of

the men in their kilts—the Highland lairds and dames of

noble birth, displaying the glory of the natural manlike the

flower of the field, towering in pride far above the heads of

the common human grass around them. Tracts were re

ceived with extraordinary politeness and gravity, and the

quintessence of good breeding was exhibited, except in the

case of one lady, who scornfully rejected the tract, and told

the offending distributor that it was “blasphemy to speak

a word of Scripture there;” upon which an officious police

man evidently halted between two opinions—that of taking

the offender to the lock-up, or of leaving him alone; the

latter however prevailed, and we went on with the work.

Brother Ord and I found quarters at a Ragged-school

Reformatory, where we had some good morning meetings

with the boys. Open-air meetings are generally opposed

at Inverness, but some of the inhabitants are in favour of

them. We saw little sign of blessing except on the last

evening, when some hearers appeared to be broken down

under the preaching of the word. A backslider from Derby,

after fifteen years' wandering away from Christ, found Him

again. An Australian squatter, who twenty years before

in the bush had felt convictions of sin, but having no one

to point him to the Lamb of God, had fallen away again,

now felt similar strivings in greater power; we pointed

him to Jesus, and left him late at night with clearer views

of the way of peace. Others found peace that evening.
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On the following morning we went on to

ELGIN.

Brother Ord's large banner was displayed in the market

place, where we held an open-air meeting. We heard that

a brother some weeks before had held a banner in that very

place, which had been taken down by force by a policeman,

and the man who had taken it down was now lying dead,

while another banner was being raised up. The whole town

had been opposed to the text-boards. Several public-house

keepers had also been suddenly cut off while the first ban

ner was still in custody.

We had two good meetings in Elgin, especially on Lord's-

day evening in the open-air at Lady Hill. Crowds heard

the word preached, and the Lord's power was felt in many

hearts. We leave the results to Him, who can water the

seeds sown by his Holy Spirit. We found a few godly

Christians at Elgin who received us gladly, and with whom

we had sweet communion by the way.

NAIRN.

This fine healthy watering-place was next visited for a

few days’ labour in the gospel. The people came out to

hear the word preached on the Links, and filled a kirk at

the after-meeting. Earnest attention was paid, and tokens

of blessing were visible. The minister who lent his kirk

seemed to be a warm-hearted believer in the Lord's work.

Here we met Mr. Keith, author of the well-known work

on the prophecies, and had some Christian intercourse with

him during the day.

IBANFF.

The fruits of revival work are growing plentiful at this

lace, Mr. Turner having been the principal instrument

used of the Lord in leading souls to Christ. We felt much

of the Lord's presence, and were refreshed in our own souls

amongst warm hearts full of love of revival and soul-saving

work. May the Lord keep them steadfast in the faith and

in the unity of the Spirit.

AIBERIDEEN.

In the former part of “Buds, Blossoms, and Fruits of

the Revival” we gave extracts from a letter concerning the

I
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Lord's work at this place when Brother Reginald Radcliffe

was labouring here with great blessing in the way of leading

sinners to Jesus. After a lapse of five years, we have lived

to see the effects of that work. Thousands collected together

on the Links. Brother Ord and the writer had the happi

ness of preaching to the masses who sat on the hill, forming

a natural amphitheatre. They listened with profound at

tention, and when we sang in the town, thousands of voices

joined in the praises of Him who had called them out of

darkness into his marvellous light. The kirk was also

crowded, and blessing from the Lord, which maketh rich

and addeth no sorrow, was our happy portion at Aberdeen.

Some real gems for the Saviour's diadem are to be found

amongst the living stones of this granite city. The Lord

has a people here who are not merely under the law on Sun

day, but are under grace on Monday also. The great out

pouring of the Spirit at Brother Radcliffe's visithas left fruits

of living faith; while some of the converts have gone from

this place, as also from Banff, to other countries, carrying

seeds of life with them.

I)"UNDEE.

This is more like a Yorkshire or Lancashire factory town

than any we have seen in Scotland. Not knowing any one

here, we took lodgings at a temperance coffee-house, and

discovered that the annual fair was to take place during

the next week; so, purposing to remain and labour at the

fair, we held open-air meetings on the quay during the

interim. The townspeople have been in temporal pros

perity during the cotton famine of Lancashire, owing to

their traffic in jute instead of cotton, and drunkenness,

with other of the common vices, prevails amongst the work

ing population. Crowds of men listened very attentively

each night, and many were arrested. A poor Dutchman,

among other seamen, had been convinced, and stopped

brother Ord in the street to tell out his complaint, having

been at the meetings every night. He was pointed to

Jesus and the precious blood.

IIOW SATAN HINDERED U.S.

Many are the devices of Satan to protect his kingdom of

darkness. As we waited for the coming fair, intending to

raise up a standard for Jesus, we were suddenly attacked

by symptoms of English cholera, which lasting, we found
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it necessary to remove to Glasgow, where help and atten

tion could be procured. Thus the fair at Dundee went on

without our being able then to preach the gospel. We

have no doubt but that the enemy was in the matter to

prevent our attack upon his territory. We did not recover

strength for some days, but the Lord gave us extra blessing

at the seaside; and I just remark here, that during the

sickness at Dundee, a text of Scripture was given by the

Holy Spirit, which had been applied powerfully at the time

of the conversion—“Your life is hid with Christ in God”

(Col. iii. 3). Thank God, Satan cannot touch that. This

present life is of little moment since Christ is our life

eternal.

IROTHESAY.

The kyles of Bute and mountains of Arran are scenes of

majestic grandeur, speaking to the eye of man the glory

of Him who created all things by the word of his power.

But the Christian, taught of God to look beyond this

external creation to those exceeding great and precious

promises of a new heaven and a new earth, can, while he

considers the handiwork of God in things that are visible,

hold communion in spirit with Him that is invisible to

mortal eye, and wait with patience for that glory shortly

to be revealed, where sin and death shall never pollute the

eternal dwellings of his people. To recruit our bodily

strength we took a sail one day round these islands, and

returned in the evening to Rothesay, where we preached the

gospel to an eager crowd of rough men and women, who

listened with extraordinary interest to the word of life.

On several nights we had the happy privilege of leading

broken-hearted sinners to Calvary’s cross, where faith in

the precious blood of Jesus brought peace to their guilty

consciences, and enabled them to rejoice in the knowledge

of sins forgiven. -

At Largs also we had blessing from God; and men of

influence from Glasgow, who knew the Lord, have been

used at the sea-side both to labour themselves in his work,

and to receive evangelists who have been sent to these

places. May the Lord reward them for more than a cup

of cold water in his name given to weak disciples.

THE TOWN OF HAMILTON.

No revival has reached this dead town for many years.
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A dear brother, who had received us, took us for a walk

one day round the park, leading us first into the lower

end of it, where a palace opened up to our view, with

beautiful lawns and green pasture land, on which sheep

and cattle were quietly grazing. We came to a dome

capped, temple-like edifice, large and costly, having a

Latin inscription engraved on one of the stones, to the

following effect:—“Alexander, tenth Duke of Hamilton,

caused this monument to be erected to himself and his.”

Some visitors were viewing the inside of the mausoleum,

and amusing themselves with coughing and shouting,

listening to the echoes of their voices, which seemed to

be multiplied as they reverberated through the home of

death. º the tomb, we went into the streets to

preach Christ, singing the hymn,

“Whither, pilgrims, are you going,

Going each with staff in hand?

We are going on a journey—

Going at our King's command.

Over hills, and plains, and valleys,

We are going to his palace—

Going to the better land.”

Four or five evenings in succession we lifted up the

crucified and risen Saviour to a perishing people, and each

time the interest increased, until, on the last night, there

were visible signs of life. Some young people remained

behind weeping; an old man also wept who had followed

us every night, and several others were evidently wrought

upon. -

GLAsgow.

The circus at Glasgow has been again filled to excess.

We preached the word of life, and an extraordinary power

was felt upon both speakers and people. The Lord is

giving great blessing in this part of Glasgow still, and

hundreds of precious souls have been brought to Christ

during the past three months, as different labourers have

been engaged in this great work. The Lord be praised

“Sinners, come, and do not leave us,

Christ is waiting to receive us,

Christ is waiting to receive us,

In the bright and better land.”

-Rºn SS,

/º
- .

&

22S E86

*, '*2. -

ºsº

{

|

|
º



--

·

**



By THE AUTHOR OF

"BUDS, BIOS808. MD FRUITS OF THE *

ºn tº coºrs, price Sºº

ºut ºn ºf the lºst nº
-

º

Joº Hºlº

-

ºn and ſoºn the ºptist were ºn ºf the videºs º

ºnents of haſ living alone denouncing alike the sins of blasphen

and professors-testifying of the judgments of God-crying ºn

They have their count pºts in these last days, and John Llanº is

one of them. The reserved and silent man whose individuality is sº

strongly marked ºn tº gºt arº of preº ºn

God has called out in these days was pººred for his missiºn ºn

ally characteristic schººl -Tº ſº.

-

LONDON . - -

MOR AN & CHASE 38 lºcº ºil

And ſº be ordered ºn ſºlº


	Front Cover
	BUDS, BIOSSOMs AND FRUITs ...
	of a holy God. ... Oh, with what wisdom and ...
	his feet on my back for his footstool; but Satan's ...
	faith in God, who has promised an eternal inheritance, has ...
	MUSINGS AT MY MOTHER's GRAVE. ...
	drop a tear or two, contemplating the memory of the ...
	ing called the Teutonic Hall (now St. James's), Lime ...
	ing under conviction of sin, to the upper room. Christians ...
	money, and without price. At a fair up Scotland Road, ...
	races, where many gamblers and profligate characters have ...
	Having received a letter from Liverpool, to call on a ...
	ready to oppose the spread of truth, raised up many ...
	the nature of our mission yet. But it developes itself ...
	smile, and after a pause said, with a most solemn, ...
	work and a good salary. This was a testing time ...
	reader an idea of the Lord's power in this glorious ...
	about us, yet she was a genuine child of God. ...
	USHER SETTLES AT MANCELESTER—HAMBLETON A PILGRIM. ...
	that preaching on the sands to crowds of people, and ...
	the stall, and sang most appropriately as he was hurried ...
	agreeing thus far. Nevertheless, there is a deadly hatred ...
	RESCUED AND SAVED IN CHRIST, ...
	the Lord Jesus; if there are any strangers desirous to ...
	stove, but the Lord raised up some amongst them to ...
	instead. Journals, periodicals, and a thousand fictitious ...
	BANEURY AND A SPIRIT-RAPPER. ...
	Nottingham I would seek them out and warn them. And ...
	ears opened to hear Him who can speak through eyes, ...
	of being called to this town again, some four or ...
	by the sudden appearance of that old woman, who still ...
	Praise God for ever. He has revealed Himself to man ...
	IREVIVAL AT PRESTON. ...
	PUNOSTRATIONS UNDER CONWICTION. ...
	Without letting Brother Radcliffe know anything about ...
	I was received here by a brother, named Tardrew, who, ...
	THE WILLAGES IN IDEWONSHIRE. ...
	CONFERENCES OF BELIEVERS. ...
	able to purify, or separate the mind from the ...
	THE MINISTRY OF ANGELS. ...
	THE WRITER's IREPLY. ...
	very scanty. But the Lord was with us. He gave ...
	had herself been snatched from the power of priestcraft. ...
	Bible in their hand and begin to preach in one ...
	'Lord to clear away the clouds and give a bright ...
	IMAILLOW. ...
	the expounding of the word; and such a time of ...
	DEAD AND LIVING FAITH – A WORD TO PROFESSING ...
	chapel in their lives. Is not this the only legitimate ...
	brother has. But to “be ready" is the main thing. ...
	hundreds were unable to get admittance to the room on ...
	that the principal reason for this was that a professor ...
	the consequences soon become manifested; and where can ...
	and whose works alone would make her great and illustrious ...
	the whole of the beautiful moonlight night. This was the ...
	spiritual bread in Churches of these days. It is because ...
	die, and what care those unfaithful shepherds who can go ...
	lasting life. And God willeth not the death of any ...
	lives, but who now saw themselves dead to the law, ...
	A MEETING FOR CONVERTs’ TESTIMONY. ...
	RINDRED SPIRITS. ...
	dwell with Him, where no sound of discord shall ever ...
	On the following morning we went on to ...
	- . … . - | ...

