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PREFACE

THERE is a sense in which every missionary is a

hero; for heroism must be inherent in every man who,
for Christ s sake and the Gospel s, leaves home and

relatives and friends and goes to a distant land to

labour amid surroundings which, at their best, are not

conducive to ease or comfort, and at their worst may
be, and often are, positively dangerous.
The men whose deeds of heroism are recorded in this

volume would themselves be the last to claim that

they are in any degree more heroic than their brethren.

The only difference between them and others is that,

in their case, opportunity has been given them of

witnessing for God in places and under circumstances

which have made their bravery and self-sacrifice

conspicuous. Had similar opportunities been given to

others, doubtless they too would have shown similar

bravery. For if there is one virtue more commonly
characteristic of all missionaries than any other, it is

that generous love for God and man which hesitates at

no danger, shirks no personal risk or discomfort when
the happiness or safety of others is in question.
From the days of St. Paul it has ever been the lot of

missionaries to be &quot;in perils oft.&quot; It is a lot which
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they cheerfully and readily accept after all its drawbacks

and disadvantages have been faithfully pointed out to

them. No finer tribute to the power of the cross of

Christ as a compelling force to deeds of self-sacrifice

and devotion exists than that afforded by a young
Christian who dedicates himself or herself to the life of

a Christian missionary.

In a volume such as this it is of course impossible to

exhaust so great a subject. All that can be attempted
within such narrow limits is a selection of representative

stories of heroism on the world s mission fields. Is it

too much to hope that in the reading of these pages
some may find an inspiration to give themselves to

God s service ? At home as well as abroad there is

plenty of room for all who are willing to
&quot;

tell it out

among the heathen that the Lord is
King.&quot;

Whether
in any particular instance the telling of the message
will involve deeds of conspicuous personal heroism, God
alone knows; but it most certainly will involve self-

sacrifice, self-effacement, a willingness on the part of

the bearer of the message to do or endure anything, if

by any means he or she may save some.

In this way, as well as in the wider sense to which
allusion has already been made, every missionary is a

hero, and is moreover a benefactor to all who are made
cognizant of his or her self-sacrificing efforts for the

good of others
; for it is abundantly true that

&quot;Whene er a noble deed is wrought,
Whene er is spoke a noble thought,

Our hearts in glad surprise
To higher levels rise.&quot;
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MISSIONARY HEROES

A MISSION JOURNEY IN MONGOLIA

IT was on February 22, 1870, that James Gilmour

set sail from Liverpool on the steamer Dronied for the

scene of his labours as a missionary to the Mongolians,
under the auspices of the London Missionary Society.

For twenty years he toiled amongst the people to whom
he was sent not a long time, perhaps, for a man to

accomplish the work of his life
;
but in those twenty

years James Gilmour did valiant service for God and

man, and he has left behind him a noble record.

He received part of his training at Cheshunt College,

under the Rev. H. R. Reynolds, D.D. In referring to

his one-time student s work in Mongolia, Dr. Reynolds
alludes to a special feature of it which was very
characteristic of the devoted missionary s energy and

enthusiasm. He tells how carefully Gilmour equipped
himself for the work by

&quot;

preparing himself by familiar

ity with the people, their ideas, their language and

religion, for those almost historic bursts into the great
desert and across the caravan routes to the huge fairs

and the renowned temples, to the living lamas and

famous shrines of the nomadic Mongols, incessantly
13
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acting the part of travelling Hakim, itinerant book-

vendor, and fiery preacher of the Gospel of Christ.&quot;

For a time Gilmour s home was at Peking ;
and he

wrote as follows of one of his earliest ventures from

Peking into the midst of the Mongols. Brief and un

affected as his words are, they yet show the spirit of the

man, and testify at the same time to the hardships and

difficulties that faced him at the very outset of his

career.
&quot;

Eager to see some more of the country, and in the

hope that I might be able to talk to him on the way, I

hired a Mongol to carry my bedding and books, and

made a descent on a village thirty miles away. The

general cold of the winter was aggravated by a snow

storm which overtook us at the little market town, and

I have no words to tell you how the cold felt that day
as I paraded that one street. I sold a fair number of

books, though my hands were too much benumbed
almost to be able to hand the books out. I made some

attempt at preaching, but the muscles were also be

numbed. That was a cold day !

&quot;

I was turned out of two respectable inns at Bull

Town because I was a foot-traveller had no cart or

animal, that is and had to put up in a tramps tavern

because I came as a
tramp.&quot;

In a private letter he thus writes of what he had to

endure :

&quot;

I had a good time in Mongolia ;
but it is so cold !

Some of the days I spent in the markets were so very
cold that my muscles seemed benumbed, and speech
even was difficult. I met with some spiritual response,

though, and with that I can stand cold. Eh ! man, I
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have got thin. I am feeding up at present. I left my
medicines, books, etc., at Bull Town, and walked home,
a donkey carrying my baggage, a distance ofabout three

hundred miles, in seven and a half days, or about forty

miles a day, and my feet were really very bad.
&quot; At night I used to draw a woollen thread through

the blisters. In the morning I hirpled a little, but

it was soon all right. I walked, not because I had not

money to ride, but to get at the Mongol who was with

me.&quot;

The following is an account, in the missionary s own

words, of one of his memorable journeys perhaps, in

some respects, the most memorable of those &quot;

almost

historic bursts into the great desert&quot; referred to by
Dr. Reynolds. The journey was undertaken in mid

winter, and involved exposure to dangers and hardships
of no common kind. It illustrates in a very striking

way his absolute devotion to duty and his almost

pathetic disregard of his own personal comfort or

convenience, while at the same time it affords a rare

example of his zeal and enthusiasm as a bearer of the

Master s message to perishing men :

&quot; On this occasion, partly owing to the shortness of

the time at my disposal, which made it hardly worth

while to set up an establishment, and partly owing to the

peculiar season of the year, which would have made it

difficult to find pasture for the travelling cattle, I

determined to go on foot, without medicine, in a strictly

spiritual capacity, and not seeking so much to make
fresh acquaintances, or open up new ground, as to visit

familiar localities, and see how far former evangelistic



16 MISSIONARY HEROES

attempts had produced any effect. In addition there

were some individual Mongols who have been taught

a good deal about Christianity, and on whom I wished

once more, while there was still opportunity, to press

the claims of Christ.

&quot; Five cold days in a mule-litter brought me to

Kalgan, and another day in a cart took me up over the

pass and landed me in a Chinese inn on the Mongolian

plain. This inn has no separate rooms
;
the guests all

share the ample platform of the kitchen, and sleep on

straw mats laid over the brickwork, which is heated by
flues leading from fires on which their meals are cooked.

The Chinese innkeeper was an old friend of mine, and

he permitted me to share his room with him. From
this as a centre, I was able to make expeditions to four

Mongolian settlements.
&quot;

My first visit was made to a lama whom I have

known for years, and who has been instructed in

Christianity by others both before and since I made his

acquaintance. He is a man of influence, wealth and

leisure, and, though a priest, has a wife and child. I

spent almost a whole day with him, and hardly know
what to think about him. He seems to admit that

there must be a God of the universe, and admits that

Christ may be a revelation of Him, but in the same
sense as Buddha was. From one part of his conver

sation I was almost led to believe that he had been

praying to Jesus, but I could get him to make no such

admission. I fear that the inquiring spirit of former

years has given place to a spirit of indifference. He has

everything he wants, he has little or no care, seemingly ;

he is content to let things drift, and keeps his mind easy.



A MISSION JOURNEY IN MONGOLIA 17

If he were only waked up he might do much for his

countrymen.
&quot;

My second visit was to a temple and cluster of tents,

where I found some old aquaintances ;
was politely

received, but nothing more.
&quot;

My third visit was to another cluster of tents where I

was at once hailed as the doctor, and, nolens volens, com

pelled to examine and prescribe for a number of diseases.

Some cures accomplished years before explained the

enthusiasm of the friends there, but for spiritual results

I looked in vain.
&quot;

My next expedition was to a place some miles say

eight away. Some years ago, in stormy weather, Mrs.

Gilmour and I, soaked out of our tent, had found shelter

in the mud-house of a Mongol, who refused to take any

thing for the use of his building, remarking that we
would be going and coming that way afterwards, and

then we might give him a present of some foreign

article or other. I had sent him a few things, but had

never since personally visited him, and when I reached

the settlement I was grieved to find that the old man
was dead. His son, a lad of twenty-three, had

succeeded to his estate and his small official dignity and

emoluments, and received me in a most remarkably

friendly way. He was just starting for home, but on

seeing me gave up all idea of going away and, insisting

on my staying in his tent for the night, spent the

remainder of the day with me.
&quot; Next day, slinging on one side a postman s brown bag

containing my kit and provisions, on the other an

angler s waterproof bag, with books, etc., and carrying
from a stick over my shoulder a Chinaman s sheep-skin
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coat, I left my landlord drinking the two ounces of hot

Chinese whisky which formed the invariable introduction

to his breakfast, turned my face northwards, and started

for a twenty-three miles walk to the settlement which,

for some summers in succession, has furnished me with

men and oxen for my annual journeys.
&quot;

Now, the Mongols are familiar with Russians, who, as

tea-agents, reside in Kalgan; they have seen many
passing foreign travellers on horses, camels, and in carts

;

they have seen missionary journeys performed on

donkeys and in ox-carts
;
but I think that that morning

for the first time had they seen a foreigner, with all his

belongings hung about him, tramping the country after

the manner of their own begging lamas.
&quot; There were few people to meet on the road, but those

I did meet asked the customary questions in tones of

great surprise, received my answer with evident incre

dulity, and for the most part rode away, muttering to

themselves, You eldib eem, which may be translated

to mean, Strange affair. My feet, through want of

practice, I suppose, now showed symptoms of thinking
this style of travelling as strange as the Mongols did,

and were badly blistered long before the journey was
over.

&quot; An occasional rest and a bite of snow varied the

painful monotony of the few last long miles
;
the river

was reached at last, and crossing it, I was now in front

of the cluster of huts I had come to visit, and on look

ing up, I was agreeably astonished to find that the first

man to come out to meet me was the mandarin of the
district. He was soon joined by others

; and, rescued
from the dogs, I was escorted to his tent, seated before
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the fire, and supplied with a cup and full teapot. I

had intended to drink tea in his tent only for form s

sake
;
but his tea was good, the snow seemed only to

have increased my thirst, the man himself was sincerely

friendly; under the circumstances my stoicism broke

down, and the mandarin s teapot was soon all but

empty.
&quot; Meanwhile his tent had been filling with friends and

neighbours, to whom the news of my arrival had spread ;

and in a little while I had round me a representative

from nearly every family in the village. Among the

others came my two servants, the priest and the

layman who had driven my ox-carts for me. Escorted

by these, I went to another tent, rested there awhile,

and then moved into a mud-built house. The priest I

had come to visit was busy lighting a fire which would

do nothing but smoke; and the room was soon full.

Finding him alone I told him I had come to speak to

him and my other friends about the salvation of their

souls, and was pressing him to accept Christ, when a

layman I knew entered.
&quot; Without waiting for me to say anything, the priest

related the drift of our conversation to the layman, who,

tongs in hand, was trying to make the fire blaze.

Blaze it would not, but sent forth an increasing volume

of smoke
;
and the layman, invisible to us in the dense

cloud, though only about two yards away, spoke up and

said that for months he had been a scholar of Jesus
;

and that if the priest would join him they would

become Christians together. Whether the priest would

join him or not, his mind was made up, he would

trust the Saviour.

B
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&quot;

By this time the cloud of smoke had settled down

lower still. I was lying flat on the platform, and the

two men were crouching on the floor I could just see

dimly the bottom of their skin coats but the place was

beautiful to me as the gate of Heaven, and the words

of the confession of Christ, from out the cloud of smoke,

were inspiriting to me as if they had been spoken by an

angel from out of a cloud of glory.
&quot; But neighbours came in, duty called the blackman

(layman) away, the evening meal had to be prepared
and eaten, and it was not till late at night that I had

an opportunity for a private talk with him who had

confessed Christ; and even then it was not private,

because we were within earshot of a family of people
in their beds.

&quot; Of all the countries I have visited, Mongolia is the

most sparsely peopled, and yet it is, of all the places I

have seen, the most difficult in which to get private
conversation with any one. Everybody, even half-

grown children, seems to think he has a perfect right to

intrude on any and all conversation. Bar the door and

deny admittance, and you would be suspected of

hatching a plot. Take a man away for a stroll that

you may talk to him in quiet, and you would be

suspected of some dangerous enchantment.
&quot;

Remembering that one must always have some
definite message or business to perform when he travels,

and hoping to be able to do something with the same

blackman, I had purposely left in the Chinese inn some

presents which I could not well carry with me, and
after a day s rest the blackman and I started to bring
them. That gave us a twenty-three miles private con-
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versation and a good answer to all who demanded

Where are you going ? What to do ? He gave
me the history of the origin and growth of his belief in

Christ. I taught him much he did not know, and at

a lonely place we sat down and lifted our voices to

heaven in prayer.
&quot;

It was the pleasantest walk I ever had in

Mongolia, and at the same time the most painful. It

was evident I could not walk back the next day, so,

acting on my follower s advice, by a great effort I walked

into the inn as if my feet were all right. We bargained
for a cart, and, the Chinaman not suspecting the state

of my feet, we got it at a reasonable rate. Mongols and

Chinese joined in explaining to me how much time and

labour I would have saved if I had hired a cart at first,

taking everything with me, and not returned to the inn

at all. From their point of view they were right; but

the blackman and I looked at the thing from a different

standpoint. We had accomplished our purpose, and

felt that we could afford to let our neighbours plume
themselves on their supposed superior wisdom.

&quot; Another day s rest at this place gave me what I much
wanted an opportunity for a long quiet talk with the

mandarin of the small tribe. I was particularly anxious

to explain to him the true nature of Christianity,

because the Mongol who professes Christianity lives

under his jurisdiction, and I felt sure that a right

understanding of the case might be of service in

protecting the professor from troubles likely to come to

him through men misunderstanding his case. The
mandarin came. On my last visit I had been the

moans of curing him of a troublesome complaint over
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which he had spent much time and money ;
in addition,

I had brought him a present from England. He was

perfectly friendly, and exceedingly attentive, and at the

close of the conversation asked some questions which I

thought evinced that he had somewhat entered into the

spirit of the conversation. He is a man of few words,

but from what he said I hope he feels something of the

truth of Christianity.
&quot;

My next expedition was to a mandarin of wealth and

rank, whose encampment occupies a commanding site

on a mountain-side overlooking a large lake. I found

him at home, and as he knows well the main doctrines

of Christianity, my main mission to him at this time

was to try and rouse him to earnestness of thought and

action in regard to his personal relation to Christ. We
spent a great part of the afternoon in earnest talking, and

I was much pleased with the manner in which he, from

time to time, explained to another mandarin who was

there as guest, doctrines and facts which were alluded to

in our conversation. Next morning he started on a

journey in connection with the business of his office, and

I returned to my friendly quarters, where I had left my
belongings.

&quot; I felt it laid upon me to visit two lamas at a temple
some seventy miles from where I was, and started next

day. I reached the temple in three days and found

that both the lamas I had come to see were dead. So,
as far as they were concerned, I was too late. Both on
the road, however, and at the temple itself, I had good
opportunities for preaching and teaching. I met some

interesting men, and not only in tents where I was
entertained as guest, but sometimes out in the open
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desert stray travellers would meet me, dismount from

their horses, and give me an occasion for Christian

conversation. Five days completed this round, and

after another day s rest I started back for Kalgan,
escorted for ten miles by him who had professed Christ.

We walked slowly, as we had much to say. Arrived

at the parting place we sat down and prayed together.

I then left, and the last I saw of the poor fellow, there he

was, sitting in the same place still. I reached Kalgan
without adventure, and returned to Peking on March

21, having been away just over a month.&quot;

That is James Gilmour s own record of what was

in reality a most remarkable and hazardous journey.
Those who read of it can hardly imagine the diffi

culties and dangers that it involved. The spirit that

animated the brave missionary is that which alone can

enable men and women to &quot; endure hardness, as good
soldiers of Christ Jesus

&quot;

in the battle against heathenism

in wild and desolate places. It is the spirit of self-

sacrifice and self-effacement, which, filling men s minds

and hearts, makes it possible for them to dare and do

anything for the joy of adding even one to the number
of those who know and love the Lord Jesus Christ.

Scarcely a word is said, it will be noticed, of hardships

endured, of pain bravely borne, of toil and weariness, of

the physical discomforts and the many disappointments
of that month of lonely travel. Yet that all these

things had to be faced is evident from the entries

relating to this journey in his private diary, where

references to blistered feet, and the dangers of the way
are frequent. One extract from this diary will suffice
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to prove this. On the day of his return to Peking he

wrote thus :

&quot;March 21. Left Pei Kuan at 4 a.m. Dark and

snow. Terrible march over slipping stones. Nan Kou
at 7 a.m. No donkey on such a snowy day. Stiff

march. Shatto at 11.35. Terrible march to Shing Ho
at 3 p.m. Terrible march to Te Sheng Men. Home
at 6.10. Prayer meeting. Thanks be unto God for all

His mercies.&quot;

&quot;

If by any means I might save some.&quot; That seems

to have been the one thought and hope which inspired
James Gilmour in all his efforts for the spread of the

Gospel. No more devoted servant of God ever lived,

nor one who was readier at all times to spend and be

spent for the Master whom he loved and served.



PREVAILING PRAYER

THE life story of Dr. John C. Paton is one of the

most stirring of modern times, and none can make its

acquaintance without being made better in mind and

heart.

Dr. Paton was born in a humble home in the south of

Scotland, of parents who were marked for their sterling

Christian character. Though poor in this world s goods

they were rich in heavenly treasures. Their great aim in

life was to pass on this wealth to their children, and in

this they did not fail. The influence of their life and

devotion was ever around their family, keeping them

from many snares and pitfalls, and bringing them into

touch with Heaven s King.

Young Paton was the first of eleven children
; and, to

lessen the family burden, was early sent to work as a

farmer s boy. At the age of twelve he settled down to

learn his father s trade of stocking-making. For fifteen

hours a day he toiled at the loom, using his meal-hours

and spare moments for the improvement of his mind.

He had an ambition to be well fitted for the battle of

life. Like the great Livingstone, he always had lesson-

books within easy reach.

In the spring and autumn he hired himself out as a

gardener and harvester, and even in this he was uncon-

25
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sciously fitting himself for the arduous labours which,

in after years, he was called upon to perform in distant

lands. By hard work and strict economy he succeeded

in saving as much money as covered his expenses during

six months study at Dumfries University; and his brief

term of study there greatly increased his thirst for

knowledge.

During all his toilings and efforts at self-improvement

he was not unmindful of his higher nature. Heavenly
influences seemed always around him. The good seed

sown by his parents soon bore fruit. He was early led

to give himself to Jesus Christ, and to consecrate his all

wholly and fully to His service.

The time came when he had to leave home. An

opening as a mission worker occurred in Glasgow for

him. With a small bundle, containing his Bible, under

his arm, he set out to walk to the great city. His

father accompanied him for the first six miles. On

parting from the lad, he took his hand saying,
&quot; God

bless you, my son ! Your father s God prosper you, and

keep you from all evil !

&quot;

Years after Dr. Paton

declared that these words, in the hour of temptation,
had been as a guard about his path.

For a time he managed to attend an educational

seminary in Glasgow, where he ultimately became a

teacher. Then, having saved the sum of ten pounds, he

entered Glasgow University, and later settled down to

work as a city missionary.

Speaking in later days of his life s battles during
those years of struggle he said that &quot; he committed his

way and his future to the God of his father, and was
not

disappointed.&quot; Darknesses were dispelled, obstacles
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removed, and crooked-looking ways made straight before

him.

For ten years he went out into the closes and wynds
of Glasgow, preaching the gospel of the kingdom of

heaven. It was up-hill work for a time. Romanists,

infidels, publicans and sinners combined against him.

But with God on his side he had no fear. Success came

and many were blessed by his mission. Drunkards

were reformed, infidels burned their books, Romanists

renounced their creed, and hundreds were led into the

light of heaven.

Alongside of his mission work, Mr. Paton continued

his studies in arts and divinity, and succeeded in obtain

ing training in the practical branches of medicine. All

the time his heart was going out to the perishing

heathen, and at the end of ten years he offered himself

to the New Hebrides Mission and was accepted. For a

time, with all the ardour and strength of his being, he

devoted himself to special training, including several

trades.

His parents, on hearing of his determination, light

ened his heart by informing him that they had long ago

given him up to God, and were satisfied that his going
was right.

In the spring of 1858, along with a companion, he set

out for the New Hebrides, and ultimately settled down
in Tauna. Here commenced a series of trials, which

only one with a boundless |love for men and an un

faltering faith in God could have endured. The people
were living in gross darkness and barbarism. Deeds of

bloodshed, violence and dishonesty were witnessed on

all hands. Every conceivable obstacle seemed to be put
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in his way, and he was called upon to endure untold

sufferings. In four months his wife and child were

taken from him, and he had to dig their graves with his

own hands. Soon after he was struck down with fever

of unusual severity. On recovery he turned to his

beloved work with admirable heroism, and in a short

time had built up a station, and printed the first book

in the language of the people.

Troublous times now arose. After three years

arduous toil, stirring adventure, and many hairbreadth

escapes, he was driven from Tanna. With a breaking

heart he said farewell to his
&quot; beloved cannibals,&quot; yet in

the darkest moment he wrote,
&quot;

I never doubted that

ultimately the victory there, as elsewhere, would be on

the side of Jesus.&quot; The victory did come, and to-day
the dark island is wholly changed.
To make mission-work a success, Mr. Paton believed

that a mission-ship was a necessity. With the object

of raising funds for the purpose of procuring such a

ship, he visited several countries, including his native

land. Success attended his efforts. Wherever he went
his story touched the hearts of men and roused an

interest in missions such as had never before existed.

He floated the Dayspring, and returned to the

islands in 1864. The new mission-ship visited island

after island, and planted missionaries where others had
failed or fallen. The Mission Synod of Australia, which
had adopted Mr. Paton as the first missionary from that

country, constrained him to turn aside from Tanna and
to settle in Aniwa. Here for the next fifteen years the

indomitable Scotsman toiled earnestly and lovingly.
Houses were built, wells were sunk, and other improve-
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ments made, which had far-reaching influences. After

incessant labour, the first Aniwa hymn-book was

brought out, the first church raised, and schools estab

lished. The tide of victory had now set in, and it was

a grand day for John G. Paton when he held the first

communion in that heathen land. Many were turned

from darkness to light in the course of a few years, to

worship the true and living God.

Aniwa was won for Christ, but not without much

suffering and many perils. Councils were held and

decisions to put the missionary to death come to. The

missionary station was frequently surrounded by savage
men thirsting for his blood. But the Lord delivered His

servant out of all his perils, and caused him to rejoice

because of victory over sin and Satan.

One of the most remarkable answers to prayer in the

history of Christian missions is recorded in connection

with the sinking of a well in the face of these savages
of Aniwa. In a time of great dearth, when the gods had

been appealed to in vain, the brave missionary made the

startling announcement :

&quot;

I am going to sink a deep
well down into the earth to see if our God will send us

fresh water up from below.&quot;

They stood around watching him digging with un

ceasing labour, thought him mad, and, like the priests

of Baal at Carmel, waited to see whether Jehovah would

help His servant. For a long time he toiled apparently
in vain, and across the eye of his faith came clouds of

doubt, for he was working on a coral reef, and there was

the possibility that when he did reach the water it

might be salt. At last, when at his weakest, the answer

came a little moisture of the sand was to him as the
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cloud the size of a man s hand ;
the fresh spring came

bubbling up, and he bade them come and drink, saying,

&quot;Jehovah, my God, gave it out of His own earth in

answer to our labour and
prayers.&quot;

The idols of the people were burned, prayer and

praise were heard in the homes, and a new social order

soon prevailed.

The old Dayspring was wrecked, and the missionary

tore himself away from his loved work to get another.

A new ship was obtained, and this further extended the

Kingdom of God. Later on he visited Australia, Britain,

and America to raise 6,000 for a steam auxiliary ship

for which the missionaries of the islands had pleaded
as an absolute necessity. In less than eighteen months

the price of the steamship was secured, and a fund of

3,000 to the good. For a number of years we find

him visiting the churches in different lands, and creating

an interest in missionary work.

The great dream of his life was to see a missionary
and a band of well-trained native teachers on every
island of the New Hebrides. To this end he devoted

the declining years of his life, and in this he was won-

drously blessed. On every hand are seen the results of

his sacrificing labours. His day of sowing in tears has

changed to a reaping with joy and thankfulness, because
&quot; the little one has become a thousand, and the small

one a great nation.&quot;

Not always perhaps, it might even be said, not

often is it given to those who devote their lives to the

work of foreign missions, to see such fruit of their

labour as did Dr. Paton. In this branch of Christian

service it seems specially true that &quot;one soweth and
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another reapeth.&quot;
But here, at least, is oiie instance in

which, even in this life, God permitted His servant to

see the result of his toil, and to rejoice over those whom
he had been instrumental in bringing to a knowledge
of the truth.

The one great motive power in this good man s life

was faith in and loyalty to God, and love to man.

Herein lies the secret of his success. Having made
sure that he was in the right, he went forward, believing
that God would carry him through. As the engineer

lays hold of the forces of nature and drives his engine

through even the granite basis of an Alp, so John G.

Paton took hold of God and faced all opposition, diffi

culty and suffering. Realizing that one man with God
on his side was in the majority, he did not fear the

issue. In this he has set an example which all of us

will do well to follow.



A DOCTOR S DEVOTION

IN all the annals of missionary heroism, no more

touching story of complete self-surrender and whole

hearted devotion is to be found than that of Dr. John

Bowie, medical missionary of Blantyre, East Africa.

As a boy he was quiet, reserved and shy ;
but that

he had in him the making of a hero was amply proved
in later years. It had been intended by his father

that he should follow a business career, and a situation

was found for him in a commercial house. But he was

destined for other things.

From a very early age he had had an ambition to be a

doctor
;
and he considerably astonished his father when

one day he arrived home with the news that he had

passed the preliminary medical examination, and begged
that he might be allowed to continue his medical studies.

His father wisely acceded to his request, and sent him
to college, where his diligence and great natural ability

won for him a large measure of success. He gained
three gold medals, besides other distinctions

;
and thus

abundantly justified his father s wisdom in allowing him
to choose his own career.

After completing his college course he went to Vienna,
where he made a special study of diseases of the ear

and throat; and subsequently to London, where he

34
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joined a relative already in practice as a doctor, and

soon became a popular and busy medical man. In 188C he

married ;
and not long after, when, to human seeming,

he had many happy, useful years before him as one of

London s cleverest physicians^the call came to him to give

up home and prospects, and volunteer for service as a

medical missionary in Africa.

Already he had a sister, Mrs. D. Clement Scott,

working with her husband in the mission field
;
and it

was during a visit of these two devoted servants of GodO

to this country that Dr. John Bowie was led to con

secrate his life to the work of foreign missions, and to

make it his business to
&quot;

tell it out amongst the heathen

that the Lord is
King.&quot;

He wrote to the Convener of the Church of Scotland s

Foreign Mission Committee, stating his willingness to

serve as a medical missionary in East Africa. An

appeal to the Church resulted in subscriptions to the

amount of 2,GOO being received within a fortnight.

The sum was sufficient to pay for Dr. Bowie s outfit and

passage to the scene of his future labours and to

guarantee his salary for five years, and he was told that

his offer was accepted.

Without delay he began preparations for his de

parture ;
and two months later, on April 14, 1887, he

and his devoted wife left London. After an eventful

voyage, and a still more eventful journey up country,

they reached Blantyre the scene of their future

labours at last in safety.

We have no space to give in detail the incidents of

the long and tedious journey ;
but a description which

Dr. Bowie wrote himself of the difficulties and dis-
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comforts of one part of the way must not be passed over.

From the seaport Quilimane they had to proceed up
the Kwa-Kwa for about eighty miles

;
and he says :

&quot; The river is, in the rainy season, a tributary of the

Zambezi, but in the dry season there is a mile or two of

dry land between them. We went up in a small, open

boat like a good-sized ordinary pleasure-boat, with a

small box or hut in the centre, where we dined. Our

crew consisted of eight black boys or men, and a

headman called a captain. This man was supposed

to speak and understand English, but didn t, so of

course we had considerable difficulty and amusement

in making ourselves understood.
&quot; The journey was really roughing it. For

provisions for five days we had only some bread, four

chickens (about the size of pigeons), some coffee, one

pound tin of salt beef, and some water.
&quot; Then we had to be all day and all night in our little

rabbit-hutch, into which we could just manage to get
our two deck chairs (which, luckily, were comfortable

ones), and in these we had to recline all day and sleep
all night. Only one of us could get off the chair at a

time, and then the unfortunate individual had to kneel

on the floor to avoid lifting the roof off. The floor con

sisted of about eight inches interval between the two

chairs.
&quot;

However, we just made a picnic of the thing aod

enjoyed ourselves. We thought had we been at home
such a time would have been considered a delightful

adventure, so we just made home there and really the

river is very picturesque at some
parts.&quot;

The faculty of making the best of things, so strikingly
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shown in this brief extract from his diary, stood the

brave doctor in good stead when he reached Blantyre.

In a little while he had won his way to every heart,

and his cheery optimism, and his unselfishness, no less

than his wonderful medical skill, made him universally

beloved. His life was a very busy one; but amidst it all

he never for a moment forgot that it was his mission

not only to heal the bodies of the sick, but to direct

them to the great Healer of the souls of men.

And in his work he was supremely happy. To a

relative who wrote asking if he regretted the step he

had taken, he replied :

&quot; Do I regret leaving my cosy house in London, and

my comfortable, well-fed patients, to take to a Central

African house and unclothed, poorly fed blacks ? To

which I make answer in Scotch fashion by putting

another question, Does a slave regret getting his

freedom, and yearn for his chains once more ? If he

does, then he is not free ;
he is still a slave in all but

name. What has my change brought me ? I don t

know how much
;
but it has taught me that our

America is here, or nowhere
;
that one can do God s

work anywhere, provided one has the eye to see and

the heart to feel anywhere, I had almost said, better

than in a comfortable London
practice.&quot;

Strange indeed, and often altogether beyond human

comprehension, are the ways of Providence. That such

a life, so useful, so full of intense longing to labour for

the good of others, should be suddenly cut short is more

than we can understand. At the very outset of a career

that promised so much, Dr. Bowie was taken from the

work he loved
;
and the events which led to his death

c
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are amongst the most pathetic, and at the same time

the most noble and inspiring that missionary records

afford.

For some days the mission had been stricken with a

severe visitation of influenza, so malignant that many of

the natives died
;
and the doctor, working day and night

amongst the sick folks of his little community, became

himself thoroughly exhausted and worn out. At length

he too was attacked by the scourge and was for a time

seriously ill. From that illness he never really re

covered
;
and he was hardly convalescent when another

and still more terrible malady made its appearance.
Associated with him in his work at Blantyre was one

of his sisters, Mrs. Henderson, and one day she sent for

him to come and see her little son, who was ailing. He
found the child apparently happy, and full of life

and spirits; but while examining him he looked into his

mouth, and what he saw there blanched his face and

brought to it a look of fear, almost of despair. Hardly
dared he breathe the dread name of the sickness that

had attacked the little one Diphtheria !

All that night he sat by the child, who rapidly grew
worse, until his agony and his struggle for breath became

pitiful to witness. At last it became evident to the

doctor that the only hope of saving the child s life lay in

the operation known as tracheotomy; and he resolved

that he would operate at daylight. He did so ; and in

order to remove the membrane was obliged to suck it

out through the tube again and again. The risk of

such a proceeding was of course tremendous
;
but it was

neither the first nor the second time the doctor had
risked his life for black patients as well as white.
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The relief to the little sufferer was great, but, alas ! it

\v.-is only temporary ;
the disease had got too firm and

deep a hold for any human power to master it
;
and on

the afternoon of the next day the little one died.

Scarcely was the funeral over on the following morn

ing when Mrs. Henderson, worn out with grief and

fatigue, collapsed, and the next day she too was stricken

with the malady which had left her childless
;
and the

day after that the doctor knew that he also was in its

terrible grip.

With that calmness which can only come of sublime

courage and faith in God, Dr. Bowie faced this awful

situation. From his bed he sent orders for the two

nearest doctors to be summoned one was at a distance

of sixty miles, the other lived four days journey away.

Then, having given all necessary directions, he patiently

waited for help to come. Learning that his sister was

worse, he got up and went to her house to do what he

could for her
;
and again the next day he did the same.

At four o clock that morning Dr. Scott, one of the two

doctors who had been sent for, arrived. He had jour

neyed sixty miles through fearful rain, which had made
travel all but impossible ; but, weary though he was, he

prepared at once to do his utmost for his colleague and

Mrs. Henderson. The latter was now in so critical a state

that, as in her little son s case, tracheotomy was the one

hope of saving her life. But Dr. Scott bad never per
formed the operation, and moreover in this case there

were various complications which made it a matter of

the greatest difficulty even for the most accomplished

surgeon to undertake
;
and therefore Dr. Bowie insisted

on doing it himself.
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With a supreme effort he nerved himself for his task.

From his dying bed he was carried to the bedside of his

dying sister and there, with marvellous heroism, he

rallied all his remaining strength for one final endeavour

to save her life. But alas ! his splendid bravery was

of no avail. Hardly had Dr. Bowie regained his own

bed when word was brought that his sister was worse.

Once more he insisted on being carried to her side
;
and

there, with brave words of hope and love he comforted

and sustained her until the end. Three days later the

devoted and heroic brother followed his sister to the

unseen world.

To some it might seem pitiful and sad that the life of

so brave a man should have ended so prematurely.
And so, in a sense, it is. But in his death, no less than

in his life, he glorified the God in whom he trusted
;
and

the lesson of such a supreme self-sacrifice is one that

must ever remain an inspiration and an incentive to

others to spend and be spent for God and for the

extension of His Kingdom on earth.



THE STORY OF ELEANOR MACOMBER

THE annals of missions are rich in records of devoted

service on the part of women who have left home and

friends to carry the message of the Gospel to the

heathen. In most cases, however, these brave women
have had an arm stronger than their own to lean upon,
and have worked in company with husbands like-

minded with themselves. But here and there the

records show how a woman, alone and unaided, has

ventured into the dark places of the earth, and has

dared perils before which a strong man might quail, in

order to preach Christ crucified to those who have

never heard His name.

Such an one was Eleanor Macomber. With no one

to share her difficulties and perplexities she crossed the

ocean, a lonely, friendless woman ; and on soil never

before trodden by the foot of a Christian raised the

banner of the Cross.

Eleanor Macomber was born at Lake Pleasant,

Hamilton county, New York. Her first missionary

enterprise was in connection with the Baptist Missionary
Board of America, by whom she was sent as a teacher to

the Ojibwas, in Michigan. After nearly four years of

41
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this work her health failed, and she was compelled to

resign her post. After two years rest, however, she

was able to resume her labours, and she became con

nected with the Karen Mission, which offered her a

much wider field of labour than she had hitherto

occupied.

In the autumn of 1836 she was appointed to a mission-

station at Dong Yahn, about thirty-five miles from

Maulmain
;
and here she toiled, practically alone, at a

task which, to one less filled with faith and zeal, would

have seemed absolutely hopeless. She found, on arriv

ing at the scene of her future labours, that the people

were utterly abandoned to all that was most wicked

and vile
; they seemed to be devoid of all moral sense,

and entirely without the most elementa.ry conception

of honour or virtue.

Yet in this most unpromising field she began with

splendid courage the work she had been sent to do. In

the midst of this godless and depraved people she com

menced at once the worship of God. She induced men
and women to listen to the story of redeeming love, told

with all a woman s sweetness and persuasiveness ;
she

even prevailed upon a few of them to attend morning
and evening prayers at her house

;
and she soon had a

school of ten or a dozen pupils, eager to learn the truths

she was so anxious to teach.

An interesting light is thrown upon Miss Macomber s

introduction to her work by a missionary, Mr. Osgood,
who accompanied her from Maulmain to her field of

labour, and whose duty made it necessary for him to

leave her there, an unprotected stranger, in the midst

of a brutal, drunken community of heathen barbarians.
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He writes as follows of her place of toil and her feelings

on her arrival :

&quot; We ascended the Salwen River about twenty-five

miles, and slept in our boats the first night. On the

morning of the next day, December 20, we procured
a guide and proceeded overland, following the line of

the Zuagaben Mountains, to the house of one of the

chiefs, about ten miles. The chief and most of the

inhabitants were absent, attending the burning of a

Burmese priest. I immediately despatched a messenger
for him, and in the meantime took lodgings in his

house, to await his return.
&quot; Two or three men and several women and children

spent the greater part of the afternoon and evening
with us, hearing Miss Macomber read from the books

which have already been written in their language.

We, however, soon found that we had arrived at a most

unpropitious time
; for almost every man in the vicinity

was in a state of intoxication.
&quot; On the morning of the 21st, as the chief did not

arrive, we decided to return about half-way to the

river, with a view to exploring the country, and in hopes
of meeting the chief on his return and holding a

conference with him and several other principal men
relative to the objects of the mission. Having pro
ceeded as far as we intended, and waited some time in

vain for his arrival, I concluded to go in person and

endeavour to prevail upon him to return, as my business

would not allow of protracted absence from home.
&quot; On arriving at the place of the feast we found a

large concourse of people, consisting of Burmese,

Peguans, Karens, and Toung-thoos, who were assembled
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upon an extensive plain to pay the last tribute of respect
to the body of a Burmese priest that had been some

months dead and was now to be burned. The body
was mounted upon an immense car, decorated according
to Burmese custom. Ropes, made of grass, and three or

four hundred feet long, were attached to the car, and

by means of these it was drawn about the place,

levelling every obstacle in its course.
&quot; After some little search we found the chief men, the

objects of our quest, but so drunk that all our attempts
to induce them to return with us were fruitless. We
therefore returned to the house of the chief where we
had lodged the previous night. In the evening the

chief returned, but so intoxicated as to be entirely unfit

to transact any business.

&quot;We rose early on the following morning, to take

advantage of the effect of the night s rest upon our host,

and obtained the privilege of a few minutes conversation.

He gave us permission to build in any place we saw
fit to select, but before I had fixed upon a place he
was again missing. After selecting a place, and making
the necessary preparations for building, I prepared to

return to Maulmain.
&quot;

Until this time Miss Macomber had borne the trials

of the journey, and the prospect of being left alone,
without the least appearance of shrinking ;

but when
the moment of separation came, the thought ofbeing left,

without a friend, in the midst of drunken people, and
even in the house of a man completely besotted with

drink, and at a distance of thirty miles or more from

any civilized society, with scarcely a sufficient know
ledge of the language to make known her wants, seemed
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too much even for her brave spirit to endure
;
and she

gave vent to her feelings in a flood of tears. She soon,

however, recovered her self-possession, and resolved to

cast herself upon the merciful protection of her Heavenly
Father, and to pursue what seemed to her to be the

path of
duty.&quot;

How faithfully and strenuously the noble woman
worked amidst her depressing and discouraging sur

roundings may be gathered from the fact that in less

than one year a church of natives, converted through
her instrumentality, was formed, and the people were

marvellously changed beneath the influence of divine

grace. Intemperance and other vices gradually dis

appeared, and morality, virtue and religion took their

place. The Sabbath was respected, and in the jungle
and thicket the voice of prayer was often heard. In a

few months the little church planted through her

instrumentality numbered more than twenty persons,
who continued faithful to their new-found Lord.

This devoted servant of God was not permitted to

labour long in the vineyard. At the age of thirty-nine
she died in the midst of the people for whom she

literally gave her life; and, short as the time was in which

she had laboured amongst them, she had so won their

love that they mourned her deeply. Many of the native

women attended her funeral, crying
&quot; The mamma is

dead ! the mamma is dead !

&quot;

and with wails of sorrow

surrounded her grave. They had listened to her counsels,

they had experienced her kindness, they had partaken
of her hospitality ;

and even though many of them did

not love the Saviour whom she so unweariedly preached
to them, they mourned the death of His servant
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whom they had grown to regard with respect and

affection.

Others may have had a more exciting career in the

mission field, but none certainly have ever put forth

greater efforts in the Master s service than did Eleanor

Macomber. She exerted herself as few others have done.

The idea of performing such a work as she accom

plished; of going, a defenceless woman, alone and

unprotected into a besotted nation, among drunken

and sensual people, and lifting them up to the privileges
of a refined faith, a pure religion, is an idea worthy of

an angel ; and the fact that she carried out such an
idea entitles Eleanor Macomber to take high rank

amongst missionary heroines.



FIGHTS AND CONQUESTS

&quot; You will see from my diary that I have baptized
five Hottentots. ... As to my circumstances here,

you may represent me as one who lias for four years

already been keeping solitary watch for his Lord with

out being relieved, and who has vowed fidelity to Him
to the last drop of his blood. He knows that I desire

naught but Him, and that I count not my life dear

unto myself. I want no rest for myself so long as my
feet will carry me, but gladly leave my resting-place to

the end of my warfare, and if I fall in the battle, so

be it.&quot;

Only a hero could have written these words. They
are from the the pen of George Schmidt, a Moravian

missionary, and the pioneer of the noble band of devoted

men and women who have given themselves to the

work of Christianizing South Africa.

It was in July 1737 that Schmidt landed in Table

Bay a poor, friendless, solitary young man of twenty-
seven. The task he had set himself was the conversion

of the Hottentots a formidable enough undertaking
even in the most favourable circumstances

;
but an

almost hopeless work for one man to grapple with. But

Schmidt was confident that God had called him to the

work
;
and therein lay his strength.

47
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The utter depravity of the people, their appalling

ignorance and savagery, would have deterred most men

even at the last moment from settling amongst them

with any hope of raising them morally or socially from

the depths in which they lived. But the more Schmidt

saw of their abandoned condition the more enthusiastic

did he become for their reclamation ;
and thus it was,

that after four years of ceaseless effort he was able to

point with pride to a result which, in the case of one less

full of zeal and faith, would have seemed pitifully small

and inadequate.
It is painful to find that this devoted missionary

met with much opposition from the very men who
should have been a source of help to him. The clergy

of the district in which he worked strongly resented his

efforts on behalf of the Hottentots. Their own minis

trations were confined to the Boers
;

and they could

not understand why any man should trouble about men
and women whom they were accustomed to regard as
&quot; black wares,&quot; and to look upon principally as articles

of commerce. A striking indication of the way in

which, in those far off days, the natives were treated, is

provided in the fact that upon one church-door a notice

was posted to the effect that &quot; Hottentots and dogs are

forbidden to enter.&quot;

But Schmidt worked bravely on, and in spite of all

opposition he continued teaching the people, who by and

by began to give him their confidence, and showed their

faith in his endeavours on their behalf by allowing their

children to attend the school which he established for

their benefit. For six years he laboured unceasingly;
but at the end of that time circumstances compelled his
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return to his own country; and, through no fault of

his own, he never returned to the scene of these early

labours.

There was no doubt, however, that all through his

life he lived to the age of seventy- six the work of

South African missions was very near to his heart
;
and

the seed which in loneliness and sorrow was sown upon
such apparently unpromising soil by this devoted hero-

missionary was destined to bear much fruit.

Not for fifty years after Schmidt s departure from

South Africa were the Moravians permitted to make

any renewal of their efforts to carry the Gospel of Christ

to that dark and godless region ;
and during that long

period no effort whatever was made on behalf of the

poor, despised, ignorant Hottentots. In 1792, however,

a band of Moravians went amongst them, and, curiously

enough, settled at Bavian s Kloof, where Schmidt had

built his house and established his lonely missiorl-

station so many long years before.

These men have recorded that they found traces of

Schmidt s work still amongst the people faint, it is

true, but yet unmistakable evidence of the Christian

influence which had been at work, and which God had

not permitted to die out. Following in the footsteps of

their brave predecessor, these later missionaries soon

had a splendidly-organized mission in working order;

and the days of darkest heathenism were at an end.

Until the natives were at least to some extent

civilized, it was not always safe to go amongst them
;

but a greater danger than any that menaced them
from human kind had to be faced by the missionaries

when, as often happened, it became necessary to hunt
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the savage animals which infested the neighbourhood of

their mission-station. One incident in this connection

will serve to show how, literally, these brave men had

at times to face death for the protection of themselves

and those for whom they laboured.

Grune Kloof, a mission-station about forty miles from

Cape Town, was much troubled by the incursions of

leopards, who, made desperate by hunger, found their

way into the yards of the natives, and carried off their

cattle. The depredations of these savage creatures

became at last so numerous and so serious that the

missionaries resolved that they would try to destroy

them.

Accordingly one day two of their number, Bonantz and

Schmitt by name, started off with a following of about

thirty Hottentots on a leopard hunt. After riding

through the bush for about an hour they sighted a

leopard, and fired at and wounded it. The animal,

however, was not vitally hurt
; and, screaming with rage

and pain, made its escape. The hunters followed its

trail for some time
; but, not being able to discover its

final hiding-place, they resolved at length to return to

the settlement.

They had not proceeded far, however, when the

Hottentots, who, more loth than they to abandon the

chase, had remained behind to search still further for the

leopard, cried out to them that they had found it in a

thicket near at hand. Schmitt at once turned back,

leaving Bonantz, who had no gun, to wait for him. The
Hottentots had a dog with them

;
and no sooner had

Schmitt joined them in the midst of the thicket than
the dog started the leopard. The approach of the
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infuriated creature so terrified the Hottentots that they

incontinently ran away, with the exception of one of

their number, who, braver than the rest, remained with

the missionary. Schmitt and his companion had not yet

seen their quarry, and they crept along cautiously and

stealthily with their guns pointed, fearful lest the beast

might spring upon them.

Suddenly, without a moment s warning, the leopard

sprang out, and, fastening himself upon the Hottentot,

forced the unfortunate man to the ground and began

biting his face. Some idea of the strength of the animal

may be gathered from the fact that the point whence

he sprang upon the Hottentot was fully twenty feet

from where the man was standing, and that in his

spring he cleared bushes from six to eight feet high.

Then began a terrible fight for life between man and

beast. Schmitt was afraid to use his gun, for the move
ments of the leopard were so rapid, and he had the man
so closely in his grip, that an attempt to shoot the

animal might easily have caused injury and perhaps
death to the man. While Schmitt was looking on

helplessly at the struggle, however, the leopard suddenly
released his victim and made a spring at the missionary.

So sudden and unexpected was this fresh attack that

Schmitt had no opportunity of avoiding it. Throwing

away his gun, which of course was useless at such close

quarters, he instinctively raised his arm to protect his

face. The arm was at once seized, close to the elbow.

Schmitt was, however, able to grasp one of the animal s

fore-paws, though he could not control any other of his

enemy s limbs
;
and the animal, goaded to fresh fury by

the missionary s efforts to defend himself, at last flung
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him to the ground. They fell together, and fortunately
in such a position that Schmitt was able to get his knee

upon the leopard s stomach, and to exert such pressure

upon the windpipe with one of his hands that the

animal was almost powerless.

The Hottentot, terribly injured though he was,

quickly took advantage of the opportunity thus afforded

him, and, snatching up the missionary s loaded gun
from the ground, shot the leopard through the heart.

Though badly mauled, the missionary, to the joy of

his friends, soon recovered from his wounds
;
and the

Hottentot, too, seemed ultimately little the worse for

his adventure.

Such an incident as this, common enough in the

early days of mission work in South Africa, was not

without its good effect upon the natives.
&quot; There must

be good in these men,&quot; they argued,
&quot; or why should

one of them risk his life to save one of us, when hft

could so easily have escaped by leaving the poor Hot
tentot to his fate ?

&quot;

So even the perils of the missionary may be used as a

means to open the heart of the heathen to the religion
of Him who has taught us the duty and the blessedness

of sacrifice.



THE STORY OF JOHN WILLIAMS

Missionary and Shipbuilder

No more stirring story of missionary enterprise and

heroism has ever been told than that of brave John

Williams, who dedicated his life to the work of spreading
the Gospel amongst the South Sea Islanders, and whose

name will live for all time as that of the Martyr of

Erromanga.
In his youth John Williams gave little promise of

that enthusiasm and intense religious fervour which so

distinguished him in later years. At the age of eighteen
he was working at a forge in City Road, London, as

apprentice to Mr. Tonkin, an ironmonger. Being

naturally of a sociable disposition, he made many friends,

not all of whom were calculated to have a good influence

over him. One Sunday, in 1814, he had arranged to go
with a party of young men to spend the evening in a

neighbouring tea-garden ;
and he was about to enter the

place when the wife of his master, a godly woman who
took an interest in the welfare of the young apprentice,

happened to see him. Going up to him she urged him
to give up the amusement he had contemplated, and

go with her instead to the Moorfields Tabernacle.

After a good deal of hesitation he consented, and that

event proved to be the turning-point of his career.

55 D
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So impressed was he with what he heard at the

service in the Tabernacle that he resolved to give up
the evil habits and associations which were threatening

to ruin his life, and devote himself to better things.

Not long afterwards he heard something about the

efforts that were being made to send the Gospel to the

South Sea Islanders, and he resolved to offer himself

for the work. His employer willingly cancelled his

indentures, and provided him with facilities for study.

The London Missionary Society gladly accepted his offer

of service
;
and so three years after the date of his

conversion he set sail, with the young wife whom he

had recently married, for the scene of his future labours.

Into the details of his splendid work we cannot enter
;

but one or two incidents stand out so prominently that

they must be mentioned. He had not long been at

work before he found that a small ship, to be entirely

devoted to the work of the mission, would be an immense

advantage. So strongly did he feel about this that, on

his own responsibility, he purchased a small schooner of

ninety tons which he considered suitable for the pur

pose he had in view. Owing, however, to the action of

certain merchants who thought they saw a possibility

of interference with their trading monopolies in the

mission schooner, the London Missionary Society was

obliged to instruct John Williams to dispose of his ship.

This, as may be imagined, was a grievous disappoint
ment to him, but he bore it bravely, and settled down
to do the best he could without the vessel which would
have been such a boon to him.

In the course of time an opportunity presented itself

for visiting Rarotonga an island where some years



THE STORY OF JOHN WILLIAMS 57

before he had established a native teacher. He went

there, with his wife and child, and remained some time,

learning the language and teaching the people. When
at length he decided to return, he found he might have

to wait many months before a vessel called at the island.

As a matter of fact, he did wait a long time so long,

in fact, that at last his patience was exhausted, and he

resolved to build a ship himself. Think of it ! one

man the only civilized man in the community in which

he found himself calmly deciding to build a ship ;
with

no tools or appliances for the undertaking but such as

he might make or adapt for himself! He set to work
without delay, and he found the knowledge he had

acquired at Mr. Tonkin s forge very useful. But he had

many difficulties to overcome
;
and his references to

these in his
&quot; Narrative of Missionary Enterprises in the

South Sea Islands
&quot;

form one of the most interesting

chapters of missionary literature that have ever been

written. Here, in his own words, is an account of one

or two of them :

&quot;

My first
step,&quot;

he says,
&quot; was to make a pair of

smith s bellows, for it is well known that little can be

done towards the building of a ship without a forge.

We had but four goats on the island, and one of them
was giving a little milk, which was too valuable to be

dispensed with, so that three only were killed, and with

their skins as a substitute for leather, I succeeded, after

three or four days labour, in making a pair of smith s

bellows. These, however, did not answer very well.

Indeed I found bellows-making a more difficult task

than I had imagined, for I could not get the upper
box to fill properly, in addition to which my bellows
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drew in the fire. I examined publications upon

mechanical arts, dictionaries, and encyclopaedias, but

not one book in our possession gave directions sufficiently

explicit for the construction of so common an article.&quot;

At last, however, by taking to pieces an old English

bellows which he happened to have with him, he

managed to discover where he was wrong, and happy
indeed was he when his task was satisfactorily accom

plished. But his joy was short-lived, for one night the

rats, which abounded on the island, discovered his

treasure; and the next morning nothing remained of the

precious bellows but the wooden frame-work. He at once

set to work, and made another apparatus, this time

entirely of wood ! Surely, never did a shipbuilder work

under such disadvantages.
&quot; As we had no saw,&quot; he says,

&quot; we split the trees in

half with wedges, and then the natives adzed them
down with small hatchets which they tied to a crooked

piece of wood as a handle, and used as a substitute for

an adze.
&quot; When we wanted a bent or twisted plank, having

no apparatus for steaming it, we bent a piece of bamboo
to the shape required, sent into the wood for a crooked

tree, and, by splitting this in half, obtained two planks
suited to our purpose. Having but little iron, we bored

large auger-holes through the timbers, and also through
the outer and inner plank of the vessel, and drove in

wooden pins termed trenails, by which the whole fabric

was held firmly together. As a substitute for oakum
we used what little cocoanut-husk we could obtain, and

supplied the deficiency with dried banana-stumps,
native cloth, or other substances which would answer the
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purpose. For ropes we obtained the bark of the

hibiscus, constructed a rope-machine, and prepared

excellent cordage from that article. For sails, we used

the mats on which the natives sleep, and quilted them

that they might be strong enough to resist the wind.

After making a turning-lathe, we found that the aito, or

ironwood, answered remarkably well for the sheaves of

blocks.
&quot;

By these means the whole was completed in fifteen

weeks, when we launched a vessel about sixty feet

in length, and eighteen feet in breadth, and called her

The Messenger of Peace, which she has proved to be on

many occasions. The hanging of the rudder occasioned

me some difficulty, for, having no iron sufficiently large

for pintles, we made them from a piece of a pickaxe,

a cooper s adze, and a large hoe. They answered

exceedingly well
; but, being doubtful of this, I pre

pared a substitute for a rudder, in case any part of it

should give way.&quot;

The missionary made many voyages in his ship, which

was not only the wonder and delight of the natives, but

the admiration also of the crews of various vessels with

which in the course of his travels he came into contact.

Many adventures, too, he had, and on several occasions

he narrowly escaped death by drowning. One exciting

incident occurred during a visit which he paid to

Rarotonga. The vessel was in harbour at Avarua, when
word reached Mr. Williams that a hurricane was

threatening. Already heavy seas were rolling into the

harbour, and unless special precautions were taken, the

vessel would probably suffer severely.

At once Mr. Williams hurried to Avarua, and with
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the help of a number of natives raised a breakwater of

stones about his ship. The stores were removed to

what was thought to be a place of safety, and everything

possible done for the protection of the vessel. He
then returned to the station where he was staying with

one of his colleagues, Mr. Pitman
;
but he had not long

been there before a message came telling him that the

sea was still rising, that the ship was bumping on the

stones which had been raised round her as a protection,

and that the roof which covered her had been washed

away. Nothing, however, could be done that night;

but the next morning Mr. Williams set out again for

Avarua. How he got there, and what he found on his

arrival, he thus tells :

&quot; In order to avoid walking knee-deep in water nearly

all the way, and to escape the falling limbs of trees,

which were being torn with violence from their trunks,

I attempted to take the seaside path ;
but the wind and

rain were so furious that I found it impossible to make

any progress. I was therefore obliged to take the inland

road
;
and by watching my opportunity, and running

between the fallen trees, I escaped without injury.
&quot; When about half-way I was met by some of my own

workmen, who were coming to inform me of the fearful

devastation going on at the settlement. The sea/ they

said, had risen to a great height, and had swept away
the storehouse and all its contents; the vessel was

driven in against the bank, upon which she was lifted

with every wave, and fell off again when it receded.
&quot;

After a trying walk, thoroughly drenched, cold, and

exhausted, I reached the settlement, which presented a

scene of fearful desolation, the very sight of which filled



THE STORY OF JOHN WILLIAMS 61

me with dismay. I supposed, indeed, that much

damage had been done, but I little expected to behold

the beautiful settlement, with its luxuriant groves, its

broad pathway, and neat white cottages one mass of

ruins, among which scarcely a house or tree was

standing.

&quot;The poor women were running about with their

children, wildly looking for a place of safety, and the

men were dragging their little property from beneath

the ruins of their prostrate houses. The screams of the

former and the shouts of the latter, together with the

roaring sea, the pelting rain, the howling wind, the

falling trees, and the infuriated appearance of the

atmosphere, presented a spectacle the most sublime and

terrible, which made us stand, and tremble, and adore.
&quot; On reaching the chapel, I was rejoiced to see it

standing ;
but as we were passing a resistless gust burst

in the east end and proved the premonitory signal of

its destruction. The new school-house was lying in

ruins by its side. The Buzacotts excellent dwelling,
which stood upon a stone foundation, was rent and un

roofed, the inmates had fled, and the few natives who
could attend were busily employed in removing the

goods to a place of safety.

&quot;Shortly after my arrival a heavy sea burst in with

devastating vengeance, and tore away the foundation of

the chapel, which fell with a frightful crash. The same

mighty wave rolled on in its destructive course, till it

dashed against Mr. Buzacott s house, already mutilated

with the storm, and laid it prostrate with the ground
The chiefs wife came and conducted Mrs. Buzacott to

her habitation, which was then standing. But shortly
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after they had reached it the sea began to dash against

it, and the wind tore off the roof, so that our poor

fugitive sister and her three little children were obliged

to take refuge in the mountains.

&quot;Accompanied by two or three faithful friends,

amongst whom was the chief s wife, they waded nearly a

mile through water, which in some places was several

feet deep. On reaching the side of the hill where they

expected a temporary shelter, they had the severe

mortification of finding that a large tree had fallen upon
it and crushed it. Again they pursued their watery

way in search of a covert from the storm, and at length
reached a hut which was crowded with women and

children who had taken refuge in it. They were,

however, gladly welcomed, and every possible assistance

was rendered to alleviate their distress.
&quot; Mr. Buzacott and myself had retired to a small

house belonging to his servants, which we had en

deavoured to secure with ropes, and into which all our

books and property had been conveyed. One wave,

however, dashed against it
; we therefore sent off a box

or two of books and clothes to the mountains, and
waited with trembling anxiety to know what would
become of us.

&quot; The rain was still descending in deluging torrents
;

the angry lightning was darting its fiery streams

amongst the dense black clouds which shrouded us in

their gloom; the thunder, deep and loud, rolled and

pealed through the heavens; and the whole island

trembled to its very centre as the infuriated billows

burst upon its shore.
&quot; The crisis had arrived

; this was the hour of our
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greatest anxiety ;
but man s extremity is God s oppor

tunity ;
and never was the sentiment expressed in this

beautiful sentence more signally illustrated than at this

moment
;
for the wind shifted suddenly a few points to

the west, which was the signal to the sea to cease its

ravages and retire within its wonted limits
;
the storm

was hushed, the lowering clouds began to disperse, and

the sun, as a prisoner bursting forth from his dark

dungeon, smiled upon us from above, and told us that

God had not forgotten to be gracious.
&quot; We now ventured to creep out of our hiding-places,

and were appalled at beholding the fearful desolation

that was spread around us. As soon as possible, I sent

a messenger to obtain some information respecting my
poor vessel, expecting that she had been shivered into a

thousand pieces ; but, to our astonishment, he returned

with the intelligence that, although the bank, the school-

house and the vessel were all washed away together,
the latter had been carried over a swamp and lodged

amongst a grove of large chestnut trees several hundred

yards inland, and yet appeared to have sustained no

injury whatever ! As soon as practicable I went myself,

and was truly gratified at finding that the report was

correct, and that the trees had stopped her wild progress ;

otherwise she would have been driven several hundred

yards further, and have been sunk in a
bog.&quot;

Evidently it was part of John Williams creed that
&quot;

things are never so bad but they might be worse !

&quot;

Otherwise he could hardly have found much cause for

gratification at finding his ship
&quot;

several hundred yards

inland,&quot; especially as he had no engineering appliances
of any kind wherewith to drag her back to the shore.
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But to the man who had built his own vessel under

such circumstances and of such material as this brave,

resourceful missionary had done, the difficulty in which

he now found himself was comparatively quite a trivial

affair. He summoned two thousand natives to his aid
;

and with these to assist him he organized a huge hauling

operation, which resulted in The Messenger of Peace being

pulled back to the shore, and finally re-floated.

Of the subsequent events in the history of this martyr
for the faith we have no space to write in detail. In

1834 he returned to England after eighteen years of

unceasing toil for the Master. He did not come back

to rest, however. He stayed only long enough to rouse

an intense interest amongst people of all classes in the

work to which he was devoting himself so heroically,

and then he went back again to resume his labours

and, alas ! to fall a victim to the unreasoning ferocity of

a savage race.

It was at Erromanga, one of the islands of the New
Hebrides, that he met his death. He had gone there,

as a pioneer, to take the message of salvation to a people
whose known cruelty and treachery were such that his

own followers begged him to abandon his purpose. But
he felt that duty called him, and he was not to be
deterred by any fear of danger to himself from carrying
out what he believed to be God s command. He had

scarcely reached the island, however, before he was
struck down and cruelly clubbed to death by the natives,

who, it is thought, took this means of avenging certain

barbarities which had been practised on some of their

number by the crew of a vessel which had visited the
island some time previously.
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So died one of the noblest and bravest men who ever

proclaimed God s message in heathen ears. He died as

he had lived, a hero
;
and the best testimony to the

greatness and the enduring power of the work which he

initiated and for which he gave his life, lies perhaps in

the fact that on the very island which witnessed his

martyrdom there is now a Christian community ;
and the

God whom John Williams loved and served is worshipped

by the descendants of those who slew the hero who first

sought to take to them the &quot;

good tidings of great joy.&quot;



CAPTAIN ALLEN GARDINER

Sailor and Saint

WHEN Captain Allen Gardiner died, a shock was felt

in England similar to that caused when the news came

that Gordon had perished at Khartoum. For in truth

these two men were very much alike both in spirit and

life, and they both finished their career under tragic

circumstances. Gordon was a soldier and Gardiner a

sailor
;
but more than this, they were engaged in a

warfare whose weapons are not carnal, and the conflict

was not waged against flesh and blood, but against those

deeper, unseen enemies of the spiritual world. And

they were heroes indeed, who have left the world records

which are an inspiration to all true men.

It is rather more than a hundred years ago since

Gardiner was born in a little Berkshire village, from

which, as he grew up, he migrated to the Naval College
at Portsmouth. In due time he entered the Service,

and saw some exciting incidents of the American war,

which was then, unhappily, being carried on. He was

much as other young naval lieutenants were, gay, fearless,

and with little regard for eternal things, and it was not

until he had returned from one of his voyages and

Bought a Bible at a bookseller s shop in Portsmouth
66
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that the great change came. He had a faithful Christian

friend, who followed his wanderings with letters of

counsel and warning, and all this influence in the good

providence of God culminated in his conversion in

August 1822. Subsequently he married and lived,

when not on active service, at Gadshill and the Isle of

Wight ;
but the death of his wife, at whose bedside he

promised to devote himself to the work of God among
the heathen, completely changed his future career. He
rose from his knees with a mind made up, and his

diaries show how thoroughly and yet humbly he was

set on doing the will of God. He suspected his own

heart, although a more unselfish man one could hardly

imagine.
&quot;

Lord, I am laden with pride and selfishness. This

is the sin which (Thou knowest) does most easily

beset me. It is my burden. Save me from its galling

yoke, and bring me wholly to submit myself cheerfully
to Thy yoke, which is indeed easy, and Thy ways are

pleasantness. Having put my hand to the plough, may
I never turn back ! May Thy strength be made perfect
in my weakness 1

&quot;

Never was a prayer more completely fulfilled in

any man s life than this was in that of Captain Allen

Gardiner.

His first work was in Africa not at all the Africa

then as we know it now. The English settlers were

still a feeble folk. Dingaan, the chief of the Zulus, was

giving much alarm by his threats. Gardiner felt that

the key of the position would be gained if the heart of

this savage heathen were turned to God, and he landed

on the shores of Africa with the intention of making his
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way unattended and unarmed to Dingaan s kraal and

preaching to him the Gospel. This expedition was very

hazardous, and his friends at home wagged their heads

and said,
&quot; We shall never see poor Captain Gardiner

again.&quot;
But to Dingaan he came in due course, and the

chief was much interested in hearing of the Bible.

&quot;Have you brought the Book?&quot; he asked. A pocket

Testament was produced, and Gardiner was commanded

to read. The passages from the holy volume pointing

out the power and omniscience of God, the nature of sin

and the future day of judgment, much affected him.
&quot; Who is God ?

&quot; he asked.
&quot; Whom will He judge ?

&quot;

&quot; Will my people be at the judgment ?
&quot;

&quot; Can I ever

learn His Word ?
&quot;

Gardiner lived with him many months and gained his

respect, but unhappily his hopes were disappointed, as he

never became a real Christian. He gave Gardiner the

whole of the province of Natal, and the sailor missionary
laid the plans whereby the little huts of the settlers

became the future city of Durban. Gardiner preached to

the Zulus, and did a deal of pioneer work in making a

way for the missionaries who came to settle and establish

stations. His journal, which is happily still preserved,

abounds in exciting adventures and escapes from dangers
of fire and flood, from wild beasts and even wilder men.

He tells us how long he had to wait before any progress

could be made in getting the king s permission for the

establishment of a mission. Months passed, and although

Dingaan showed some interest in the subject of religion,

it was a mere curiosity, and behind it was a jealous fear

that the white man would only take advantage and seize

upon his country. The greatest diversion this monarch



CAPTAIN ALLEN GARDINER 69

allowed himself was to show to Gardiner the discipline

and valour of his troops, and again and again the whole

army was marched past where the Englishman stood, to

impress him with the greatness and power of their arms.

Their antics were so droll that it was as much as Gardiner

could do to keep from laughing, while the music, if so the

noise might be called, was continuous and deafening,

Dingaan asked very particularly after the English king,
and wanted to know what his troops did to show their

appreciation of his Majesty. Gardiner immediately tossed

up his hat into the air and gave three cheers, which

caused the Zulus immense satisfaction.

During this time Gardiner had given away nearly all

his belongings, and was reduced to such straits that his

whole baggage consisted of a pocket Testament and a

spoon. A saddle formed his pillow, and his couch was

the earthy floor of his hut. Still, he was supremely

happy, and counted all things as loss so that he might
be the means of winning some of these poor black people
to the Cross of Christ.

At last a promised interview was granted, and

Dingaan, with his indoonas, or principal counsellors, was

ready to listen to Gardiner on the subject of a permanent
mission being established. He produced his little Test

ament, and explained to them, as well as he was able,

the way of salvation. But the counsellors had already
made up their minds, and, with great force, expressed
their disapprobation.

&quot; We do not wish to learn it. If you will instruct us

in the use of the musket you may stay.&quot;

And, on Dingaan being appealed to, his reply was,
&quot;

I will not over-rule the decision of my indoonas.&quot;



70 MISSIONARY HEROES

This was a keen disappointment to Gardiner, and in

writing to his friends at home upon it, he says :

&quot; Well it is for us that God s ways are not our ways ;

by such disappointments He not only proves and prepares

the instrument by whom He often designs to work,

but shows us that His purposes will ripen and unfold

without their aid. I felt much comfort in repeating

those beautiful lines of Cowper :

Wait for His promised aid,
And if it tarry, wait

;

The promise may be long delayed,
But cannot come too late.

On his journey back he passed through many perils,

and it is astonishing that he was spared to survive such

difficulties, except that he must have been destined to

accomplish something for God in the future.

In the midst of thick mist he lost his way, and then

came a thunderstorm of extraordinary violence, the

lightning flashing around him like flames of fire. He

quietly unsaddled his horse, and, sitting on a rock, pre

pared to pass the night where he was.

&quot;Thus
exposed,&quot; he writes,

&quot; without the remotest

hope of assistance from my party, now several miles

distant, I had recourse to that sure refuge, a throne of

grace ;
and though the infidel may scoff, I will declare it

for the encouragement of others and the glory of God,
that He vouchsafed to hear my cry and delivered me.

Through an opening in the mist I was soon afterwards

enabled to perceive the route which it would be necessary
for me to take in order to retrace my steps, on which I

thankfully proceeded, although it became shortly after

as thick as ever; but before I had gone far it again
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entirely cleared up, and I was thus enabled, after a tedious

walk and not till it was quite dark, to rejoin the
wagons.&quot;

From thence he made his way to South America, to

preach Christianity to the poor Indians, who were as

sheep without a shepherd. He found the Church of

Rome in possession, teaching idolatry in its worst forms,

and his soul was shocked with the sin and darkness of

ignorance which prevailed.

His work among the Indians of Chili was difficult,

and to any one with less faith and patience than Gardiner

it would have been utterly disheartening. Yet he went

on, travelling with his family for miles over the stony

steeps of the Corderillas, crossing rivers, and going in

and out among the tents of the natives, distributing

copies of the Testament in the Spanish language. It

was an uphill task, but though he did not live to see

much fruit of his labours, he laid the foundation of a

work which has since been richly blessed.

In many cases, as he travelled through the country, he

found bitter hostility from the Roman Catholic priests,

who kept the natives in the dense darkness of superstition.

On one occasion a certain Friar Manuel, like Alexander

the coppersmith, greatly withstood him, and persuaded
the authorities to refuse Gardiner s request that he

might, with his family, settle in the neighbourhood.
&quot; He will infest all the Indians with heresy, and set them

against us,&quot; was the Jesuit s plea.

But Gardiner was not the man to be easily baulked

in his purpose. Under the guidance of a friendly gaucho,
he pushed his horse on in the direction of Queule, where

he had been told the Indians lived. After a journey of

great hardship and not a little hazard, he emerged from
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a thick jungle of bamboo with clothes all in tatters, and

his skin scratched and pierced with thorns. Here,

however, his eyes were gladdened by the neat cottages

of the Indians, the patches of barley and potatoes, and

the glitter of the distant sea. He was conducted to the

Chief Wykepang, a short, stout personage, somewhat

advanced in years. A conversation followed, from which

Gardiner soon found that an intense hatred of everything

Spanish existed in the native mind. Gardiner presently

brought out his Bible, and spoke to the old chief about

God, and how anxious he was to teach the people of

His love to them. Wykepang was astonished to find

his visitor possessed the book of God, but when later on

the word &quot;

missionary
&quot; was mentioned, he took offence

at once, thinking only of the Jesuits, who had made
themselves so unpopular.

&quot;

I do not want a missionary
to teach my people,&quot;

he said. It was a long time before

Gardiner could prove to him how utterly different his

mission was
;
but at last the Indian allowed him to stay

the night, and in bidding him good-bye in the morning,
he promised Gardiner he might come again without fear,

when he had learnt the Indian language. But no

Spanish, please.

Gardiner returned to England to speak of the needs

of the dark continent of the West, and finally started

the South America Missionary Society, devoting himself

specially to the wild outcasts of the coast of Patagonia.
These people, declared by Charles Darwin to be the worst

specimens of humanity he had ever met, he laboured

hard to save, and at last surrendered his own life on their

shores as a token of his undying love for and interest in

their salvation.
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He had made up a small party of men, noble and

devoted as himself, who, in some small decked boats,

sailed about the desolate islands of the Fuegian coast.

Their first attempts met with little success, for the

natives were savage and cruel, and the lonely and

defenceless men were plundered of almost everything

they possessed. After some wanderings and great priva

tions, they finally landed at a bay where they might

expect to meet with the ship of help which never

appeared.
In these days of suffering and loneliness Gardiner was

able to prepare an elaborate plan of the Patagonian

Mission, with minute directions as to its conduct after

he had gone. He also refreshed himself by composing

hymns, which speak indeed of the tranquillity of his

devout soul.

For a time these true-hearted men were able to keep

together. But their provisions ran short, and they
subsisted some weeks upon shell-fish and scraps of

seaweed. One by one the brave company fell helpless on

the strand and succumbed to their sufferings, until only
their leader, his hands encased in some thick stockings,

waited the end. Gardiner painted the rocks with texts,

and buried papers in a bottle, with directions carved on

the rock &quot; Go to Spaniard s Harbour, we are
dying.&quot;

But all in vain. So Gardiner was the last to die.

Falling by the side of his boat, he gave up his soul to

God.

His death by slow starvation is one of the most

tragic and pathetic incidents of missionary history ;
and

when the ship came, alas ! too late to save him and his

companions, his body was found beside the boat, and his
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books and papers lay all strewn along the shore. The

following words were found pencilled in his handwriting,

and refer to the death of one of his companions :

&quot;

I cannot leave the place where I am. Blessed be

my Heavenly Father for the many mercies which I enjoy

a comfortable bed, no pain, or even cravings of hunger,

though excessively weak, scarcely able to turn in my
bed, at least it is a very great exertion

;
but I am, by

His abounding grace, kept in perfect peace refreshed

with a sense of my Saviour s love and an assurance that

all is wisely and mercifully appointed, and pray that I

may receive the full blessing which it is doubtless

designed to bestow.&quot;

&quot; The Lord has seen fit to call home another of our

little company. Our dear departed brother left the boat

on Monday at noon, and has not since returned doubtless

he is in the presence of his Redeemer, whom he served

so faithfully ; yet a little while and through grace we

may join that blessed throng to sing the praises of Christ

throughout eternity. I neither hunger nor thirst, though
five days without food ! Marvellous loving-kindness to

me, a sinner!&quot;



FROM SAVAGE TO SAINT

ABOUT half-a-century ago a British Admiral, for reasons

which have nothing to do with this story, was ordered

to British Columbia. During his stay there he was

brought into frequent and close contact with the native

Indians of the country, who at that time were utterly

degraded and ignorant. So concerned was he about

their pitiable condition that on his return to England
he represented their needs to the Church Missionary

Society and pleaded for spiritual help to be sent to

them. His plea was successful, and the Society promptly
sent an eager and earnest young missionary, Mr. William

Duncan, to labour in this hitherto neglected corner of

the world.

The missionary chosen for this ripe field for Christian

enterprise seemed to be God s own man for the work.

His enthusiasm dated from the day when his heart had

been stirred by what he heard at a missionary meeting
in a remote English village. The day had been so wet

and cheerless that very few people ventured out to

attend the meeting; and when the speaker saw how

scanty an audience had assembled he felt inclined to

abandon it. But he reflected that, after all, the few

who had braved the weather deserved some return for

77
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the discomfort they had endured, and so the meeting
was held.

Amongst the little audience was William Duncan

the man who was fired by what he heard on that

occasion with such an intense longing to take some active

part in the work of proclaiming the Gospel message to

heathen men and women
;

the man whom God chose

as His instrument for the beginning of a great evange
listic effort in British Columbia.

In December 1856, only ten days after he had

received his call from the Church Missionary Society,

William Duncan set out for the scene of his future

labours. It took him six months to arrive at his destina

tion Fort Simpson, a small settlement close to the

sea, in the northern part of the country. The place
consisted of about twenty houses belonging to English
settlers interested in the fur trade, and over two hundred

and fifty wooden shanties stretching in one long line

close to the beach, where the Indians dwelt. This

settlement was Mr. Duncan s first charge, and there he

spent the first four years of his life as a missionary.
He found that Admiral Prevost s account of the

natives had been in no way exaggerated. Their con

dition was simply deplorable. Cannibalism was a

common practice amongst many of them, and alas !

that it should have to be recorded they were addicted

to many vices which they had learnt from the traders

who had visited them from Christian or at least

civilized lands.

The first work of the pioneer missionary was, neces

sarily, to make himself acquainted with the language of

the people ;
and for this purpose he secured the services
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of an Indian named Clah, who understood English, and

was therefore able to teach him. So diligent and apt a

pupil was he that in a very few months he had learnt

some hundreds of Indian words, and was even able to

write several short sentences in the native tongue.

Mr. Duncan was particularly fortunate in his choice

of a teacher, for not only did Clah impart to him a

knowledge of the language, but he also taught him

much concerning the habits and customs, the prejudices

and preferences of the people, that he could otherwise

have learnt only by long experience amongst them. He
learnt, amongst other things, that the horrible practice

of cannibalism was not common to them all, but was

confined to one section of the community, known

amongst their fellows as &quot;man-eaters.&quot; This section,

was, however, numerically strong ;
and the missionary

was an unwilling witness of their barbarous proceedings
on the second day of his sojourn amongst them. The
terrible sights which he saw might have deterred a man
less resolute, less imbued with the spirit of true

missionary zeal
;
but to Mr. Duncan they served only as

an incentive, and caused him to resolve that if life and

health were granted him, he would, God helping him,

cause even these degraded creatures to turn from their

evil ways.
He found that in addition to the &quot; man-eaters

&quot;

there

was another class known as
,&quot; dog-eaters &quot;;

and amongst
these, too, practices prevailed which were revolting to

the Christian mind, and which nothing but infinite

patience and love would enable him to uproot. But
from neither of these sections of the natives did he

meet with anything like the opposition that he had to
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contend against from quite another class, namely the

medicine-men.

As is well known, every Indian tribe has in its midst

a certain number of these medicine-men so called not

because of any medical skill they possess, but because

they are supposed, by means of incantations and all

kinds of superstitious mummeries, to be able to cause or

avert any threatened calamity. They are regarded by
the rest of the tribe with considerable awe, and are

credited with supernatural powers which enable them
either to help or hinder anything in heaven above or

on the earth beneath.

When Mr. Duncan felt that he was sufficiently

acquainted with the language of the Indians to be

able to converse with them, he arranged a kind of

pastoral visitation. Accompanied by his friend Clah,
he went into about a hundred and forty of the Indians

houses, and was delighted with his kindly reception.
He confesses that at first it was a little disconcerting,
not to say alarming, to enter a house and find a group
of half-naked savages squatting round a fire, all talking
at once, making a deafening din, and taking not the

slightest notice of their visitor. But this apparently
was merely a part of their code of good manners.

Suddenly, with no warning of any kind, the bewildering
chatter would cease

; everybody would turn and look at

Mr. Duncan; and then, nodding and smiling at him,
would murmur softly,

&quot;

Good, kind person, good chief !

&quot;

This was encouraging; and having accomplished so

much in the way of establishing friendly relations

between himself and the natives, Mr. Duncan thought
he might begin the active work of his ministry. With
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the help of Clah he prepared a very simple sermon in

Indian
;
and one Saturday he sent word to the principal

chiefs of the settlement, telling them that he wanted to

speak to them and their people, and asking them to

arrange a meeting for him on the following day.
The chiefs readily consented to do this, and the next

morning Mr. Duncan and Clah went to one of several

houses which the chiefs had selected for the purpose,
and there found that every preparation had been made
for the meeting, and about a hundred people had

assembled to hear what he had to say.

To every missionary who fully realizes the importance
of his work, the occasion of his first sermon to a heathen

congregation must be ever memorable
;
and one can

understand the fears and misgivings which assailed this

young enthusiast when he faced the assembly of savages
who had gathered to hear from his lips the first words

about God that had ever been uttered in their presence.

For a moment his heart failed him, and almost he

decided that he would speak in his own language, and

get Clah to interpret it for him
;
but Clah was, strangely

enough, almost as unnerved as his master; and Mr.

Duncan soon saw that he must rely upon his own

powers. Bidding the Indians shut the door, he knelt

down before them all, and prayed silently to God for

the help he needed
;
and then he began his sermon.

Never had preacher a more attentive congregation ;

and when, at the close of his sermon, Mr. Duncan asked

them to kneel while he prayed for them, they did so,

and remained quite quiet and orderly till the close of

the brief service. From that house Mr. Duncan went

on to another, where a fresh congregation awaited him,



82 MISSIONARY HEROES

and then to a third, and so on until he had conducted

nine services. It was a long and in many ways a trying

experience ;
but at the close of the day the tired preacher

wrote :

&quot; About eight or nine hundred souls will have

heard me speak ;
and a great number of them, I feel

certain, have understood the message. May the Lord

make it the beginning of great good for this pitiable

and long-lost people !

&quot;

During the week that followed Mr. Duncan made it

his business to call upon each of the chiefs who had lent

him their houses, and distributed amongst them small

acknowledgments of his gratitude for their kindness

trifles such as caps and other articles that he had brought
with him from England, and the chiefs were much

pleased to find that he remembered their goodness.

Having thus gained the confidence and good-will of

the Indians, Mr. Duncan decided to open a school.

One of the chiefs, Legaic, at once offered his house for

use as a school-room, and his offer was gratefully

accepted. The Indians admired and envied the power
of the white men; and as they were convinced that

this power was derived from books and learning, their

readiness to assist in the establishing of a school is

easily understood. It had, however, one rather em

barrassing and totally unlooked-for result; and Mr.

Duncan was somewhat nonplussed when, on the

opening day, fourteen or fifteen grown men and women

presented themselves as scholars, in addition to about

fifty children !

It was no part of the missionary s policy, however, to

discourage the desire of his adult friends to acquire that

knowledge which they, fondly believed would give
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them power; and so ho arranged that the grown-ups
should come to school every afternoon, and the children

every morning. That arrangement, however, did not

work very well
;
for the elders, despite their anxiety to

learn, seemed diffident about coming to special classes

arranged solely for their benefit
;
so in the end children

and adults were taught together.

So popular did the school become, that in less than

three months Mr. Duncan decided to build a school-

house. A site was chosen, and in a very short time

building operations were commenced on a piece of

ground close to Legaic s house. In token of their

appreciation of Mr. Duncan s efforts to teach them, the

Indians not only gave their services in the building of

the house, but offered quite voluntarily to provide the

wood for the roof and flooring ;
and those whose poverty

prevented them from obtaining materials in any other

way, took planks from their own houses, and even the

boards which formed their beds, to help on the work.

In two months from the time the building was com

menced, it was completed and furnished, and Mr.

Duncan opened his new school with an attendance of

fifty adult scholars and one hundred and forty children.

And it was now, when everything seemed so

promising for the future success of his work, that the

missionary s troubles began. For some time the

medicine-men had viewed askance the work of edu

cation that was going on. Ignorant though they were,

they yet had the shrewdness to understand that when

Mr. Duncan s teaching began to bear fruit their occu

pation would be gone ;
and this view of the matter was

strikingly confirmed when two or three of the chiefs
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who had been greatly influenced by the instruction

which Mr. Duncan had given them, declared openly

that they would have nothing further to do with the

medicine-men and their magic.
Autumn was approaching the season when the

medicine-men were most active
;
and as the days went

by some even of the missionary s strongest supporters

became obviously nervous and ill at ease. Amongst
these was Legaic, who, though friendly to Mr. Duncan,
was himself a medicine-man. One day he came to the

missionary with a request that the school should be

closed for a month, or at least a fortnight, while the

medicine-season lasted, pleading that the noise of the

children passing on their way to and from the school

disturbed him and his companions at their work.

Mr. Duncan saw at once, however, that this was not

merely a matter of obliging his friend Legaic. To
close the school at such a time and on such a pretext
would be practically to discredit his own work in the

eyes of the natives, and to admit at least a tacit

approval of the medicine-men and their methods. All

this he explained to the chief, and told him he could

not possibly yield to his request. Thereupon Legaic
worked himself into a perfect frenzy of rage, and ended

by threatening to shoot any children who dared to go
to school the following day. His rage and his threats,

however, were alike unavailing, and he was obliged to

depart, defeated.

The next day school assembled as usual, and the

morning passed uneventfully; but when the scholars

had gathered together for their afternoon lessons,

Legaic, accompanied by six other medicine men, all
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grotesquely painted and feathered, appeared at the

door, and demanded that the children should be at

once dismissed.

Boldly confronting the intruders, Mr. Duncan asked

them what they intended to do. Legaic, raving and

stamping with rage, replied that unless the children

were at once dismissed, and the school closed for at

least four days, he would kill the missionary.

The position was a critical one. Mr. Duncan was

alone and defenceless, entirely at the mercy of a set of

frenzied savages who had undoubtedly the power and

apparently the will to kill him. Yet to give way at

such a crisis would probably mean the undoing of all

that many months of patient endeavour had accom

plished, and the losing of prestige and influence that

it would be exceedingly difficult, if not absolutely

impossible, to regain.

In a moment the brave young missionary s mind was

made up. At whatever risk to himself, even at the cost

of life itself if need be, he must do what he believed

to be his duty as God s minister. Fearlessly and quietly

he confronted the savage chief and his companions and

reminded them that God was his master
;
that he must

obey God rather than them
;

that he knew their

practices were evil, and that therefore he could not

countenance them in any way.
Then the chief pointed to himself and to two of his

companions, exclaiming :

&quot;

I am a murderer, and so

are you, and you. Of what use is it for us to come to

school ?
&quot; At once Mr. Duncan reminded them that

God s mercy was wide enough for the pardon even of
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such sins as theirs, and urged them to give up their

evil ways and become Christians.

But Legaic was not to be moved from his purpose by

any such appeal. For more than an hour he and his

friends remained in the school, demanding and threaten

ing. But Mr. Duncan, fully determined not to give

way, never wavered for an instant
;
and at last, to his

great surprise and infinite relief, his unwelcome visitors

ceased their clamour and went away.
Not till afterwards did Mr. Duncan discover that it

was his friend and teacher Clah who had saved his life

during that hour of peril. Although still a heathen,

Clah had become greatly attached to his master. He
was aware of the attempt that was to be made that

afternoon to compel the missionary to comply with the

demands of the medicine-men
;
and fearing that mischief

might befall Mr. Duncan, he had gone to the school

carrying a pistol under the blanket which, after the

manner of his kind, he wore over his shoulders. Un
known to Mr. Duncan, he took up his position behind

him, facing the chiefs. It was not long before the

faithful Indian found an opportunity of making Legaic
aware of the weapon that he held in his hand; and

from that moment the chief dared to do no more than

try to frighten the missionary into submission. When
he found he had set himself an impossible task he could

do nothing but retire, baffled and defeated.

From that memorable afternoon the power of the

medicine-men declined. The school was continued,

without further molestation, but in another building ;

and several of the chiefs who had long been hesitating
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whether to transfer their allegiance from the medicine

men to Mr. Duncan now boldly ranged themselves on

his side. For to savage as to civilized man courage

appeals, and even the heathen loves a hero.

For some years Mr. Duncan was privileged to continue

his good work amongst the Indians of British Columbia,
and considerable success attended his efforts on their

behalf; but perhaps of all the conversions traceable to

his ministry none gave him quite so much joy as that

of Legaic, who became in his turn a missionary amongst
his own countrymen, and Mr. Duncan s staunch friend

and helper in spreading abroad the good news that
&quot; Christ Jesus came into the world to save sinners.&quot;

The power of the Gospel ! Who can estimate it ?

Under its mighty influence evil becomes hateful to

those who once delighted in it, and even the savage
becomes a saint.
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ENGLISHMEN are not generally found wanting in

courage or enterprise. Volunteers have always been

forthcoming, in almost any numbers, to carry out what

ever has commended itself to the national mind. No
matter how hazardous the task, men have been found to

undertake it. The graves of Britons who sought for

glory in arms, thickly stud the battle-fields of Europe,
the desert sands of Egypt, the plains and mountain-

passes of India, and the mangrove-lined shores of many
a pestiferous Eastern creek. Rough tablets are to be

found in almost all the most inaccessible parts of the

earth, marking the spots where British explorers, un
daunted by the fate of their predecessors, have left

their bones amid the awful solitudes of the polar ice, or

in the waterless and foodless wilds of Central Australia ;

or wherever else British pluck and indomitable energy
have sought to do what every other man has failed to

achieve.

When there is a thing to be done, some Briton is sure

to be found who will not rest until he has done it.

Our old nursery rhyme tells us how the Ogre, sniffing
the presence of a stranger in his grim domain, at once

guessed the nationality of the bold intruder

&quot;

Fee, fi, fo, fum !

I smell the blood of an Englishman.
88
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None other, surely, would have ventured up the Bean

stalk to seek his fortune in the great unknown !

How are we to account, then, for the fact that, until

within comparatively recent years, almost none of our

countrymen were found hazarding their lives in &quot;the

dark places of the earth
&quot;

to plant the Cross upon new
soil ? Clearly it was not that they were afraid. We
are driven to the conclusion that the cause of Jesus

Christ had not laid hold upon the heart of the nation.

But we are thankful to know that there has of late been

a great increase of missionary zeal. Missionaries are

now to be counted by hundreds where sixty years ago

they might have been numbered by tens, and where a

hundred years ago they would not have been found

even in units
;
but still the cry is for more. The

harvest truly is plenteous, but the labourers are few.

Yet there is no lack of brave and devoted men in the

Churches of Britain, and we rejoice to remember that

our land has contributed not a few names to the roll of

the noble army of martyrs. But when the heart of the

Church of God beats in true response to the last com
mand of her Lord, men will not go out into the mission-

field by ones and twos, but Christians will offer them

selves freely, and in ever-increasing numbers, and will

emulate the brave and noble heroes and martyrs of the

past in bearing the standard of God s Peace throughout
the length and breadth of the wide world.

The frontispiece to this volume depicts the last

moments of one of the noblest and bravest of missionary

martyrs Bishop Hannington. Let us try to depict what

sort of a man he was, and how it came to pass that he

heard and obeyed God s call to the work of a missionary.
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James Hannington was born at Hurstpierpoint, near

Brighton, on the 3rd of September, 1847. He was a

high-spirited, manly boy, who delighted in out-door

exercises and adventure of every kind. His father

owned a fine sailing yacht of over 200 tons, and he

made many voyages in her to Norway, Russia, and the

Mediterranean. He thus became an accomplished

seaman, and could be thoroughly trusted to navigate a

vessel during a storm. He was a bold rider to hounds,

and a keen sportsman. Many of the entries in the

journals which he kept during his boyish years record

the number of
&quot;

birds
&quot;

which fell to his unerring gun.
When only sixteen he was made a lieutenant in the 1st

Sussex Artillery Volunteer Corps, and at eighteen
received his commission as captain.

Hannington early showed signs of thoughtfulness,

and, though very giddy and volatile, was never wholly
insensible to the claims of religion. When he was

twenty-one he received his parents permission to study
for Holy Orders. With this end in view he matricu

lated at St. Mary Hall, Oxford, where he made him
self a great favourite with everybody, and was an

acknowledged leader amongst the undergraduates. He
became captain of the college boat, and president of the

social club. Much of his time was also spent at

Martinhoe, in the wild north of Devonshire, where he

distinguished himself as a bold climber of the perilous
cliffs which overhang that ironbound coast.

After taking his degree he was ordained deacon by
the Bishop of Exeter in 1874, and entered upon his

ministerial duties as curate of Martinhoe. Here he soon

succeeded in attaching the people to him in a very
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remarkable manner. He had some knowledge of

medicine, and won a high reputation among the country

folks as a healer. He was in the truest sense a friend

of the poor. He despised none but the mean, the

cowardly, or the vicious
;
and treated every honest,

upright man, however lowly his estate, as a brother.

This geniality was quite real and spontaneous on his

part, and, both at Martinhoe, and afterwards at Hurst-

pierpoint, he won the hearts of young and old as few

clergymen are able to do.

At this time, however, he had not himself found the

secret of Eternal Life. He was conscious that, though

deeply in earnest, he was not yet accepted of God

through Jesus Christ. Shortly before his ordination a

college friend had written to him, urging him to sur

render his heart to the Saviour of the world. This

letter had made a deep impression on him, though he

had not replied to it. Being in great distress of mind,

he now determined to do so, and a correspondence
followed which resulted in his conversion. From that

moment the whole tone of his life and ministry was

altered. He was filled with the desire to make others

partakers with him of the heavenly treasure. Soon

after his own conversion an old man died at Martinhoe

with these words on his lips,
&quot; / love Mr. Hannington&quot;

&quot;

Oh,&quot; wrote his pastor in his private diary,
&quot; that it

had only been &quot;

I love the Lord Jesus !

&quot;

In the grounds of his father s house at Hurstpier-

point stood the private chapel of St. George, to which

was attached a district. Hannington was appointed to

the charge of this church and district in 1875, and

there he remained until his first missionary journey to
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Africa. He was devoted to his work, and wrought a

great change among the people. Both he himself and

his possessions were always spent in their service.

He had no stipend of any kind, and lived entirely

upon his own private fortune, which was not a large

one. He soon sold his horse, and gave up his favourite

pastime of riding, in order that he might turn his stable

and coach-house into a mission-hall, where he might
hold his numerous and largely-attended classes and

meetings. The working-men both loved and admired

him, and the lads of the village were always made wel

come at his house. Quite a number of boys, who have

since succeeded well in life, received their first start

from his wise and kindly hand.

He was a great temperance man. In spite of deter

mined opposition he pressed the temperance cause upon
the people of Hurst, and succeeded in establishing a

thriving branch of the Church of England Temperance

Society there. The folk knew him familiarly amongst
themselves as

&quot;Jemmy,&quot;
but there was no squire in the

neighbourhood whom they more heartily respected.
He was a born leader. The popular workman s club

which he founded remains to testify to the hold which

he gained upon the people and the confidence which he

inspired in them.

It was in 1878 that Hannington s heart was first

moved with any definite desire to offer himself for

missionary work. The news had then reached home
of the death of those two heroic Christian pioneers,

Lieutenant Thergold Smith and Mr. O Neill, who were

killed during a night attack by a hostile tribe, on the

shore of the Victoria Nyanza, in the centre of Africa.
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Hannington was deeply moved. He says,
&quot;

I longed to

offer myself to go in their
place.&quot;

It was not, however, until nearly four years later

that the way was opened out for him to do so. We
have not space here to describe in detail how he was

led, step by step, to the conclusion that God had called

him to this special work
;

it must be sufficient to say
that early in 1882 he offered himself to the Church

Missionary Society for five years work in Uganda. He
did not ask for any salary. He proposed, on the

contrary, to give 100 a year toward his own travelling

expenses, and 50 toward his missionary outfit. His

offer was accepted by the Society, and he was appointed
to the leadership of a party of missionaries who were

just starting for the interior of the Dark Continent.

Amid the tears and prayers of his congregation at

Hurst he left for Africa in May 1882. It is altogether

impossible for us to follow him during his eventful

march through the great wilderness. Suffice it to say
that he was prostrated by fever quite early on the long

journey, and was left half-way between the coast and

the lake for a dying man. His immense energy and

determination, however, enabled him to rise and struggle

forward, and he actually reached the Nyanza, and

after many thrilling adventures and some hairbreadth

escapes commenced the canoe voyage across the Lake

to Uganda.
But he could go no further. He wrote in his diary :

&quot;

Very ill with dysentery and violent internal pain ; my
liver, too, is in such a state that I have to walk with my
hands tied to my neck to prevent my arms moving, as

their least motion gives me intense
pain.&quot;

He was
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compelled by his fellow-travellers to retrace his steps.

The history of his return journey to the coast is a record

of heroic endurance, sustained by an unwavering trust in

the love and power of God. More than once he was

left for dead by his bearers, who refused to trouble

themselves with a corpse. Each time he revived

sufficiently to crawl after them into the camp.
When at length Hannington reached home in June

1883, the doctors were unanimous in forbidding him to

.entertain any thought of returning at any time to

Africa. His heart, however, was in that dark land. He
never ceased to pray that the way might be opened for

him to go back. He devoted all his available time to

pleading for the missionary cause at home. At last, to

his immense joy, his health so far improved that the

medical board of the Church Missionary Society
consented that he might venture to resume his African

labours.

The Church was seeking a suitable man to be

appointed as the first Bishop of Central Equatorial
Africa. There could be little doubt as to who possessed
most qualifications for that arduous post. Hannington
was therefore consecrated to the bishopric in June
1884.

Within a year and a half his body lay dead on African

soil. But how much he accomplished during that brief

episcopate ! He was never idle for an instant. Every
moment was occupied, and his labours can only be

characterized as immense. A glance at a good modern

map of Africa will reveal to our readers how vast is the
tract of land over the missionary churches of which
he had the superintendence. His huge diocese was
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composed of a circle of stations which lay like beads

upon a string of more than 1,200 miles. One of the

Bishop s first expeditions, after he had put matters

right at Frere Town, was to the celebrated mountain,

Kilima-njaro, whose summit is capped with perpetual

ice and snow beneath the burning sun of Africa. There

he planted the Cross of Christ, and established a

mission.

His next thought was to penetrate to Uganda, at

the northern end of the Victoria Nyanza, in order that

he might visit and encourage the native church there.

The history of the little church in Uganda reminds one

of the early days of Christianity so bitter had been

the persecution, and so nobly and faithfully had it been

endured. Three Christian boys were burned to death,

singing the praises of Jesus to the last in the flames.

Thirty-two converts were heaped into one great

sacrifice and burned alive. Yet the people continued to

confess Christ boldly, and to beg for baptism ! The

Bishop did not know all that was happening in that

distant land, but he knew enough to assure him that his

presence was much needed there, and he resolved that

he would not put off his journey a day later than was

absolutely necessary.

Alas ! Mwanga, the king, and his council of chiefs,

had determined that no white man should approach
their country by the route which the Bishop had

chosen as the most healthy and the most direct. Much
less would they permit the chief of the persecuted

Christians to visit them. In their ignorance they

suspected the Messenger of Peace as though he were the
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arch-enemy of their land. They resolved to intercept

him and to put him to death.

The Bishop s remarkable journey through the almost

unexplored land of the Masai, and his passage across the

mountains into Usoga have been fully described in his

biography. It is the very romance of travel. At last,

with infinite difficulty, he reached the frontier of Usoga,

and, leaving behind the greater part of his caravan, he

proceeded, with only fifty men, to make his way to the

Nile, beyond which lay the town he sought. He went

forward, full of faith in God, and prepared for any fate,

but, of course, in entire ignorance of the decree which

had been pronounced against his life.

The first intimation he received of the terrible danger
in which he stood was when he had almost reached the

end of his journey. He was within half-an-hour of the

Nile, and was standing upon a hill from which he

might command the prospect of the great Lake and the

issuing river, when he was suddenly attacked by a band

of ruffians. These threw him upon the ground, stripped
him of all valuables, and dragged him violently for

some miles, till, all breathless and bruised, with his

clothes torn from his body and covered with mud, he

was thrown into a filthy grass hut within a high
enclosure.

There he lay for a week, amid heat, dirt and stench

indescribable. He was moreover so bruised and

shaken that he could scarcely stand upright; but

during all these awful days his mind was kept at peace

by his simple trust in his God. His Bible remained
with him, and his last diary records how the sweet
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words of the Psalms gave him daily comfort and

support. Indeed, it was the one consolation of the last

few sad and terrible days of his life that his Bible was

left to him. Only those who have realized in times of

great mental and physical strain the preciousness of

God s promises as contained in His Holy Word can

at all appreciate what the Bible was to Bishop Han-

nington in his agony of body and mind. In its sacred

pages he found a strength which never failed him, and

in that strength he remained calm and steadfast to the

last moment of his earthly life.

On the eighth day the Bishop was released. He
found himself once more surrounded by the men of his

caravan, who had been bound at the same time with

himself. But they had been brought out only to die.

The Bishop was not to see the faithful men he had

come so far to comfort and direct. With a wild shout,

a band of warriors rushed on all sides from the thicket

and fell upon his helpless followers. Their flashing

spears rose and fell among the shrieking crowd, and

soon the ground was covered with heaps of the dead and

dying.

In that moment of wild confusion and terror we have

the comfort of knowing that the brave Bishop did not

blench. His high courage was not accustomed to

yield to craven fear. He had faced death too often and

too long to dread it now. He had, moreover, that

assured faith which transforms death into a friend. As
his murderers came near he looked round upon them,
and the calm glance of his eye held them in check, mad

though they were with the thirst for blood. In slow

and incisive words words which engraved themselves
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upon their memories, and were afterwards repeated

just as they were heard he bade them tell the

king that he was about to die for the people of

Uganda, and that he had purchased the road to them
with his life. Then he pointed to his own gun which

one of them held. It was discharged, and out from the

shattered house of clay sprang the glad spirit of the

weary traveller, to find itself in the long-sought presence
of the King,
So he died, and so he lives, for evermore. And so

his name will live, while the Church maintains her

warfare on earth a word of power to stir up others to

take up and bear onward the banner which fell from
his dying hands.



A GREAT MISTAKE

MORE than a hundred and seventy years ago three

missionaries left the mainland of Europe with a view

toward the conversion of the Eskimos. They were

good men
; nay, they were heroes in every sense of the

word, but for more than five years they suffered con

tinual defeat owing to one great mistake they unitedly

made. How, in face of the teaching contained in the

New Testament and the records of the Acts of the

Apostles, they came to make it we cannot say. They
had a theory of their own as to how the heathen ought
to be reached, and perhaps they were so sure that

their way was the right way that they did not stop to

inquire of God, and He says that He will be inquired of.

It took weeks and months of severe travel before

the missionaries reached Greenland. Greenland had

not been discovered until the end of the tenth century,

and then from the fifteenth to the beginning of the

eighteenth it had been closed again to civilization, by a

tremendous ice blockade coupled with that dread disease,

the &quot; black
pest.&quot; During this time the Greenlanders

had relapsed into barbarians again.

The missionaries soon realized that they had a tough

problem to solve. How tough they had little conception
till they saw for themselves the utter degradation of

99
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the Eskimos of that period. In stature they were

dwarfs, ugly and repulsive-looking to the last degree.

Their minds matched their bodies, and their habits

were beyond belief for uncleanliness. Soap and water

were unknown luxuries
;
mothers washed their infants

as a cat does her kittens, by licking them all over.

Added to all this they were spiteful, malicious and

cruel; love they did not know the meaning of, even

, among themselves.

Their religion, if it could be called by that name,
was merely a belief in a great spirit whom they were

very much afraid of. They had neither idols nor any
form of worship whatever, and intellectually they were

of a very low, dull order indeed.

It did not take the three missionaries very long to

estimate the Eskimos at their real value, but they were

in no way disheartened or discouraged, but set cheer

fully to work. The first thing to do, they decided, was

to make these heathen realize the fact of the existence

of a God and His claims upon them. John Beck, the

leading missionary, was the aptest to grasp the language,
so he translated the story of the Creation into the Eskimo

language that they might be instructed on the right
lines from the very beginning.
But work, and toil, and pray as they might, the

Eskimos would have none of their God. Their own
suited them exactly, they maintained, and was just as

powerful and as much to be feared as the God of the

foreigners. The only divine quality they recognized
was the power ta inspire fear,* and this their own

imaginary god was well endowed with.

For five years these worthy men laboured away at
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the story of the Creation, and at the end of that time

they had not made the least impression upon any one

of their hearers. Their mission had been the deadest

sort of a failure.

Meanwhile they suffered and endured patiently all

sorts of hardship and persecution. The Eskimos did

their best to wear out both their patience and their

health. They tore down the mission huts, and broke

up the furniture; they came to their gatherings to

mimic and make fun, and drowned out the singing with

howls of derision and the beating of drums. In the

middle of the most fervent addresses they pretended to

fall asleep, and it was a human impossibility to talk

against that mighty chorus of snores. They even

destroyed the mission boat, finally, which was the

missionaries main means of support, and steadily

refused to sell them a morsel of food, though they had

abundance, hoping thus to starve them out, if they
couldn t drive them. Sickness tried the resolute three,

too, for small-pox broke out among the natives, and each

missionary had his turn.
&quot;

Happily,&quot; remarked one of them, in a letter home,
&quot; we did not have it together, but one after another.&quot;

Tenderly and lovingly they nursed these vicious

dwarfs, but utterly failed to reach their hearts, and still

they remained, one and all, steadily opposed to the God
of the foreigners, and no nearer believing the story of

the Creation than ever.

In spite of hardship and failure none of the three ever

thought of abandoning this barren field of labour, and

leaving the ugly little Eskimos to their darkness. No,

they plodded on and on, and John Beck even began a
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translation of the life of Jesus Christ to follow on after

the Creation, when their unwilling hearers should have

arrived at a knowledge of the true God. We are obliged

to confess, however, that he had but a very faint hope it

would ever be used. At the rate they were going on it

would be years and years, nay a generation hence, before

they could expect one seeker after salvation. But God

was not unmindful of their brave fight, and it was not

to go unhonoured. He had a lesson to teach these

men a lesson which has proved invaluable to scores,

who, inspired by their example, sought the salvation of

the heathen in many lands.

One morning John Beck was working somewhat sadly

at his translation, when the door of the little hut was

rudely kicked open, and a group of Eskimos pushed
in. For some weeks a new hostile attitude had been

manifest among these people, and it seemed exceedingly

probable that the mission, at last, might end in

martyrdom. They certainly looked evil enough for

anything, John Beck thought, as they crowded round

his table, inspecting and turning over his pens, ink and

paper.
&quot; And what is this ?

&quot;

demanded Kayarnak, the

most villainous-looking of the lot, as he seized upon a

sheet of manuscript.
John explained as well as he could that what they

called
&quot;

black marks&quot; were words, the same as the words

they were speaking ;
he made his explanation as long as

possible, inwardly rejoicing that the rascal of a Kayarnak
showed no more mischievous disposition than to maul
over his papers. It was some time before their slow

brains grasped his meaning. At last Kayarnak ex

claimed :



A GREAT MISTAKE 105

&quot;

Tliis piece of paper hears, and remembers, and says

words ?
&quot;

Yes, that was so; he was told once the words

were written down, there they stayed till the paper was

destroyed. This was wonderful, past all belief, and the
&quot;

talking paper
&quot;

was handed round from hand to hand.

Then a new idea struck Kayarnak, and, thrusting the

bundle of manuscript into John Beck s hand, he

cried :

&quot; Make the paper speak, make it speak ;
let us hear

what it has to
say.&quot;

This demand was greeted with yells of delight from

the others, and mechanically the missionary began to

read, glad to be able to satisfy his dread visitors so

easily.

He read bits from the Gospels, and was in the middle

of the story of the crucifixion, when he paused, conscious

of a dead silence, so unusual a thing that he felt sure

it must mean mischief. On looking up he was as

tounded to see Kayarnak s dark face convulsed with

grief, the tears pouring down his face.

&quot; Oh !

&quot;

he cried,
&quot; make the paper talk more ! Go on,

go on ! I would fain know about this Jesus, for I, too,

want to be saved !

&quot;

Had the stones under his feet cried out John Beck

would not have been more astonished. Then the scales

fell from his eyes, and he saw the great mistake they had

made. They had tried to teach these savages through
their intellect, and had forgotten that &quot;

I, if I be lifted

up, will draw all men unto Me,&quot; even poor, ignorant,

dark heathen. They had put themselves and their

theories between the Cross and dying men
; they had

held back the water of life from thirsty souls.
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With tears of joy and contrition falling down his face,

John Beck explained again and again the story of

salvation, while his listeners hung upon his words in

rapt attention.

Kayarnak accepted Christ there and then, and when

the other two missionaries returned, weary and dis

heartened from their work in a neighbouring district,

they found their comrade the centre of an inquiring

crowd, all anxious and eager to know about Jesus.

Kayarnak proved an invaluable ally. He assisted in

the translation of the New Testament. He begged of

the missionaries to tell his people about Jesus and Jesus

only, and they were only too glad to follow his advice.

He taught them that neither the simplest sort of

teaching, argument, nor logic, can take the place of the

words of Jesus Christ, which are spirit and life.

Before long the now joyful workers were counting
their converts by scores, many of whom thought nothing
of coming four, five or six leagues to attend the services.

Other missionaries followed John Beck and his friends,

and now all the settlements in Greenland are Christian.

About fifty years ago the last professing pagan died at

Proven.



A LIFE LAID DOWN

THE tale of heroes who have given their lives in the

Master s service as missionaries to the heathen natives

of Africa is a long one
;
and amongst them all not one

is more deserving of honour than Dr. Southon.

This devoted servant of God brought special talents

and abilities to his work as a missionary, for he had

travelled extensively, and had been an army surgeon in

the war in Texas. He might have made a greater
success of his life, as the world counts success, in almost

any other sphere than that which he chose; but his

one desire and ambition was to become a missionary,
and thus to have opportunities of using his medical

knowledge and surgical skill amongst those to whom
he could at the same time proclaim the message of

salvation.

Great indeed was Dr. Southon s joy when at length
God opened the way for the realization of his ambition,

and he was appointed by the London Missionary Society
to a station in Central Africa, known by the name of

Mirambo. Here he set to work at once, and quickly
established a dispensary and a school. His genial,

helpful manner, no less than the many very tangible
107 o
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benefits he conferred upon them, soon won him many
friends amongst the natives

;
and so great a favourite

did he become that even the powerful chief King
Mirambo was constrained to show himself friendly

to the kind and clever white medicine-man of whose

good deeds he heard so much. The chief, by way of

practical proof of his good- will, gave him a piece of

land on which to build a hospital and a dwelling-house,
and expressed his desire to be helpful in any other way
that was possible.

For a time Dr. Southon enjoyed the companionship
and assistance of a confrere, Mr. Williams, and the two

men became greatly attached to each other in their

common service for God
; but, alas ! the deadly climate,

which has always been the foe of the white man in

Africa, laid low the missionary s friend and associate
;

and in spite of all that skilled attention and loving

ministry could do Mr. Williams died, and Dr. Southon
was left to carry on his work single-handed.

Soon after the death of his friend, Dr. Southon, feeling
the need of rest and change, arranged to leave the

mission-station for a few days and get a little shooting

up the river. Taking with him his two native lads

and his servant all of whom served him with touching
devotion he set out, hoping for a pleasurable and re

freshing holiday, and never dreaming of the tragedy so

soon to take place.

The little party reached the river in safety; and

having pitched their tent set out for their first day s

shooting. Nothing untoward occurred, and Dr. Southon
had set his face tentward at the end of the day, when,
suddenly, and while still about a mile distant from the
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little camp, he felt a stinging pain in his arm, and heard

the sharp report of a gun.

For the moment he did not in the least realize what

had happened ;
and then, looking round, he saw one of

his boys, Uledi, running towards him, crying piteously,
&quot;

Oh, master, I did not mean to do it ! I did not mean
to do it !

&quot;

Then, looking down, he saw that his arm
was terribly lacerated, and bleeding profusely. Binding
it up as well as he was able, he managed with the help
of his lads and the servant to reach the tent

;
and there

he fainted from pain and loss of blood. When he re

gained consciousness he told his lads how to make a

litter, on which they placed his mattress
;
and so, gently

and tenderly, and full of grief for the suffering of their

loved master, they carried him home.

Dr. Southon s medical knowledge proved to him that

his life could only be saved by the sacrifice of the in

jured arm
; and, totally unable to minister to his own

need, he sent for a missionary friend, Mr. Copplestone,
at a station some miles away, to come to his help.
When Mr. Copplestone arrived Dr. Southon asked him
to amputate the arm. This Mr. Copplestone, not being
a doctor, naturally shrank from doing ;

but when Dr.

Southon explained to him that it was the only chance

of saving his life, he bravely agreed to do his best
;
and

under the patient s own directions the operation was

performed.

But, alas ! it soon became evident that something
more would have to be done, and a doctor was sent for

from Uganda. A fortnight later he arrived, and decided

that another operation was necessary. During that

terrible fortnight of waiting, Dr. Southon wrote the
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last letter he was ever to write
;
and in it occur these

brave and beautiful words :

&quot; Since I have been lying here, I ve had ample time

for reflection, and find this comfort. God has ever led

me and trained me in this work. I came into it with

all my heart, and soul and body, and I determined to

make it a success. I bless God
; my trust in Him is as

strong as ever, and if He allows me to live I will do

Him good service yet. But oh ! if He calls me to join
others gone on before, how gladly will I respond ! . . .

&quot;

I feel as if I can t last much longer. My sufferings

during the past five weeks have been simply awful
;

and nothing short of Divine grace and a good constitu

tion could have pulled me through till now. I cannot

tell you how gladly I should welcome death. My
morphia is nearly finished. I have about two doses

left, which I am reserving for extreme agony. As

long as I could get a dose every three hours I was

moderately easy, but for days I have only had an

occasional dose.

&quot;Mr. Copplestone has promised to do an operation

to-day which, if successful, will ease my sufferings, and

enable me to get well quickly ;
but I am of opinion

that, if not successful, it will cause my death. Tell

everybody, if I die, that my most earnest wishes are

to die at my post, and nothing short of death could

make me leave it. ...
&quot;

I could not have believed that any person could

stand the sufferings I have gone through, and live.

And I myself feel sure there is some great and grand
purpose to be accomplished by it, though at present
I cannot see it. Perfected through suffering, perhaps ;
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but anyhow I only ask that it may soon end in the way
He desires it. My faith in Him is strong and reliant,

and I feel perfectly at peace with all. I leave no regret

behind, except as to the unfinished way I leave my
work to my successors

;
but even that is swept off by

knowing that He will have it so.

&quot;

Good-bye, all true friends. Let your efforts be to

carry on the work by prayer and money if none can

give themselves.&quot;

Very soon after he had written that letter Dr.

Southon died. He was a brave man, and he died a

hero s death
;
and none can doubt that he has won

the reward that remains for those who, having left

home and friends, do not grudge the giving up even

of life itself for Christ s sake and the Gospel s.



SAVED BY A MISSIONARY

&quot; AND so, Mr. Morrison, you really expect that you
will make an impression on the idolatry of the great

Chinese empire ?&quot; The question was asked by a ship

owner with whom Dr. Morrison, the well-known mis

sionary, had made arrangements for transport from New
York to the scene of his earliest labours for God in

China. The answer was characteristic of the man.
&quot;

No, sir/ Dr. Morrison said
;

&quot; I expect God will !

&quot;

That was the spirit which animated Dr. Morrison in

all his work utter dependence upon God, and complete
submission to His will in all things; and it was this

which enabled him to accomplish so much, and helped
him so wonderfully to shed the Gospel light upon the

darkness of heathen China.

A century ago, when Dr. Morrison began his mis

sionary career, China was much more inaccessible than

it is to-day. It took the missionary nearly four months
to get from Gravesend to Canton, and when he arrived

there it was to find himself face to face with almost

insuperable difficulties.
&quot;

I can cast in but here and

there a handful of seed,&quot; he says.
&quot;

It is not unlike the

clearing of land now covered with immense forests.

112
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Old and deep-rooted prejudices are to be cut down and

dug up, many noxious weeds to be burned, to make
room for casting in the seed.&quot; But nothing could

daunt a man of such faith and trust as he possessed ;

and strong in the belief that here was the special

work which he was called upon to undertake, he went

bravely forward, resolved to do his best, and leave the

issue to God.

One great obstacle he found was the natives dislike

and distrust of foreigners ;
and in order to overcome this

as far as possible he adopted the native style of dress,

allowed his hair and nails to grow inordinately long,

and even cultivated that special pride of the Chinaman
a queue, or pigtail. He learnt, too, to eat with chop

sticks, and in all ways comported himself as a native,

until a severe illness compelled him to some extent to

abandon his unaccustomed ways of living.

His first work was necessarily to acquire a knowledge
of the language of the people to whom he had come to

proclaim the message of salvation. This of itself was

no mean task
;
and while he devoted himself to it he

lived in two small rooms, in which also he found accom

modation for two native lads whom he tried to teach.

His efforts on their behalf, however, were very dis

couraging ;
and the utter lack of any sense of apprecia

tion of his endeavours on their behalf is shown by the

fact that one of them, when alone with him on one

occasion, made an unprovoked and entirely unexpected
assault upon him, tearing his coat and maltreating him

so seriously that he had to shout for assistance. This,

and the state of his health, forced him to record in his
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diary that
&quot; that which is most desirable is impracti

cable, namely, to live with the Chinese, have their society

at all times, hear their conversation, adopt their dress
;
in

short, in everything that is not of a moral or religious

nature, to become a Chinese.&quot;

Yet, though he found it so impossible even in the

external things of life to
&quot; become a Chinese,&quot; Dr.

Morrison did not despair ;
and such was his energy and

ability that it was not long before he was able to exer

cise a powerful influence over those who at first had

seemed either utterly indifferent or bitterly opposed to

all his efforts to win their confidence.

Sometimes it happened that Dr. Morrison was able

to render valuable service to a poor Chinaman who was

in danger of being wronged through his own or other

people s ignorance. The story of one such incident is

worth repeating, for it shows the kindly nature of the

missionary in a specially striking way.
A French vessel which had come to grief through

stress of weather put in one day to Touron Bay. The

ship was so completely disabled that her owner decided

to sell the hulk for what it would fetch, and then try to

arrange for himself and the crew to continue their

journey as passengers in one of the Chinese boats, with

such of their cargo as they might be able to save.

This they did. Having found a purchaser for their

battered ship they sold it, and then took passage in a

junk, bound for the old Portuguese town of Macao.

Their fellow-voyagers were an unsavoury lot of Chinese,
some of whom looked what they were villains. The

Frenchmen, however, were not suspicious, and their
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captain seemed rather amused at the almost unintelli

gible efforts which one of the natives an old man
made apparently to warn him that the natives on

board were contemplating mischief.

All went well until the voyage was nearly completed.

Then, as the junk slowly made her way along the

narrow, winding canal that leads to the harbour of

Macao, the more respectable of the natives on board

scrambled into the landing boats and disappeared, leav

ing the shipwrecked Frenchmen at the mercy of the

natives remaining on the junk. Night came and they
settled down to sleep ; but, alas ! their sleep was rudely

disturbed. The treacherous natives suddenly pounced

upon them
; and, for the sake of plundering them of

the remnants of a somewhat costly cargo, killed them.

All the Frenchmen were slain with the exception of

one sailor. He, poor fellow, though grievously wounded,

jumped into the sea
;
and the natives, doubtless think

ing he would be drowned, did not pursue him.

It happened, however, that the sailor could swim
;

and, managing to reach a friendly boat, he ultimately

reached Macao. There, under the kindly care of some

Jesuits, he soon recovered, and then he lodged a com

plaint with the Mandarins. Inquiries were at once set

on foot, and the pirates quickly arrested, put into iron

cages, and sent to Canton for trial.

In order that there might be no question as to

justice being done, the Emperor had commanded that

the trial should be held in the presence of the Europeans

living in Canton
;
and Dr. Morrison was present to act

as interpreter. While in the court Dr. Morrison heard
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repeated protestations coming from one of the accused

Chinamen an old boatman whose pitiful cries at

last caused the missionary to go up to the cage in

which he was confined, and speak to him. His ver

nacular was such that probably no other foreigner in

the court could have understood anything of what he

said
;

but Dr. Morrison s knowledge of the language
enabled him to gather from the old man s tale that he

had not been a party to the massacre, and that he had

really tried to save the Frenchman whom he was

accused of having tried to kill.

So earnest and insistent was the poor old boatman,
that Dr. Morrison felt convinced there was truth in his

story, especially as he asked that, in proof of his state

ments, he might be brought face to face with the sailor

who, he claimed, really owed his life to him. At least

this test would settle the matter
;
and if his tale were

true his life would be spared, while if it were found to

be false no one but himself would suffer for his perjury.

Dr. Morrison repeated the trembling old man s story

to the judges, and they at once ordered that he should

be confronted with the sailor. When the two men were

brought face to face the French sailor at once recog
nized the prisoner as his deliverer, and embraced him.

The judges, entirely satisfied that the old man s tale

was true, released him, to his great joy, and much to

the satisfaction of Dr. Morrison, whose knowledge of

Chinese dialect had undoubtedly saved the poor old

boatman s life.

The incident is only one of many that might be

quoted, had we space, to show the kindly nature and
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readiness to serve others that characterized Dr. Morri

son. Probably, if count had been kept of the converts

he made the total would not be a large one
;
but mis

sionary effort includes other work than that of conver

sion, important though this undoubtedly is; and in the

way of preparing the road for those who were to follow

him, and in inculcating in the minds of the Chinese

first a toleration and then a respect for missionaries and

their duties, Dr. Morrison did a splendid and heroic

work, which entitles him to be ever remembered and

loved by Christians who pray for the Gospel light

to be shed abroad amongst the dark places of the

earth.



IN PERIL OF DEATH

THERE are probably few missionaries who have not,

at some time or other, found themselves in dire danger

through the opposition they have felt bound to offer to

the superstitious customs and fanatical practices of the

people amongst whom they have laboured. One par

ticularly striking instance of the risk in this connection

that missionaries are continually called upon to face

occurred to the Rev. James Calvert, whose work

amongst the savages of Fiji is so well known. The

incident is as follows :

&quot; The king s daughterhad been very ill, and Calvert s

medicine had a good effect. But he refused to go on

with the treatment when a priest was fetched who
said that the gods must be appeased. Huge sacrifices

were to be offered, during the lengthy preparation of

which the girl grew worse. The king sent for Calvert,

and excitedly exclaimed,
* The illness of my daughter is

very great ! Yes, I know it/ said the missionary ;

you are to be blamed for following useless heathen

worship instead of continuing the use of medicine which

proved beneficial. And he declined the case while the

priest s heathen practices were allowed, alleging that,
120
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should his medicine succeed, the senseless incantations

would be credited with the recovery, and thus error

would be confirmed.
&quot; After a long talk, and a lecture to the priest on his

absurd deceptions, Mr. Calvert at last consented to

undertake the case. He administered a stimulant which

revived the patient from stupor, making her throw her

arms about restlessly. This frightened the king, who

thought she was dying, and cried out angrily, You
have killed my daughter ! The missionary was in no

enviable position. The attendants and people all round

were very savage at his interference with the priest, and

only wanted a word to lead them to revenge. It was

late at night, and the mission-house was far off. The

place was full of enraged heathens, in the midst of whom
stood the stranger accused by the king of murdering
his favourite child. Mr. Calvert snatched up his bottles

and showed great indignation at such a charge, after he

had come at their earnest request though served so

badly by them before and had given some of the

medicine that had been sent all the way from England
for his own family. Then, assuming a look of being

greatly affronted, he hurried away.

&quot;During the morning a message came from the king,

begging for medicine for another of his children, who
was ill with dysentery. Mr 1 Calvert sent word, Give

my respects to the king, and tell him that I do not

wish to send any more medicine for his children, having
killed his daughter last night, and it is not lawful for a

missionary to kill two children of a king in so short a

time ! An apology soon came, and an entreaty for
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forgiveness for words hastily spoken ;
but the medicine

was not sent until another urgent request was brought.
&quot; For four weeks the priests tried all the efforts of

their incantations and sacrifices, but the sick girl got no

better, so that at last the father s heart relented and he

gave his consent that she should renounce heathenism

and be removed, with her attendants, to the mission-

house. This was accordingly done, and the missionary s

wife will not soon forget the toil and inconvenience and

annoyance of having so many Fijian women in her

house. The care, however, was cheerfully borne, and

in a short time the patient improved. Now that she

had lost all trust in heathen remedies she was perfectly

submissive to the missionary s directions, and soon re

covered. And God blessed her soul as well as her

body ;
so that she became an enlightened and earnest

worshipper of Him, much to the dismay of the priests

and the rousing of the whole island.&quot;

By his firmness and strength of character Mr. Calvert

thus obtained a blessing from what might easily have

proved a calamity. On many other occasions this

intrepid missionary proved his courage and fearlessness,

and never more conspicuously than once when death

threatened him at the hands of hostile natives to whom
he was carrying a message of love and a friendly

warning. He himself tells the story thus in his

diary :

&quot; In going to Viwa I desired to call at Moturiki,
which I had also attempted to do the last time I passed
on to Viwa. Besides wishing to speak with them
about Christianity I now desired to warn them of danger



IN PERIL OF DEATH 123

near, Tui Levuka having told me that Moturiki would

certainly be destroyed, as the mountaineers would attack

it by night. We found that the tide did not serve well

for landing, and we therefore proceeded towards the

entrance leading to Viwa.
&quot; One of my boat s crew observed a man on the

Moturiki beach beckoning for us, and told me. I

desired one of my Rotumans to go on shore, as it was a

long distance for me to wade, and we would put in at

another point for him, where I would see the people.

He got in the water, and was proceeding towards the

shore when he observed several persons come out from

among the cocoanut-trees. He was afraid, and said

They are from Lovoni, and will kill me. I requested

him to come into the boat. The man continued to call.

He was dressed, which led me to think that he was a

man from Mbau, who had lotued.
&quot;

I did not like to let the opportunity pass, and

immediately got on my old water-shoes. I did not

believe them to be Lovonians, but said to the boat s

crew that should I be killed they were to return to

Levuka, so that Tui Levuka might get my body.

Kaitu, a Rotuman, wished to go with me. I forbade

him, and ordered them to take the boat round by the

deep water near the reef and put in for me at the other

side.

&quot; The beach was a considerable distance from me, and

the water was in some places over knee-deep. As I

proceeded towards the shore many more persons made

their appearance, some running fast towards me from

two directions. As they neared me they looked very
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fierce, and made gestures indicative of evil intentions

towards me. I could not get to the boat
;

I therefore

went on towards the shore. One was swifter than the

rest, and came near with his gun uplifted to strike me.

I expostulated with him.

&quot;Quickly several were up with me, some of whom
had clubs uplifted to club me, some with hatchets, some

with spears laid on in a position to throw. One came

very near, with a musket pointed at me, with desperate
looks. I trembled, but protested loudly and firmly that

they ought not to kill me
;
that in me there was no cause

of death from them, that their killing me would be

greatly to their disgrace.
&quot;

I was surrounded by upwards of a hundred. The
features of one I recognized, and hoped he was friendly.

(This man had thought that it was my boat
;
and he,

knowing the exasperated state of the people against the

whites for meddling in the present wars, fearing that I

should be in danger, had run towards me, but was late in

reaching me from having run a sharp shell into his foot.)

He took hold of me, recognizing me as the husband of

the lady of the wooden house at Viwa, who had fre

quently purchased food of them and treated them

kindly, and he said I should live.
&quot;

I clung to him, and disputed for my life with those

who clamoured for my death. Another man s face,

through a thick covering of soot, exhibited features

familiar to me, but a fearful-looking battle-axe he held

in his Jiand attracted my eye. However, I laid hold of

him, and advised and urged him not to kill me. Thus
I was between two who might be friendly.
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&quot;I told my name, my work, my labours in various

ways, again and again, on their behalf: my having
offered Tui Levuka a very large looking-glass if he

would leave them alone
; my having entreated Mara and

the mountaineers not to attack them, and my preventing
an intended attack. I told them I had interceded with

the Mbau chief to send them the help by which they
were now strengthened, and that my full knowledge of

being one and friendly with them led me to come on

shore
;
that no white man who had been active in the

war against them would have dared to come on shore

there.
&quot; Matters were in a more hopeful state when a very

ugly man drew near with great vehemence. Many had

avowed themselves in my favour. He appeared reso

lutely determined, in spite of opposition, to take away

my life
;
he was extremely ferocious, but his arms were

seized and held by several. He struggled hard for a

length of time to get his musket to bear on me, which

indeed he once or twice managed, but it was warded

off before he could fire. At length his rage subsided,

and all then consented to my living.
&quot; But their thirst for killing had got up, and as they

could not kill me, they wished me to return towards the

boat, intending to accompany me, hoping to get one or

more of my natives in my stead. I refused to go, and

persisted in approaching the shore, led by two. One
untied my neckcloth, and took it. They pulled my
coat, felt me, and I fully expected to be stripped. My
trousers were wet and heavy, I was weak with talking

and disputing with them indeed quite hoarse. As
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we still went on in the sea they commenced their death-

song, as always sung as they drag along the bodies of

enemies slain. I feared that might increase their rage,

and desired to stop it. It was most grating to my
feelings, and I stood still and entreated them to desist.

After a short time they did so, and we proceeded to the

beach. Those who had run to destroy me departed

towards their own town.

&quot;I found Ratu Vuki, a chief of Mbau, had just

arrived. He was vexed with those who had treated me

so, and would have punished them. I begged he would

not. I desired him to send me to Viwa in a canoe, as

I was sure Mrs. Calvert would be anxious. My boys
had seen the danger to which I was exposed. They
also were pursued by the natives, and hastened to

Viwa, where they arrived about seven o clock. Mrs.

Calvert felt much at the alarming intelligence, but

feared to inquire, lest my death might be followed by
the killing of those she might send. She also hoped
that I was alive, thinking that the Moturiki people
would not kill me. Ratu Luke Matanambamba was

very kind, and very ready to go, though it was thought
that my death was due to the turning of Moturiki to

Ovalau against Mbau, in which case those who went

would have been in danger. At midnight I reached Viwa
in a canoe, and found that my wife had borne up well,

but had just given her consent to a party going to look

after me.
&quot;

During the whole of the attack on us the Lord

blessed me with great presence of mind and considerable

firmness, to stand up, proceed, dispute with them, and
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protest against their taking away my life. My trust was

in the Lord. He was my help and deliverer. It

appeared to me very probable that my course and my
ministry were about being ended, yet I was comforted

in the assurance that

They could not yet my life devour,

Safe in the hollow of His hand.

&quot; While looking at the instruments of death which

were held over and levelled at me, I felt that

my life was still in His hands, and could only
be taken with His permission. My prayer was to

the God of my life. I was persuaded that if He

permitted my death I should glorify Him in some

way that I could not have done by my life. I thought
that the natives might be thereby led to deep consider

ation of the folly and evil of war, and be led to terms

of peace. I gave myself afresh to the Lord, feeling

willing and desirous to glorify Him, whether by life or

death.
&quot;

I thought of my family, and committed my children

in England, New Zealand and Fiji, and my much-loved

and faithful wife to the Lord in whom she trusted. I

thought of the mangled body of the murdered Williams,

and thought my own likely to be mangled and abused

to the same extent
;
but I knew that I should not be

eaten, even in cannibal Fiji, which was some relief to

my mind. And then I felt very thankful to Him who
had preserved me to labour more than fifteen years, in

which I had been employed in rough and dangerous
work. It seemed to me an appropriate end to my
labours in Fiji. But how gracious, how wise, how
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powerful my Deliverer! Again I am rescued, and

privileged with restoration to my family and labours !

&quot;

Brave and noble James Calvert ! Yours was indeed

an unselfish and heroic spirit. May there be many like

you in time to come, who, counting not their lives dear

for their own sakes, may cheerfully and willingly take

upon themselves the risk and danger that must inevit

ably fall to the lot of those who seek to make of the

savage a child of God.



A DANGEROUS DRINK

Robert Moffat s Peril in the Desert

No man ever did more for the extension of Christ s

kingdom on earth than that prince amongst missionaries,

Dr. Moffat. No sacrifice was too great, no work too

arduous or difficult, that would help him to carry the

Gospel of Christ to those who had never heard it.

When he first went to Africa he met with many
strange experiences and exciting adventures. He often

found himself in great straits for lack of water, and

sometimes the pools from which he hoped to get at

least sufficient to satisfy his thirst, were full of green
and stagnant water which it would have been death to

drink.

On one occasion, when travelling in a wild and

unknown region of Africa, he and his party reached a

river early one afternoon after a terrible ride across a

treeless waste, where for hours there had been no

shelter of any kind from the blinding, scorching sun.

His horse made at once for the nearest pool ;
and

Dr. Moffat, no less eager than the poor animal, dis

mounted, and, lying flat on the ground, drank long and

eagerly of the cool and inviting water.

No sooner had he done so, however, than he became
129
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conscious of a bitter, burning taste in his mouth
;
and

like a flash the idea came to him that he had been

drinking water which the natives had poisoned for the

purpose of killing game.

Hardly had he had time to realize the danger of

his position, when a native came running towards him,
and with much excitement and many gesticulations

tried to draw Dr. Moffat away from the pool. The

missionary could not make out a word of the native s

strange language, but it was evident that he wanted to

make the white man understand that he must not

drink of the water.

By various signs Dr. Moffat soon made the native

understand that the warning came too late that he had

already drunk from the poisoned pool. The native

stood a moment in silence, evidently at a loss to know
what to do in face of this calamity. Then he turned

away and began running towards the village, whither

Dr. Moffat followed him as quickly as he could.

On arrival amongst the villagers, Dr. Moffat found the

man who had come to give him friendly warning in the

midst of them, telling the story with great impressive-
ness

;
and on seeing the poor victim of the terrible

inadvertence coming towards them they began a

dismal dirge of lamentation for his approaching
doom. Dr. Moffat felt, as they did, that his last hour
had probably come; and the natives, regarding him
with eyes of pity and with every symptom of sympathy
that they knew how to express, waited in silence,

expecting every moment that the missionary would
fall down and die.

By way of showing his appreciation of the kindliness
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and concern of these poor savages on his behalf,

Dr. Moffat smiled at them. The effect of that smile

was electrical. The natives evidently regarded it as a

good omen. The men began at once to sing and talk

volubly ;
the women beat their sides with their bare

elbows to express their joy ;
and every dark face bore

evidence of intense relief.

But the smile was no antidote to the poison. Dr.

Moffat felt desperately ill, and tried a long time

vainly to make the natives understand that he wanted

the fruit of a certain tree which he knew would act as an

emetic. When at last they grasped his meaning they
ran hither and thither to try and find what he wanted.

It was not to be found, however, and so Dr. Moffat had

recourse to copious draughts of pure water. These

fortunately relieved him, and he was able in a few days
to resume his journey.
A gift of tobacco was rapturously received by these

poor wild bushmen, and the missionary departed
thankful for his escape from death, though full of grief

because through his ignorance of their language he

was unable to tell to the kindly savages who had been

good to him the story of redeeming love.

Since then they have, thank God, heard that story ;

and in the region where in Dr. Moffat s day the name
of Christ had never been heard, there are now Christian

natives to be found, who, in their turn, are eager to

pass on to others the good news that has turned their

own darkness to light and given them hope of life

eternal.



THE SHIPWRECK OF JENS HAVEN

&quot;

I WILL go to them in Thy name, O Lord
;
ifthey kill

me, my work on earth is done
;

if they spare me, I will

believe firmly it is Thy will they should hear and receive

the
Gospel.&quot;

So spoke brave Jens Haven, as he knelt praying on

the deck of the ship which had taken him to Labrador,

whither he had gone in the hope of being able to

carry the message of salvation to a people who, in his

day, were unenviably notorious for their treachery and

cruelty to any, not of their own race, who came within

their power.
And Jens Haven s uncertainty as to the sort of recep

tion he might meet with from the Eskimos was not

without a grimly significant justification. For only a

few years before his arrival on their inhospitable shore,

a countryman of his own, John Christian Erhardt, had

attempted to establish a mission here, and had fallen a

victim to the treachery of the people whom he had

hoped to benefit.

The memory of the episode was still fresh in the

minds of Jens Haven s companions, and they refused to

land with him. Jens, however, was determined that,

now his long-cherished project was so near realization,

132
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he would not be deterred by fear of the natives from

carrying out his purpose.
For years this servant of God had longed to be able

to take the Gospel message to the people of Labrador.

He was a man of no education, but he was on fire with

enthusiasm for the saving of men s souls
;
and he was

firmly persuaded that God had specially called him to

this work.

By trade he was a ship s carpenter ;
and after study

ing the language of the people to whom he wished to

minister, and making efforts in every possible way to fit

himself for the work he felt called upon to do, he waited

patiently for the opportunity which he felt sure would

be given him.

But the opportunity was long in coming ;
and at last

he decided that God meant him to make his own oppor

tunity out of the means which He placed in his way.
So he engaged himself as a ship s carpenter on board one

of the vessels belonging to the Hudson s Bay Company,
bound for Labrador, and by this simple expedient he

made his own path to the field of labour which he longed
to enter.

Fearlessly he landed alone amongst the Eskimos who
had assembled on the shore. They received him in

friendly fashion, and he won his way at once to their

favour when he gave them greeting in their own lan

guage. They listened attentively to what he said to

them, and sang a song in his honour with the gratifying

refrain
&quot; Our friend is come !

&quot;

Haven was able to stay but a very short time amongst
these people, since his agreement as one of the crew of
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the ship in which he had made the voyage rendered it

necessary for him to leave Labrador with the vessel

when the time arrived for the return journey. But his

brief glimpse of the people, and his short sojourn

amongst them, only made him the more anxious to give

himself to the work of their evangelization ;
and this,

through means which we have no space to describe in

detail, he was ultimately enabled to do.

His work was a source of unalloyed happiness to him,

in spite of the many trials and difficulties that he had

to contend with. As an instance of the dangers which

frequently beset him it may be of interest to give in his

own words an account of a terrible disaster which over

took him in September 1774, while, with three of his

fellow-workers named Brasen, Lister, and Lehman
he was engaged in exploring the coast in a small sloop,

with a view to finding a suitable spot for the establish

ment of a new mission-station. He had all along had a

strange presentiment that evil would befall him on this

journey ; but, convinced that he was undertaking it by
Divine command, he went bravely forward. How dis

aster overtook the little party he tells himself in the

following words :

&quot;

It had snowed the whole night, and was very cold.

A brisk gale sprang up from the north-east, which in

spired us with the hope that we should soon reach Nain.

September 14th, towards four p.m., we all at once found

ourselves in shoal-water, which surprised us exceedingly,
as we were in the usual channel between Nain and

Navon, and more than a league from the nearest island.

We tacked about immediately. Scarcely had we done
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this when the vessel struck on a rocky bottom, which,
as we afterwards learned, is dry at spring-tide. The
boat was lowered immediately in order to take the

soundings round the ship, and as we found deep water

at the prow we proposed casting an anchor forwards.

There was too much sea, however, to allow us to row out

with it
;
we therefore let down a small anchor to steady

the boat during this operation. But no sooner was the

large anchor on board the boat than the sails got loose,

and drove it before the wind, so that it took the men
half-an-hour s hard rowing to get back to the sloop and

reach the rope which we threw out to them.

&quot;After the anchor was cast we endeavoured to wear the

ship off; but finding that the anchor drove, and that we
had now only four feet of water, we were obliged to

desist till the tide should turn, and committed ourselves

meanwhile to the mercy of God. We had, however, but

slender hope that the ship would hold out so long, as the

waves broke over us incessantly, and we expected every
moment to see it go to pieces.

&quot; We secured the boat, as well as we could, by means
of three strong ropes two inches thick, and in full resigna
tion to the Lord s will determined to stay in the sloop till

the morning if possible. The wind roared furiously ;

every wave washed over us, and the foaming of the deep
was rendered yet more terrible by the thick darkness of

the night. Towards ten o clock the ship began to roll

violently, and to drive upon the cliffs in such a manner
that everything on board was turned upside down, and

we could not but fear that the timbers would soon part.

&quot;Shortly after ten o clock the rudder was carried away
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by a huge wave which broke over the whole vessel and

covered us as with a winding-sheet. Our two sailors

entreated us to take to the boat if we wished to save

our lives. We represented to them the danger of brav

ing so rough a sea in so small a boat, and that, supposing
it could outlive that, it must inevitably perish in the

breakers on the coast, which we could not avoid in the

darkness. We begged them to stay by the ship as long

as possible ; perhaps we might maintain the post till

daybreak, and at all events, should it come to the worst,

we had the boat to fly to. They appeared to give in to

our arguments, but we were obliged to watch their

motions lest they should slip off with the boat. We
waited in stillness to see what our dear Lord should

appoint for us.

&quot;

By two o clock on the morning of the 15th the sloop
had shipped so much water that the chests on which we
sat began to float, and we were obliged to leave the cabin

and go on to the upper deck, where a fearful scene

presented itself. The middle deck was entirely under

water, and the waves were rolling mountains high. All

were now convinced that it was time to leave the vessel.

But here we were met by a new difficulty. The sea was

so rough that, had we brought the boat alongside, it

would inevitably have been stove in. We therefore

drew it astern, and, climbing one by one down the

anchor-shaft, jumped into it
;
and through the mercy of

God we. all, nine in number, succeeded in reaching it.

&quot;We now found we had taken this step only just in

time
;
for two of the three ropes by which the boat was

moored had already given way, and the third held only
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by one strand, the others having parted, so that we should

very soon have lost the boat. Our first business was to

bale out the water which the boat had shipped in no

small quantity. Oars being useless in such a sea, we let

the boat run before the wind, which it did with incre

dible celerity. We attempted in vain to get under the

lee of different islands, as the breakers drove us off from

the coast whenever we appproached it. At length we

thought we saw a prospect of finding harbourage between

two islands, but we were again interrupted by rocks and

breakers. The boat filled with water, which kept us

constantly at work
;
and as there appeared to be no

other resource left, we resolved in God s name to run the

boat on shore, which was about twenty yards distant, but

begirt with cliffs, against which the waves dashed

furiously.
&quot; We darted rapidly through them, when the boat

struck on a sunken rock with such violence that we
were all thrown from our seats, and the boat instantly

filled with water. The captain, John Hill, and the two

sailors, threw themselves into the sea and swam to land,

which they gained in safety, and from whence they
reached out an oar to assist the rest in landing. Brother

Lister was the first who neared the shore, but he was

driven back into the sea by the violence of the waves.

On approaching the rocks a second time he found a

small ledge by which he held on until the oar was ex

tended to him by his companions on the strand.
&quot;

I had been thrown out of the boat by the first shock,

and had resigned myself to the Lord s gracious hands, to

do with me what He pleased. After swallowing a large
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quantity of water I was hurled back into the boat
;
and

as it drifted to the shore I succeeded in grasping the

friendly oar. At the same time the Eskimo pilot clung

to my legs, and thus we were both drawn up the rock

together. Brother Brasen thrice gained the rocks and

twice caught hold of the oar
;
but he was so exhausted,

and encumbered besides with his heavy garments, that he

could make no effort to save himself and finally sank.

Brother Lehman was heard exclaiming as the boat

struck, Dear Saviour, I commend my spirit into Thy
hands ! We all thought that he had got on shore, but

it pleased the Lord thus to take him to Himself..

&quot;The rest of us, who had reached dry land, were rescued

for the present from a watery grave, but we found our

selves upon a bare rock, half dead with cold, in so dark

a night that we could not see a hand before us, without

shelter, without food, without boat
;
in short, without the

smallest gleam of hope that we should ever leave this

fearful spot alive. We knew that no Eskimos were

likely to come this way, as they had all resolved to win

ter to the south of Nain. The cold was intense, so that

we were obliged to keep ourselves warm by constant

motion. When morning came we sought for our boat,

but in vain; a few fragments of it which had been

washed on shore was all that we could find, and we con

cluded that it had gone to pieces. We also met with a

few blankets, some broken biscuits, and other articles,

which we collected very carefully.
&quot; At low water we discovered the bodies of our two

brethren lying close together on the strand, but they
were quite dead. They were safe from all trouble and
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had brethren surviving to bury their remains, while we
had no other prospect than to pine away with hunger,
and then leave our bodies to be entombed by birds and

beasts of prey. About seven o clock in the morning we
had the joy to see first the prow and then the stern

of our boat emerging from the water. But our joy
was damped in dragging it to land, for the planks were

torn off from both sides of the keel, and the few ribs left

were in splinters. Happily, however, the prow, stern

and keel were yet entire.

&quot;We now set ourselves to repair the boat, impracticable
as it seemed with such a lack of materials for the pur

pose. Yet we contrived to lash the blankets over the

open spaces, sewing to them, in addition, all the seal

skins we could muster from our upper and nether

garments, including even our boots. We spent three

days in these miserable repairs, and on the 18th launched

our boat for Nain, which, by the help ofan Eskimo party
that we met not far from the settlement, we succeeded

in reaching the same
evening.&quot;

The object of this perilous journey was at length

accomplished ;
for at Okak, about 150 miles to the north

of Nain, a second mission-station was founded by the

brave missionary Jens Haven. Six years afterwards he

founded a third station about as many miles to the south

of Nain
;
and then, feeling that his powers were waning,

Haven, who by now was an old man, relinquished his

arduous labours and returned to his own land, where

for a further period of six years he worked amongst his

fellow-countrymen.
A few years before his death the grand old missionary
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veteran became blind, but he bore his affliction with the

utmost cheerfulness, and never repined against this

darkening of his last days.

In 1796 Jens Haven died, and after his death a slip

of paper was found on which he had with characteristic

faith and humility written these words :

&quot;

I wish the

following to be added to the narrative of my life :

* On
such a day, Jens Haven, a poor sinner who, in his own

judgment, deserved eternal condemnation, fell happily

asleep, relying upon the death and merits of Jesus.
&quot;
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No field of missionary endeavour presents more

difficulty and danger to those who enter it than China.

Yet, for all this, that land, with its teeming millions of

heathen, attracts many devoted men and women who

willingly face peril and privation in the hope that they

may bring some to knowledge of the truth as it is in

Christ Jesus.

From time to time the feeling of hostility to the

religion of Christ, and of antagonism to His servants,

which is never altogether absent from the Chinese

mind, intensifies, through various reasons which in

these brief pages we cannot attempt to explain ;
and

the results are, as may be imagined, disastrous for the

time being to those who are engaged in the stupendous
task of the evangelization of this part of the world. The

records of missions in China abound with instances of

trial and persecution entirely undeserved and heroically

borne by missionaries to that land
;
and from amongst

them we select one story, fairly representative of them

all, which is included in this volume by special

permission of the China Inland Mission. The ladies

143 I
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whose wonderful experiences we are about to relate are

the Misses Emma Anderson, Maria Pettersson and

Sigrid Engstrom. They belong to the Swedish

Mission, and are Associates of the China Inland

Mission. At the time when disaster overtook them

they were working in Sin-an, in the province of

Ho-nan, under the superintendence of Mr. Folke of

TJin-ch eng, in Shan-si, the head-quarters of the Swedish

Mission.

When immediate escape from Uin-ch eng was found

to be necessary, Mr. Folke at once sent word to the

ladies to make their way to the coast southwards

through Ho-nan, it being dangerous for them to travel

north, and also impossible for them to reach Uin-ch eng
before the party left. Ho-nan was then thought to be

in a fairly peaceful condition.

They reached Siang-ch eng, where Mr. Bird was in

charge, and he started them on their way to Chan-
kia-k eo, believing that place to be still undisturbed ;

but before they reached there the missionaries had all

been driven away, and they had to proceed alone under

the escort of faithful native Christians. The following
account of the many and very serious trials of their

perilous journey, and of God s gracious deliverance, is

written by Miss Anderson :

We had left our station at Sin-an about the end of

June, and gone to Ho-shan, a small place about twenty-
seven miles from Ho-nan Fu, to live in the caves there

for the summer
;
and it seemed to be the Lord s plan

for us, for we were twenty-seven miles nearer the coast

than we would otherwise have been. We had just taken
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sufficient things with us for the summer, and thus had

everything necessary for the journey.
We had been there one week, and the people were

coming round us in crowds and bringing their sick

friends to us. The Mandarin at Ho-nan Fu, hearing
of the large crowds we were having in the fields, grew

frightened, and he sent an official and some others to

ask us to leave the place. He told us about the trouble

at T ient-tsin. We had not heard about the war. Just

after they left us we received the message from Mr.

Folke, telling us of the trouble, and asking us to leave

for the coast as quickly as possible; and, on the

following day, the Mandarin came back to see us, and

lie was very pleased when he found that we were ready
to go.

We left our place with an escort on July 4th, and had

not gone very far when three Ta-tao-huci (Big Knife

Society) men came to us, and one jumped up on our

cart, while the other two followed behind, asking all

sorts of questions. We told them that we did not need

them with us, as we had an escort. One of our servants

seemed frightened, and told us quietly that they were

Ta-tao-huci men. These three men finally left us, and

went on ahead and gathered all the Ta-tao-huci men in

the district together. We knew there were very many
of them in Ho-nan Fu, and so prayed to God to guide

us, and our servants found a way round Ho-nan Fu and

took us to a small village, so that we had not to go

through that city. We rested that night at an inn in

the village, and the next morning we continued our

journey and had no trouble to speak of except that our
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carts were stopped once or twice
;
but when we showed

our cards and passports they let us go on.

We reached Siang-ch eng late in the evening of the

fourth day (July 8th) after we left Ho-shan, and,

although we had a curtain in front of our cart, the

people recognized us as foreigners, and called out,
&quot; Kill

the foreigners !

&quot; We had rather a bad time at the inn

there, as the people crowded around us in great

numbers, and we had some difficulty in getting a cart,

so we sent for Mr. C. H. Bird, and he came and talked

to them in the courtyard and got us a cart. When we

got on our cart the people pulled us, some one way and

some another, and if it had not been for Mr. Bird we

would scarcely have got away.
We then travelled on quietly for two days ;

but on

the third day after leaving Siang-ch eng (July llth) a

band of robbers attacked us about nine o clock in the

morning. First, several men came running after us,

saying that they were sent from the Ya-men to stop us ;

then, in a minute or so, one or two hundred people

gathered about us. These men commanded us to get

down, and they very soon robbed us of all that we had,
even to some of our clothing, our hats, Bibles,

handkerchiefs, etc. They had swords and pistols, and

used us very roughly. Then they took us back to the

robbers village, and we had to stand on benches, and

let them look at us.

Presently two kind men in the village came forward,

and ordered the people to let us go, and we went on for a

mile and a half towards Chan-kia-k eo, when we were

stopped again, and two of the same robbers came and
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commanded us to tell the people that the horses were

theirs. We refused to do so, and they said that they
would take our heads off if we did not, but we told them
over and over again that we were not afraid to die.

One of the men ordered Miss Pettersson to kneel

down and have her head taken off. She smiled, put her

hand on the shoulder of one of the robbers, and, looking

up into his face, she said,
&quot;

Yes, we are not afraid to die,

but let us speak a few words to the men who are escorting

us first.&quot; Then the two robbers looked at one another,

smiled, and went away without touching us. One of

them said,
&quot; You cannot die, because you are devils.&quot;

Then the crowd made us sit down under a tree, to

have a little rest, after which they asked us to sing a

hymn, and we sang
&quot; Jesus loves me.

&quot;

They had heard

that foreigners had some kind of telescope ;
and think

ing we had one hidden upon our persons, they tried to

get us into a house so that they might search us
;
but

we had sent our servant to the Mandarin of the

village, and he arrived just then and commanded the

people to disperse at once.

Just before he arrived Miss Pettersson fainted. We
begged the people for a little water

; and, after con

sidering a little they brought some for her to drink,

and for us to bathe her head, and she revived somewhat,
but lost her voice for the whole day. We had to carry
her to the cart, and the Mandarin took us back the

second time to the robbers village, and we stayed in an

inn, where the landlord was very kind to us. He gave
us food and tea, and a bed for Miss Pettersson, while we
had mats on the floor. After this a man who had been
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a Christian but for one month came and stood up for

us, and hired a small boat to take us down to Chan-

kia-k eo
; so, after we had rested for a while, our servant

took Miss Pettersson on his back and carried her down to

the boat, and we got away a mile or two. But the

people were constantly stopping us, and the boatmen

would not take us any further
; so, for the third time,

we turned to go back to the robbers village.

As we were nearing the village, at about ten o clock,

it began to rain; and the crowds that had gathered
round us dispersed to their homes, and we hid in a field

till midnight, when our Christian friend came and took

us to an empty loft. There was no staircase, but he

knelt down, and we stepped upon his back, and were

helped up into the loft by our servant, who had climbed

up before us. We were there one night and the next

day, and up to midnight of the next night, without water

or food
;
but in the middle of the night this Christian

man went out and brought us a bottle of water and

some cucumbers
; and, though we had to be very quiet

there, we were very happy indeed.

On the second day a little boy came into the room
below the loft and he discovered us and cried out that

there were thieves in the loft, and the owner came

running and commanded us to come down quickly. He
was very angry, and we thought that he was going to

kill us at once
;
but his wife pitied us, and begged him

not to touch us, and so they let us go into the field

again. Presently the landlord who had been kind to us

in the inn where we had stayed before, came out and
told us to come in and stay there; so after we had
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washed some of the mud off in the river, we went to the

inn, and he gave us food.

The people came in such great crowds that he could

not have us inside, so he put a table and bench on the

street, and we had to stay there for about three hours,

with the people looking at us and scorning us
;
but the

Lord sent a shower of rain which made the people go
to their homes, and the landlord took us into his inn

again.
&quot; That morning we had sent our servant to Chan-kia-

k eo to ask the missionaries there what we had better

do, as we did not know. The landlord was drunk, but

we had nowhere else to go. We were alone for a while,

so we prayed to God to guide and deliver us, and a

short time after two Christian men appeared from

another village. They had heard about us, and had

come to help us, and to take us to their village, but

the innkeeper would not let us go unless they gave
him a thousand cash. They had brought this amount

with them, so they handed it to him and he let us go.

They had also brought some bread in their sleeves, so

we had food by the way.
When we reached the house of one of these Christians,

his wife, who was not a Christian woman, cried out

that she would not have us there
;
and so, after staying

but a few minutes, they took us to the house of another

Christian, where the people were very kind. But we

could not stay in this village, because the first woman
had cried out so against us that all of the villagers

knew we were there.

That same night these two Christians took us to
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another village, eight miles away, and nearer to Chan-

kia-k eo. They took us to a Christian family, and

gave the woman two hundred cash and told her to

take care of us, and that if there was anything more

to pay they would give it to her when they came back
;

so they left us there. After a little while, a relative

of this woman came to her and told her that it would

be dangerous to hide us, so they took us to another

house where they kept us until nearly daylight, but

were afraid to have us any longer ;
so they took us

to still another house, where the woman hid us in a

bundle of straw.

We stayed there for one day and the woman was

very kind. She gave us food, washed our clothes, and

gave us true Christian love. Her son and daughter,

however, were very much afraid of our being there,

and their mother dared not keep us any longer, so

we went back to the first house to which we had been

taken, and they hid us under the bedstead all that

Sunday. The people were raging, and wanted to see

us, but the woman told them we were not in the

house. Several women came into the room and looked

into boxes, and everywhere but under the bed, for us,

and so did not find us.

There were forty or fifty men outside, trying to pull
down the house, but they could not

;
and they said

they would get more men and come back in the night
and pull down the house and kill the foreign devils;

so the Christians took us that night to the house of a

heathen man who was willing to have us.

Shortly after this a Mr. Yang, a member of the
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Chan-kia-k eo church, who had been acting as watch

man for Mr. Shearer up to the time of the riot, and

had just returned, came to us, and told us that he

would take no rest until we were safely in Shanghai.
That night he took us to the river to get us to T ai-

ho-Hsien, ninety-three miles distant, the two heathen

men escorting us.

When he had hired a boat for us he discovered that

he had not money enough to buy food for us on the

journey, so he went back to get his wife to make some

bread for us, telling the boatman to take us on to

another place where he would meet us with it
;
but

after ho had gone a little while the boatman would

not take us, and we had to ford the stream and go
back to Mr. Yang s village.

It was almost daylight, and the people discovered

us as wo were coming into the village ;
so these two

heathen men took us and hid us separately in the

maize-field, and the people became very angry because

they could not find us.

We felt worse then than at any time, because we
were separated, and it seemed as if the Lord had for

saken us. It was indeed a time of darkness, and we
cried unto God, and in about an hour s time Mr. Yang
returned, and took Miss Engstrom out to the crowd

and asked her to speak to the people. She told them
we were there because we loved them and were seeking
to help them, and that the people who had assisted us

in the village had only done their duty by helping us when
we were in trouble, and she asked them if they would not

like some one to help them if they were in great trouble.
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After she had talked to them for a while they

became quite quiet. They did riot touch her, so Mr.

Yang brought us all out, and our servant, whom we
had sent to Chan-kia-k eo, found us and said that

he had seen Mr. Powell, who had given him fifteen

taels to help us pay our way down, and had also sent

a letter
;
but both had been taken from him before

he reached us. Mr. Powell also told him that a favour

able proclamation had been issued, and that we could

go to the Ya-men and demand protection. He advised

us to go to the Ya-men at Shang-sui-Hsien, which was

about twenty-three miles from where we were.

On the way to the Ya-men a crowd gathered round

us, and wanted to know if we had any money, and were

not satisfied until they had searched our persons, and

as Mr. Yang had three hundred cash to pay for the

boat for us, they took that from him.

When we reached the Ya-men we were very tired,

as we had had no food all day and no sleep in the

night, and had walked twelve miles on the previous

night, besides the twenty-three miles to the Ya-men
that day ;

but the Mandarin was very good to us, and

gave us thirty soldiers to escort us, and five hundred

cash to buy food on the way ;
but he did not give us

any carts, and it was thirty miles to the next Ya-men.
We went on, and walked eight miles more that night
to an inn, and the next morning continued our journey
after having a little rice-water to drink.

It rained all that night and the next day, and the

roads were so muddy and slippery that we could not

do more than fifteen miles that day, and stopped at
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the next inn. When we reached there our clothing

was soaking wet, but we could only take it off and

wring it as dry as possible and put it on again and

sleep in it all night ;
bin the Lord kept us from

taking cold.

The next morning we had still seven miles to travel

to the next Ya-men, and we decided, when we reached

there, we would not go on any further without a cart,

as our feet were very sore and blistered. When we
reached the Ya-men the people would not tell the

Mandarin about us, but kept us waiting for two hours

without seeing him. Finally, one of our servants told

us that there was a gong, and in very urgent matters

one could beat this gong and the Mandarin must come
;

so Miss Engstrom went and beat the gong. The people
were very indignant, and told us we did not know how
to behave

;
but the Mandarin came and provided us

with a cart, and would not allow us to start until we
had had some food. He also gave us some clothes,

and five hundred cash to help us to the next Ya-men.

When we arrived at the next place, Shen-kiu-Hsien,

the Mandarin was exceedingly kind just like a friend.

He gave us a nice room and prepared a feast for us,

and his wife came and brought clothes in order that

we might take off our wet ones. He gave us one

thousand cash and plenty of bread for the journey,
and early the next morning we started from that place
in a cart and having an escort. The people, too, were

very kind to us, and told us that both the Mandarin

and his wife wished to learn the doctrine.

That Mandarin s escort brought us to T ai-ho-Hsien.
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We had been told that all the foreigners had left there,

hut suddenly we heard a voice saying
&quot; Praise the Lord

that you are] here,&quot; and saw Mr. Malcolm coming to

meet us. We were very happy, and full of praise to

God. He took us to the Mission House, where we

rested and had our clothes changed, the Chinese

women bringing us some of their clothing. The

Evangelist there was full of love, and of the Holy

Spirit. He brought in a bundle of cotton, but we

told him that we could not use it, and so he took

it back and brought us two thousand seven hundred

cash, and gave it to us as a present.

Next day, by noon, Mr. Malcolm had got a boat for

us, to take us to Ying-chau-Fu, the Mandarin paying
for the boat. We had to change boats at each Ya-

men, about every thirty miles. We had been wishing

very much for some meat, and when we reached the

Ya-men just below Cheng-yang-kwan, a place called

Feng-t ai-Hsien, the Mandarin was very kind and sent

us down twenty pounds of flour and two large tins of

roast and corned beef, and so the Lord provided even

for our desires. We were very much astonished, but

first praised the Lord for His goodness to us.

When about one day from the Lake a terrible

hurricane came suddenly upon us as we were resting
at the bank taking our dinner. The boat was over

turned and wrecked, but we were not seriously hurt,

though drenched and bruised. One of the soldiers of

our escort took us to an inn in the village, and went
on to see the Mandarin, who procured us a little boat

to go on to the next Ya-men. In the village many



PERSECUTED, BUT NOT FORSAKEN 155

of the houses were blown down, and the inn where

we stayed was partially destroyed. When we reached

the Lake we heard that thirty-two boats had been

wrecked and the people drowned.

All persecution which wo had undergone from the

people was comparatively easy to bear for the Lord s

sake, but this experience was very difficult to under

stand, and we felt that we could not go through any
more. Each day for three days after the hurricane

we had been watching the clouds gather for another

storm, and all the way along the natives were pre

paring for it. But, in answer to our prayers, the Lord

caused it to pass by ;
and although it rained, the storm

did not come upon us.

When we got to T sing-kiang-p u we- had not

enough money to bring us down to Shanghai. We
had decided to take the steamer down the Canal, so

we asked the Mandarin to provide the necessary money
for us, and we would return it to him afterwards. He

gave us half, and the Christians gave the other half.

The Christians at this place were very kind to us, and

brought us everything we needed, and saw us to the

steamer. Praise the Lord, we are here all safe
;
and

we do thank Him for His wondrous care of us. We
arrived in Shanghai on August Gth.

As we journeyed the Lord gave us the two texts :

&quot; All power is given unto Me in Heaven and in

earth . . . Lo, I am with you alway, even unto the

end of the world
&quot;

;
and &quot; The Lord is upon many

waters
&quot;

;
and our souls rested upon them.

At first, when we had a little money, which we were
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afraid was insufficient to bring us down, we worried

about it; but when we lost it all we first rested in

the Lord, and He supplied our every need.

It is a simple story, plainly told, with no attempt to

add to its interest by thrilling word-pictures presented

with literary skill. But none, surely, possessed of

average sympathy, can read it without a feeling of

intense admiration for the heroism and the absolute

faith of these three women who braved so much for

the cause they had at heart. May it arouse in others

a determination to do and to dare, as they have oppor

tunity, for God and His work in the world.



FROM EVIL GOOD

THE story of missionary effort amongst the North-

American Indians is full of incident and interest and,

alas ! it is not without its pages of tragedy. Yet,

through good report and ill, men fired with enthusiasm

for the world s salvation have toiled and suffered, failed

and succeeded
;
and through vicissitudes, of which space

forbids us to tell, missions have gradually been built

up amongst tribes of savages who long resisted all

efforts to convert them
;
and God is now worshipped

where, not so many years ago, His name had never

been heard.

Much of the credit for this result is due to the efforts

of the Moravian missionaries, who, in the eighteenth

century, bravely attacked this stronghold of heathenism,
and suffered severely for the cause they held dear.

Prominent amongst these was David Zeisberger, who
established missions in many places and endured a great
deal of persecution from time to time at the hands not

only of the Indians themselves, but of the white settlers

also, who attempted to justify their opposition by the

false accusation that Zeisberger and his followers were

in league with the French Canadians, and therefore

antagonistic to British interests. On one occasion

Zeisberger and a fellow-missionary, while on a mission

157
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to the Iroquois Indians, were imprisoned on a warrant

from the Mayor of Albany, and kept in jail for seven

weeks. The brave missionaries did not waste their time

however. Zeisberger devoted the seven weeks to

learning the language of the Mohicans. &quot;We count

it,&quot;
he said,

&quot; a great honour to suffer for our Saviour s

sake, though to the world it is incomprehensible.&quot;

Zeisberger made his head-quarters at a town which the

.Moravians had themselves established and named

Gnadenhiitten, and there for some years he and his

fellow-workers laboured in comparative peace and with

varying measures of success for the conversion of the

Indians to Christianity.

But a time of trouble was coming. Considerable

uneasiness was caused amongst the French by the

gradual but steady advance of the British outposts ;
a

spirit of unrest pervaded the natives
;
and from certain

suspicious movements on the part of the Indians the

Moravians began to have fears for the safety of the

little town which, at infinite pains and through years
of effort, they had built up. Many neighbouring tribes

of Indians, convinced that war was imminent, had de

cided to throw in their lot with the French
; and,

fearing for the safety of those of their race who were

resident in Gnadenhiitten, urged them to remove to

Wajomick, an Indian settlement some distance away.
Most of them, in spite of the entreaties and even

threats of their fellows, refused to go ;
and the Mora

vians, although they carefully refrained from any attempt
to persuade their converts to remain, were credited with

the responsibility for their refusal. The Moravians con

sequently were regarded with ill-will
;
and the converts
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were looked upon as being on the side of the British

Government.

Through Vcarious causes the Moravians came to be

regarded by the Indians with suspicion and even

hate
;

and the increasingly bitter feeling prevalent

against them culminated in an attack upon one of their

mission-stations, which, though terrible and disastrous

in its immediate results, was not without an ultimate

good effect.

One evening the missionaries, while at supper in

their house on the banks of the Mahoney, were dis

turbed by the continual barking of their dogs. One of

their number on going to the door to discover the cause

found that the place was surrounded by Indians, evi

dently of hostile intent. One of the Indians fired at

him
;
and he, thinking discretion the better part of

valour, and knowing that whoever remained in the

house would be absolutely at the mercy of the Indians,

in nde good his escape under cover of the darkness and

hid in the woods close at hand.

Meanwhile the missionaries remaining in the house,

hearing the report of the gun and knowing therefore

th.it danger probably threatened them at the rear of the

house, opened the front-door, hoping to escape. But

there another company of Indians met them, and at

once opened fire upon them. One of them, Martin

Nitschmann, fell dead on the spot ;
and most of the

others, rushing back into the house, made their way to

the garret and succeeded in barricading the door by

piling furniture against it before the Indians reached

them.

The Indians made a furious attack upon the door,
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which, however, withstood the onslaught ;
and there

upon the savages went down-stairs and deliberately fired

the house, the result being that most of the unfortunate

inmates were literally roasted to death. Eleven men,

women and children then fell victims to the senseless

and utterly unmerited fury of these savages ;
five only

of the party, who had not joined the others in the rush

for the garret, having escaped.

To the general body of the Moravian missionaries,

however, the terrible affair proved a blessing in dis

guise. For it showed how entirely unjust were the

accusations that had been made against them. It had

been said of them that they had secretly assisted the

French, and that they were unfriendly to the English
settlers because they would not tolerate interference

with the Indians under their care. Now, however,

they had been the first to suffer at the hands of the

hostile Indians
;
and thus it was seen that their position

was absolutely neutral
;
that their desire was not to aid

either faction, but solely to continue their own work of

spreading Gospel truth.

Public opinion, at least for a time, altered very much
in favour of the Moravians after that terrible experi
ence

; and, although many troubles fell to their lot in

later years, it is ceitain that they gained ultimately

through having been persecuted falsely for Christ s

sake.

Throughout this time of persecution and trial Zeis-

berger remained calm and steadfast, encouraging his

people, and even making plans for the extension of his

work. Harassed, impeded by every expedient that

savage minds could devise, he yet persevered; and
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even imprisonment and personal violence could not

quell the missionary ardour of this hero of the cross.

At eighty years of age, feeble in body though vigorous

in mind, he founded his last mission-station; and to

the end of his life, ten years later, he never ceased to

work and pray for the cause so dear to his heart.

Sadly he owned at the end that he could not see

much result for all his labour, for there was little trace

of any permanent reformation amongst the tribes he

had tried so hard to win to the service of Christ. But

as to that, who shall say ? God is the judge ;
and not

one effort, however weak and apparently unavailing,

if made in His name and for His sake, is without its

influence on the destinies of the world over which He
rules.
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AMONGST comparatively modern efforts for the

evangelization of Egypt none are more noteworthy,

none are fuller of interest and pathos than those of

the Moravian Mission. For thirty years this mission

laboured in the land of the Pharaohs, and only relin

quished the field when repeated failure forced them to

abandon it.

During the long time that this mission strove to

establish Christianity amongst the Egyptians, many
devoted missionaries gave themselves to its service

;

and of them all not one &quot;

suffered gladly
&quot;

such extreme

persecution as John Antes, who has left a record of his

experiences in Egypt that is hardly equalled in mission

ary literature for its simple, unassuming recital of

persecution bravely and uncomplainingly borne for the

sake of the Lord Jesus Christ and the extension of His

kingdom.
It was in the year 1769 that John Antes was invited

to go to Cairo as a Moravian missionary. On the 3rd

of October he began his journey ;
and it was not until

three or four months later, after innumerable vexatious

delays and not a little personal suffering, that he

reached Cairo. His own description of the last stage
164
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of the journey the boat trip from Alexandria to Cairo

is worth quoting. He says :

&quot;

I had to wait six days at Alexandria before the boat

sailed for Cairo. My guide had provided plenty of

provisions for the journey up the river, which commonly
lasts from three to four or at the most six days. How
ever, the end of my trials had not yet come, for I was

eighteen days on the passage.
&quot;

It often rains very hard in Lower Egypt, and as the

deck was not water-tight, the water got into my cabin.

My bed grew mouldy, as likewise my provisions, which

at length were quite exhausted. I had now to subsist

on the rice-bread of the Arabs, which was hardly to be

distinguished from black clay. However, this meagre
diet saved me from a fit of the ague.

&quot; We had such contrary and boisterous winds that we
were obliged to lie at anchor before some miserable

village, or in the middle of the stream, for four or five

days together.

&quot;At length, on the 10th of February, we arrived at

Bulac, the harbour of Grand Cairo, where, as if to

complete our misfortunes, we stranded on a sandbank in

the middle of the river. I made signs, and was soon

fetched on shore by a boat, when I immediately pro
ceeded to Cairo, with my heart full of a deep sense of

gratitude for all the mercy and protection experienced

during this eventful journey. The Lord never failed to

grant me, on every trying occasion, just that help which

was necessary to enable me to bear it, and to increase

my confidence in Him.&quot;

The main object of Antes missionary enterprise was
to penetrate to Abyssinia, and establish the mission
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there
;
but he soon found that the state of the country

precluded all possibility of this; so the missionary

busied himself in Cairo, where there was certainly need

of the presence and influence of Christians. But even

here the work was disappointing.
&quot; The

people,&quot;
he

says,
&quot;

appear to assent to everything that is said
;
but it

is easily seen that, though they have a custom of

speaking in Scripture phrases, and, out of compliment
to me, express their approbation of my teaching, their

hearts remain untouched, so that I call daily upon the

Lord to hasten their conversion.&quot;

One incident in the career of John Antes during his

residence in Cairo is recorded by himself, as showing to

what length cruelty and greed will cause heathen people

to go in their persecution of one whose avowed object is

only to bring them the good news of salvation and to

help them to rise to a higher moral level. The story he

tells is as follows :

During his residence at Cairo, he and his fellow-

missionaries lived in a confined part of the city, not far

from the great canal, which, from the middle of October

to the June following, was, he found, very offensive,

owing to the habits of the people living in the neigh

bouring houses, who used it as a general receptacle for

all sorts of refuse. In order as far as possible to coun

teract the menace to health caused by this pollution of

the canal, he spent as much of his time as he could

away from its vicinity, in the fields round about the

city. He soon discovered, however, that aimless wan

dering in the fields made him drowsy and disinclined

for exertion, so that he was &quot;

always inclined to sit down
to rest under the shade of a tree.&quot; He knew very well
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that exercise rather than rest was what he most needed

to keep himself in good bodily health
; so, in order to

remedy this tendency to laziness, he sometimes took a

fowling-piece with him, as the foreigners inhabiting

the city were allowed to use a gun whenever and

wherever they pleased,
&quot; the natives being too indolent

to fatigue themselves with shooting.&quot;

It was necessary, however, to keep out of the way of

the Beys, and other men in power, as foreigners falling

into the hands of these officials were sometimes very

badly treated. It was usually easy to avoid them, how

ever, as they were generally accompanied by a consider

able number of men ; and, thanks to the features of the

country, could be seen from a good distance.
&quot;

When, therefore,&quot; says the missionary,
&quot; I observed

any of them, I generally avoided approaching them,

knowing how ready they are, under some pretext or

other, to extort money, especially from Europeans,
whom they suppose to be rich.&quot;

For nine years out of the twelve which he spent in

Cairo, John Antes managed to avoid coming into

contact with any of these rapacious and merciless

tyrants. But, alas ! there came a day when he fell into

their clutches
;
and what befell him then is best told in

his own words :

&quot;

It happened,&quot; he says,
&quot; that I had been walking

out with the Venetian Consul. As we were returning,

about half-an-hour before sunset, being near the city

gate, we were observed by some Mamelukes belonging

to Osman Bey, two of whom came galloping towards us,

followed by some men on foot.

&quot;

They immediately stripped us of whatever we had
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about us of any value, demanding one hundred maktubs

(each in value about seven shillings and sixpence),

threatening to take us before their master unless we

immediately gave them the money. I told them that

we had no such sum about us, and, taking out my
purse, offered it to them. They took it

; but, finding

that it contained only twenty-five shillings in small

silver pieces, threw it back with disdain, crying

, Dahab! (gold).
&quot;

Knowing that I had nothing to expect but ill-treat

ment, I told them that I had no gold with me, but that

if they would go with me to my home I would give

them some. Upon this they cursed me
;
and ten more

of the same gang, upon horseback, having joined them,

they repeated their demand. I again answered that I

had no gold about me, but that I would give them some

if they would go with me.
&quot; At last their chief accosted me. Go you home

and fetch your gold/ he said, but we will keep your

companion here as a hostage, and, if you do not soon

return, cut off his head ! When I saw the poor man

crying, and trembling all over, I could not think of

leaving him in the hands of these tigers and escaping

myself. I therefore told him that he might go and

fetch the money, and I would stay with them.
&quot; As the Mamelukes durst not stay away from their

master till my companion could return, one of them
rode up to the Bey and told him they had seized a

European from whom something might be got. The
man soon returned, and then, taking me between their

horses, they dragged me to the place where the Bey
was sitting.
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&quot; When I came near him I addressed him with the

usual phrase, I am under your protection ;
to which,

if they are not maliciously inclined, they answer, You

are welcome/ But, instead of answering at all he

stared furiously at me, and said, Who are you ? I

replied, I am an Englishman. What are you doing
here in the night ? was his next question. You
must be a thief. Aye, aye, most likely the one who did

such and such a thing the other day. I was entering

the city gates half-an-hour before sunset/ I protested,

when I was taken by your Mamelukes, and detained

until now, when it is dark
;
but yet it is not an hour

after sunset, which is the regular time for shutting the

gates.

&quot;Without saying anything in reply he ordered me to

be taken to the castle, a building at some distance out

of the city. Every month one of the Beys takes his

station in rotation there, in order to guard the city by

night against wandering Arabs. This month happened
to be the turn of Osman Bey.

&quot;

I wanted to say a few words more, but was pre

vented by a horde of servants, who are always glad to

insult a European. One gave me a kick on one side,

another on the other
;
one spat in my face, while another

put a rope about my neck, made of the filaments of the

date-tree, which are much rougher than horsehair. By
this rope a fellow in rags was ordered to drag me along,

and another on horseback, armed with a sword and

pistols, to guard me.

&quot;As we proceeded towards the Bey s castle, my
conductor advised me to give the guard money and he

would let me go. The word money operated like an
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electric shock. The guard galloped up to me and asked

me if I had any money left. I told him I would give

him what I had if he would let me go ;
and accordingly

gave him the purse which the Mamelukes had refused.

Having looked at it, he put it into his pocket without

saying a word, still driving me forward, till we arrived at

the castle. I was then put into a dungeon, a large iron

chain was put round my neck, secured by a padlock,

and the other end fastened to a piece of timber. The

servants, hoping to be rewarded, furnished me with

water
;
but by no offer could I prevail upon them either

to let me have peri and ink, or to take a letter for me to

my friends in the city to inform them of my situation.

Neither indeed durst they have gratified me without

danger to themselves. Being stripped of iny upper gar
ments I was more afraid of taking cold than anything
else.

&quot; In about half-an-hour the Bey arrived with his

retinue. He went up-stairs into a room, sat down in a

corner, and all his people placed themselves in a circle

around him. I was then sent for, unchained, and led

up-stairs by two men. On the stairs I heard the instru

ments used for the bastinado rattle, and guessed what I

had to expect.
&quot; On entering, I found a small Persian carpet spread

for me. This was a mark of civility due only to a

gentleman; for the common people, when about to

receive the bastinado, are thrown upon the bare

ground.

&quot;The Bey again asked me who I was, and again I

replied,
* An Englishman. What is your business ?

was his next inquiry, and I said I live by what God
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sends (a customary Arabic phrase). He then exclaimed,

Throw him down ! I asked what I had done to

deserve the cruel treatment with which I was threatened.
* You dog ! he cried,

* how dare you ask what you have

done ! Throw him down !

&quot; The servants then threw me flat upon my face, and

with a strong staff, about six feet long, having a piece of

iron chain fixed to each end, fastened my feet above the

ankles. Then two men, twisting staff and chain

together, turned up the soles of my feet
;
and being

provided with what they call a corbage (which consists

of a strap of the skin of the hippopotamus, about a yard
in length, rather thicker than a man s finger, half cured,

and very tough and hard), waited for their master s

orders.
&quot; When they had placed me in this position an officer

came and whispered into my ear, Do not suffer yourself

to be beaten, give him a thousand dollars and he will let

you go. I reflected that if I offered anything he would

probably send one of his men along with me to receive

it, and that I should then be obliged to open my strong

chest, in which I kept not only my own money, but

considerable sums, belonging to others, left with me in

trust, and that the whole of this would in all probability
be carried away at the same time. Being, therefore,

determined not to involve others in my misfortunes,

I answered, I have no money to give ! upon which he

immediately ordered them to begin.
&quot; This they did, at first moderately, but I soon gave

myself up for lost, knowing that my life depended

entirely upon the caprice of an unfeeling tyrant ; and,
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not expecting to fare better than others who had been

the victims of this barbarity, I had no other refuge but

the mercy of my God, and commended my &quot;soul to Him.

I experienced His support so powerfully on this trying

occasion that all fear of death was taken from me, and

I could cheerfully resign my life into His hands.
&quot; After they had beaten me for some time, the officer

again whispered into my ear the word money ; but now
the sum was doubled. I again answered, I have none

here/ They then laid on more roughly, and every
stroke felt like the application of a red-hot poker. At

length the same officer, thinking that though I had no

money I might have some costly goods, once more

whispered something to that effect. As I knew that

English fire-arms often take their fancy even more than

money, I offered him a blunderbuss, richly mounted

with silver, which I could have got at without opening

my strong chest. The Bey, observing me speak to the

officer, with a sneer exclaimed, Bir, Carabini ! (Only
a blunderbuss

!).
And then he repeated Beat the

dog!
5

&quot;

They then began to strike with all their might. At
first the pain was excruciating, but after a time all

sensation ceased. I seriously believed that they meant
to beat me to death

;
and in my own language I com

mended my soul to Jesus Christ, my Saviour. When at

length the Bey saw that no money could be extorted

from me, he probably thought that after all I might be
a poor man ; and, as I had done nothing to deserve such

punishment, he ordered them to let me go.
&quot;

I was now compelled to walk down to my prison, the
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chain being again put about my neck. In about half-

an-hour a messenger came with orders to bring me up

again. The servants then took off the chain and carried

me till I was near the door, when I was told to walk in,

or the Bey would beat me again.
&quot; At first I was in much fear, thinking that some one

might have told him that with a little more beating

money might yet be obtained. There are indeed in

stances of the bastinado having been repeated three

days successively, to the number of two thousand strokes ,

when the feet are rendered past all cure. Persons of

very strong constitutions have been known to survive

even such an ordeal as this
;
but generally, after about

five or six hundred strokes the victim dies, either under

or immediately after the torture.
&quot; When I came before the Bey he asked one of his

officers, Is this the man you told me of ? The officer,

stepping up to me, and staring me in the face, suddenly
raised his hands and cried out, By Allah ! it is ! Ah !

This is the best man in Cairo, and my very particular

friend ! Oh, how sorry am I that I was not here before

to tell you so ! with other expressions of the same kind.

The Bey answered, Then take him
;
I give him to you,

and if he has lost anything see that it is restored. I

had never in my life seen the officer before, and I soon

understood that this was merely a deceitful way of

getting rid of me.
&quot; Once more I was obliged to walk until I was out of

the Bey s sight, when the servants of my pretended
friend took me up and carried me to his house. Here

he offered me something to eat, and made up a tolerably
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decent bed for me, which was the more welcome as a

great part of my clothes had been torn off my back, and

I felt very cold. The only garment that was returned

to me was an old Cashmere shawl.

&quot; I asked the officer whether what had happened to

me was a proof of the boasted hospitality of his country
men to strangers. But all the answer he vouchsafed

me was,
* Min Allah ! Maktub I Mukkadder ! It is

from God ! It is so written in the book of fate, which

cannot be altered ! He, however, anointed my feet

with some healing balsam and tied rags about them.

I then lay down and spent a very uncomfortable night
in great pain. In the morning he asked me whether I

was acquainted with the master of the customs
;
and

when I informed him that he was my good friend he

offered to bring me to him
;
and setting me upon an

ass, himself mounting a horse, we proceeded towards the

city, accompanied by another soldier.
&quot; When we arrived at the house of the master of the

customs, he was shocked to see me in such a condition.

I requested him to settle everything for me with my
pretended deliverer, and I found I had to pay about

twenty pounds, the whole farce being intended to play a

little money into the hands of the Bey s officer. His
servants then carried me home and put me to bed. I

was confined to my bed for about six weeks before I

could walk on crutches
;
and for full three years after

wards my feet and ankles, which had been hurt by the

twisting of the chain, often swelled.&quot;

In 1781, after a residence of twelve years in Egypt,
John Antes returned to his own land, and subsequently
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accomplished a great deal of effective Christian work.

Of his sojourn in Egypt he writes :

&quot; That period of my life will for ever remain most

important to me. When I reflect upon the many heavy
and trying occurrences which would sometimes make
me and my brethren faint-hearted as to the aim of our

mission
;
on the dangers for soul and body ;

the artful

snares laid to draw me into gross transgression, and the

sinful practices daily before my eyes, I am constrained

to praise and extol the unwearied faithfulness of my
God and Saviour, who caused my heart to cleave to

Him under all circumstances, and protected me with an

unseen hand.
&quot; One thing I must be permitted to add, namely, that

I found it not so easy as those who live in a Christian

country may imagine, always boldly to confess the name
of Christ before scoffers and reviling ; Mahommedans

;

and though when reproached with being a Christian I

would answer God be praised ! I sometimes felt

pride stirring within me, and resented the indignity
attached to the name. This has made me often turn

for help and strength to my Saviour, and He never

suffered me to deny Him before men.&quot;

Such a testimony as that from such a man is a

striking tribute to that Power which is able to make
men strong unto salvation, and to keep them constant

to their faith, however bitter may be the experience
which tries them. It is comparatively an easy thing to

be a Christian amongst Christians
;
but to remain true

to Christ and His religion amongst those who revile

His followers is difficult indeed
;
and all who, under

such circumstances, keep loyal to Him, are well deserving
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of the reward promised to those who are reviled and

persecuted for righteousness sake.

That John Antes achieved little apparent success as

a missionary during the twelve years of his sojourn in

Egypt is nothing to his discredit. The reason of his

failure must be sought not in the man himself but in the

conditions under which he was called to labour. Those

years were by no means wasted, since in them he proved
what manner of man he was, and showed to the world

by the terrible experiences through which he passed

that, whatever the hardships that have to be borne,

however severe the struggle may be,

&quot; Who in the strength of Jesus trusts,

Is more than conqueror.&quot;

THE END

Richard Clay & Sons, Limited, London and Bungay.
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Cuthbert Hartington : A Tale of Two Sieges. By G. A.

Henty. Large 8vo. Six Illustrations. Cloth boards, gilt edges.

The Two Babylons ; or, The Papal Worship proved to be the

Worship of Nimrod and his Wife. With 61 Illustrations from
Nineveh, Babylon, Egypt, Pompeii, etc. By the late Alexander

Hislop. Demy 8vo. Cloth extra.
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New 5s. Library.

Demy 8vo. Of special bulk. Well Illustrated. Bound in handsome Cloth

Boards with full gilt Edges. 5j- each.

The Three-Cornered House. By Evelyn Everett-Green.

Vashti Savage. By Sarah Tytler.

Cuthbert Hartington : A Tale of Two Sieges. By Geo. A.

Henty.

The Lady of the Forest By L. T. Meade.

True unto Death : A Story of Russian Life. By E. F, Pollard.

The Better Part. By Annie S. Swan.

3s. 6d. each.
Large Crown 8vo. Illustrated. Cloth Boards, with giit top.

Through Surging Waters. By Harry Davies.

A Girl s Stronghold. By E. F. Pollard.

The Boy s Book of the Sea. By W. H. Simmonds.

Runners of Contraband : A Story of Russian Tyranny. By
Tom Bevan.

An Earl without an Earldom. By Scott Graham.

Done and Dared in Old France. By Deborah Alcock.

A Strong Man s Love. By David Lyall. Twelve Illustrations.

Just Percy. A Tale of Dickton School. By H. S. Whiting.

Old Wenyon s Will. By John Ackworth. Twelve Illustra

tions.

More than Money. By A. St. John Adcock. Twelve Illustra

tions.

The Three-Cornered House. By Evelyn Everett-Green.

Casque and Cowl : A Tale of the French Reformation. By
F. M. Cotton Walker. Four Illustrations.

A Lady of High Degree. By Jennie Chappell.

Pilgrims of the Night By Sarah Doudney. Frontispiece.

The Scuttling of the &quot;

Kingfisher.&quot; By Alfred E. Knight.
Frontispiece.

Ruth Gwynnott, Schoolmistress. By Morice Gerard. Twelve
Illustrations.
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3S. 6dL each (continued).

The Story of the Bible. Arranged in Simple Style for Young
People. New Edition. Demy 8vo. 620 pages. Eight beautiful

pictures in colours, and more than 100 other Illustrations. Cloth

extra, 33. 6d. Gilt edges, bevelled boards, 43. 6d.

The Pilgrim s Progress. By John Bunyan, Illustrated with 55

full-page and other Engravings. Crown 4to. Cloth extra, 33. 6d,

Gilt edges, 55. Padded Watered Silk, 6s. 6d.

Partridge s Children s Annual.

.CONDUCTED BY THE EDITOR OF &quot;THE CHILDREN S FRIEND.&quot;

A handsome and attractive production, with cover printed in 10 Colours and

Varnished, 12 Full-page Pictures in Colour, and every page containing

artistic Illustrations. Short Stones by Mrs. Molesworth and other well-

known writers. Paper Boards, Cloth Bach, 3s. 6d.

2s. 6d. each.
&quot; Girls Imperial Library&quot;

By Popular Authors. Large Ofown 8vo. 330 pages. Six Illustrations

printed in photo brown. Handsomely bound in Cloth Boards.

(Books marked with an asterisk are also bound with Gilt edges, 35. each.)

*A Girl of the Fourth. A Story for School Girls. By A. M.
Irvine.

*Her Little Kingdom. By Laura A. Barter-Snow.

*Evan Grayle s Daughters. By Isabel Suart Robson, Author
of &quot; The Fortunes of Eight,&quot; etc.

*The Lady of the Forest. By L. T. Meade.
* Cliff House : A Story for Schoolgirls, By A. M. Irvine,

The Ways of a Girl : or, The Story of One Year, By M. F.
Hutcblnson.

Those Berkeley Girls. By Lillias Campbell Davidson.

*The Heart of Una Sackville. By Mrs. George de Horne
Vaizey.

*Carol Carew
; or, An Act of Imprudence. By Evelyn Everett-

Green, Author of &quot; The Three-Cornered House,&quot; etc.

Gladys s Repentance ; or, Two Girls and a Fortune. By Edith
C. Kenyon.

Ursula; or,
&quot; A Candidate for the Ministry.&quot; By Laura A. Barter-

Snow.

Uncle Joshua s Heiress; ^-, Which shall it be? By Lillias

Campbell Davidson.
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2S. 6d. each (continued).

MPERIAL LIBRARY &quot;

(continued).

:

Molly : The Story of a Wayward Girl, By Harriet E. Colville.

Love s Golden Thread. By Edith C. Kenyon,

Sydney Lisle
; or, The Heiress of St. Quentin. By Dorothea

Moore.

The Fortunes of Eight ; or, The House in Harford Place. By
Isabel Suart Robson.

The Little Missis. By Charlotte Skinner,

A Girl s Battle. By Lillias Campbell Davidson.

*A Girl in a Thousand. By Edith C, Kenyon.

Agnes Dewsbury. By Laura A. Barter-Snow.

Monica s Choice. By Flora E. Berry.

TAe &quot;True Grit&quot; Series.

Large Crown 8vo. 320 pages. Fully Illustrated. Handsomely Bound in

Cloth Boards.

(Books marked with an asterisk are also bound with Gilt edges, 33. each.)

*&quot;Sandfly
&quot;

; or, In the Indian Days. By F. H. ^orester.

*The Master of the Rebel First. A Story of School Life, By
J. Howard Brown.

A Hero King : A Story of the Days of King Alfred. By E. F.
Pollard.

Stirring Sea Fights. A Book for British Boys. By J. Cuthbert
Hadden.

Sappers and Miners
; or, the Flood Beneath the Sea. By Geo,

Manville Fenn.
;

In Honour s Cause. By Geo. Manville Fenn.

The Hidden City : A Story of Central America. By Walter C.
Rhoades.

The Lion of Wessex
; or, How Saxon Fought Dane. By Tom

Bevan.

*The Scarlet Judges. A Tale of the Inquisition in the Nether-
lands. By Eliza F. Pollard.

*By Seashore, Wood and Moorland. By Edward Step, F.L.S.
Author of &quot;

Wayside Flowers,&quot; etc.
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THE &quot;TRUE GRIT&quot; SERIES (continued).

*Rob Harlow s Adventures : A Story of the Grand Chaco. By
Geo. Manvilie Fenn.

A Boy of the First Empire. By Elbridge S. Brooks,

Smoking Flax. By Silas K. Hocking. Twelve Illustrations.

*INIature Walks and Talks. By T. Carreras. Large Crown
8vo. Many Illustrations. Cloth boards.

Nature in all her beauty and fascination is depicted here by
word-pictures and illustrations.

The Boy s Life of Nelson. By J. Cuthbert Hadden. Large
Crown 8vo. 300 pages. Beautiful coloured frontispiece and eight
illustrations on art paper.

In the Misty Seas : A Story of the Sealers of Behring Strait.

By Harold Bindloss.

Two Barchester Boys : A Tale of Adventure in the Malay
States. By K. M. Eady.

*True Grit : A Story of Adventure in West Africa. By Harold
Bindloss. Six Illustrations.

The Yellow Shield
; or, A Captive in the Zulu Camp. By

William Johnston. Six Illustrations.

A Desert Scout : A Tale of Arabi s Revolt. By Wm. Johnston.
*Cormorant Crag : A Tale of the Smuggling Days. By G. Man

vilie Fenn. Eight Illustrations by W. Rainey, R.I.

The Parting of the Ways. By J. L. Hornibrook.

The Crystal Hunters : A Boy s Adventure in the Higher Alps.
By G. Manvilie Fenn.

First in the Field : A Story of New South Wales. By G,
Manvilie Fenn, 416 pages.

The Two Henriettas. By Emma Marshall.

From School to Castle. Illustrated. Large Crown 8vo.
Cloth Boards. By Charlotte Murray.

Coral : A Sea Waif and her Friends. 268 pages. Six Illustra
tions. Cloth Boards. By the same author.
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2S. 6d. (continued}.

Come, Break your Fast : pally Meditations for a Year. Bv
Rev. Mark Guy Pearse. Large Crown 8vo. 534 pages. With
Portrait. Cloth boards.

Eric Strong : Not Forgetting his Sisters. Bright and Original
Talks to Boys and Girls. By Rev. Thos. Phillips, B.A., of Blooms-

bury Central Church, London. With autograph portrait.

The Earnest Life. By Silas K. Hocking. Crown 8vo. 192
pages. With portrait and autograph. Cloth boards.

Stories of Self-Help : Recent and Living Examples of Men
Risen from the Ranks. By John Alexander. Well Illustrated.

A Young Man s Mind. By J. A. Hammerton. Crown 8vo.
Cloth extra, gilt top.

The Romance of the Bible. The Marvellous History of the
British and Foreign Bible Society. By Charles F Bateraan,

Crown and Empire : A Popular Account of the Lives, Public
and Domestic, of Edward VII. and Queen Alexandra. By Alfred

E. Knight. Large Crown 8vo. 336 pages. Cloth boards.

Our Rulers from William the Conqueror to Edward VII.

By J. Alexander. Foolscap 410. Cloth gilt.

The Great Siberian Railway : What I saw on my Journey. By
Dr. F. E. Clark. Crown 8vo. 213 pages. Sixty-five first-class

Illustrations on art paper, and a Map. Handsomely bound.

Chaplains at the Front. Incidents in the Life of a Chaplain
during the Boer War, 1899-1900. By Owen Spencer Watkins,

James Flanagan : The Story of a Remarkable Career. By
Dennis Crane. Fully Illustrated. Cloth boards. 2s. 6d. net.

Ferrar Fentons Translations of the Holy Scriptures

in Modern English.

Cloth, 2s. 6d. each net. Paste Grain, 3s. 6d. each net.

Vol. I. The Five Books of Moses.

Vol. II. The History of Israel.

Vol. III. The Books of the Prophets.

Vol. IV. The Psalms, Solomon, and Sacred Writers.

Vol. V. The New Testament,

The Complete Bible in Modern English, Incorporating the
above five volumes. Cloth extra, gilt top. los. net.
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My Bible Picture Book. Contains 16 full-page coloured and
many other Illustrations. With descriptive stories from the Old
and New Testaments. Size n by 8 inches. In bright cloth binding.

Following Jesus : A Bible Picture Book for the Young. Size,

13J by 10 inches. Contains 12 beautifully coloured Old and New
Testament Scenes, with appropriate letterpress by D.J.D.

Brought to Jesus : A Bible Picture Book for Little Readers.
Contains 12 New Testament Scenes, printed in colours, Size

13J by 10 inches. Handsome coloured boards.

Bible Pictures and Stories : Old and New Testament. In one
Volume. Bound in cloth boards, with 89 full-page Illustrations.

Potters : their Arts and Crafts. Historical, Biographical and
Descriptive. By John C. Sparks and Walter Gandy. Crown 8vo.

Copiously Illustrated. Cloth extra.

The Story of Jesus. For Little Children. By Mrs. G. E.
Morton. Large 8vo. 340 pages. Eight pictures in best style of

colour-work, and many other Illustrations. Handsomely bound
in cloth boards.

Victoria : Her Life and Reign. By Alfred E. Knight. Crown
8vo. 384 pages. Cloth extra, 2S. 6d. ; cloth, gilt edges, 35. 6d.

2s. each.
The Home Library.

Crown 8vo. 320 pages. Handsome Cloth Covers. Fully Illustrated.

(Books marked with an asterisk are also bound with Gilt edges, 2s. 6d. each.)

*A Little Bundle of Mischief. By Grace Carlton.

*By Creek and Jungle : Three Chums in the Wilds of Borneo.
By John K. Leys.

*A Gentleman of England : A Story of the Days of Sir Philip
Sidney. By E. F. Pollard.

*
Dorothy ; or, The Coombehurst Nightingale. By E. M. Alford.

* Three Chums
; or, The Little Blue Heart. By E. M. Stooke.

Neath April Skies
; or, Hope amid the Shadows. By Jennie

Chappell.
Under the Roman Eagles. By Amyot Sagon,
-Helena s Dower

; or, A Troublesome Ward. By Eglanton
Thome.

The Red Mountain of Alaska. By Willis Boyd Allen.

*True unto Death : a Story of Russian Life. By E. F. Pollard.

By Bitter Experience : A Story of the Evils of Gambling. By
Scott Graham.
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2S. each (continued).

THE HOME LIBRARY (continued}.

Love Conquereth ; or, The Mysterious Trespasser. By
Charlotte Murray.

White Ivory and Black, and other Stories of Adventure by Sea
and Land. By Tom Bevan, E. Harcourt Burrage, and John
Higginson.

::The Adventures of Don Lavington ; or, In the Days of the

Press Gang By G. Manville Fenn.
:::

Roger the Ranger : A Story of Border Life among the Indians.

By E. F. Pollard.

Brave Brothers; or, Young Sons of Providence. By E. M.
Stooke.

:;The Moat House; or Celia s Deceptions. By Eleanora H.
Stooke.

&quot;The White Dove of Amritzir : A Romance of Anglo-Indian
Life. By E. F. Pollard.

In Battle and Breeze : Sea Stories by G. A. Henty.G. Manville

Fenn, and J. Higginson.

Crag Island
; or, The Mystery of Val Stanlock. By W. Murray

Graydon.

Edwin, the Boy Outlaw
; or, The Dawn of Freedom in England.

A Story of the Days of Robin Hood. By J. Frederick Hodgetts.

Neta Lyall. By Flora E. Berry, Author of &quot; In Small Corners,&quot;

etc. Six Illustrations.

The Lion City of Africa. By Willis Boyd Allen.

The Better Part. By Annie S. Swan.

John : A Tale of the Messiah. By K. Pearson Woods.

Leaders into Unknown Lands. By A. Montefiore-Brice, F.G.S.

Lights and Shadows of Forster Square. By Rev. E. H.

Sugden, M.A.

The Martyr of Kolin
; A Story of the Bohemian Persecution.

By H. O. Ward.

Morning Dew-Drops : A Temperance Text Book. By Clara
Lucas Balfour.

Mark Desborough s Vow. By Annie S. Swan.

My Dogs in the Northland. By Egerton R. Young. 288 pages.

Norman s Nugget. By J. Macdonald Oxley, B.A.
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2S. each (continued).

THE HOME LIBRARY (continued).

A Puritan Wooing : A Tale of the Great Awakening in New
England. By Frank Samuel Child.

The Strait Gate. By Annie S. Swan.

Stuart s Choice
; or Castleton s

&quot;

Prep.&quot; By Charlotte Murray.
Under the Sirdar s Flag. By William Johnston.

Wardlaugh ; or, Workers Together. By Charlotte Murray.
Alfred the Great : The Father of the English. By Jesse Page.

Library of Standard Works by Famous ^Authors.

Crown 8vo. Bound in handsome Cloth Boards. Well Illustrated.

(Books marked with an asterisk are also bound with Gilt edges, 2s. 6d. each.)

The Children of the New Forest. By Captain Marryat.
The Starling. By Norman McLeod.
*Hereward the Wake. By Charles Kingsley.
The Heroes. By Charles Kingsley.
The Channings. By Mrs. Henry Wood.
Ministering Children. By M. L. Charlesworth.
The Water Babies. A Fairy Tale for a Land Baby. By

Charles Kingsley.
*Hans Andersen s Fairy Tales.
The Old Lieutenant and His Son. By Norman McLeod.
Coral Island. By R. M. Ballantyne.
Nettie s Mission. By Alice Gray.
Home Influence : A Tale for Mothers. By Grace Aguilar.
The Gorilla Hunters. By R. M. Ballantyne.
*What Katy Did. By Susan Coolidge.
Peter the Whaler. By W. H. G. Kingston.
Melbourne House. By Susan Warner.

&quot;The Lamplighter. By Miss Cummins.
*Grimm s Fairy Tales.

The Swiss Family Robinson : Adventures on a Desert Island.
&quot;Tom Brown s School-Days. By an Old Boy.
*Little Women and Good Wives. By Louisa M. Alcott.
The Wide, Wide World. By Susan Warner.
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2S. each (continued).

LIBRARY OF STANDARD WORKS BY FAMOUS AUTHORS (contd.)

Danesbury House. By Mrs. Henry Wood.

Stepping Heavenward. By E. Prentiss.

John Halifax, Gentleman. By Mrs. Craik.

*Life and Adventures of Robinson Crusoe. By Daniel Defoe.

Naomi
; or, The Last Days of Jerusalem. By Mrs. Webb.

The Pilgrim s Progress. By John Bunyan.

Uncle Tom s Cabin. By Harriet Beecher Stowe,

Westward Ho ! By Charles Kingsley.

&quot; Great Deeds
&quot;

Series.

Large Crown 8vo. 320 pages. Full of Illustrations. Handsomely bound

in Cloth Boards. 2s. each. (Also icith Gilt edges, 2s. 6d. each.)

Heroes of our Empire : Gordon, Clive, Warren Hastings,
Havelock, and Lawrence.

Heroes who have Won their Crown : David Livingstone and

John &quot;Williams.

Great Works by Great Men. By F. M. Holmes.

Brave Deeds for British Boys. By C. D. Michael.

Two Great Explorers : The Lives of Fridtjof Nansen, and
Sir Henry M. Stanley.

Heroes of Land and Sea : Firemen and their Exploits, and
the Lifeboat.

Bunyan s Folk of To-day ; or, The Modern Pilgrim s Progress.

By Rev. J. Reid Howatt. Twenty Illustrations. Crown 8vo. cloth

extra.

Bible Light for Little Pilgrims. A Coloured Scripture Picture
Roll. Contains 12 beautifully coloured Old and New Testament

Scenes, with appropriate texts. Mounted on Roller for hanging.

Platform, Pulpit and Desk : or, Tools for Workers. Being
148 Outline addresses on all Phases of the Temperance Movement
for all Ages and Classes. By W. N. Edwards, F.C.S. With an
Introduction by Canon Barker. Crown 8vo. 300 pages.

Bible Picture Roll. Contains a large Engraving of a Scripture
Subject, with letterpress for each day in the month. Mounted on
Roller for hanging.

Love, Courtship, and Marriage. By Rev. F. B. Meyer, B.A.
Crown 8vo. 152 pages. Embellished cloth cover, 2s. net, Full

gilt edges, 2s. 6d. net.
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Is. 6cL each.

Partridge s Eighteenpenny Series.

OF CHARMING STORIES FOR HOLIDAY AND FIRESIDE READING.
Crown 8vo. 160 pages. Well Illustrated and, Attractively Bound.

The Home of His Fathers. By Lillias Campbell Davidson.
A Great Patience. By L. Moberley.
A Late Repentance. By Hannah B. Mackenzie.

Shepherds and Sheep. By E. Stuart- Langford.
A Noble Champion. By David Hobbs.

The Up-to-Date Library.
Of Thick Crown 8vo. Volumes. 320 pages. Many Illustrations.

Cloth Boards.

(Books marked with an asterisk are also bound with gilt edges, 2s. each.)

The Boy from Cuba. A School Story. By Walter Rhoades,

Through Grey to Gold. By Charlotte Murray.
The Wreck of the Providence. By E. F. Pollard.

^Dorothy s Training. By Jennie Chappell.
Manco, the Peruvian Chief. By W. H. G. Kingston.

*Muriel Malone
; or, From Door to Door. By Charlotte Murray.

A Polar Eden. By Charles R. Kenyon.
Her Saddest Blessing. By Jennie Chappell.

*Ailsa s Reaping; or, Grape Vines and Thorns. By Jennie
Chappell.

A Trio of Cousins : A Story of English Life in 1791. By Mrs.
G. E. Morton.

Mick Tracy, the Irish Scripture Reader.
Grace Ashleigh. By Mary D. R. Boyd.
Without a Thought; or, Dora s Discipline. By Jennie

Chappell,
Edith Oswald

; or, Living for Others. By Jane M. Kippen.
A Bunch of Cherries. By J. W. Kirton.
A Village Story. By Mrs. G. E. Morton.
The Eagle Cliff. By R. M. Ballantyne.
More Precious than Gold. By Jennie Chappell.
The Slave Raiders of Zanzibar. By E. Harcourt Burrage.
Ester Ried. By Pansy.&quot;

*Avice : A Story of Imperial Rome. By E. F. Pollard.
The King s Daughter. By

&quot;

Pansy.&quot;

The Foster Brothers
; or, Foreshadowed. By Mrs. Morton.

The Household Angel. By Madeline Leslie.
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IS, 6d. each (continued).

THE UP-TO-DATE LIBRARY (continued}.

The Green Mountain Boys : A Story of the American War of

Independence. By E. F. Pollard.

A Way in the Wilderness. By Maggie Swan.

Miss Elizabeth s Niece. By M. S, Haycroft.

The Man of the House. By
&quot;

Pansy.&quot;

Olive Chauncey s Trust : a Story of Life s Turning Points,

By Mrs. E. R. Pitman.

Whither Bound ? a Story of Two Lost Boys. By Owen Landor,

Three People. By
&quot;

Pansy.&quot;

Chrissy s Endeavour. By
&quot;

Pansy.&quot;

*The Young Moose Hunters. By C. A. Stephens.

Eaglehurst Towers. By Emma Marshall.

Uncle Mac, the Missionary. By lean Perry. Six Illustrations

by Wai. Paget on art paper. Cloth boards.

Chilgoopie the Glad : a Story of Korea and her Children. By
Jean Perry. Eight Illustrations on art paper. Cloth boards.

The Man in Grey ; or, More about Korea. By Jean Perry.

More Nails for Busy Workers. By C. Edwards, Crown 8vo.

196 pages. Cloth boards.

The Angel and the Demon ; and other Stories. By E.Thorney-
croft Fowler. Cloth gilt. Eight Illustrations.

Insects : Foes and Friends. By W. Egmont Kirby, M.D., F.L.S.

32 pages of Coloured Illustrations. Cloth boards.

Queen Alexandra : the Nation s Pride. By Mrs. C. N,
Williamson. Crown 8vo. Tastefully bound, is. 6d. net.

King and Emperor : the Life- History of Edward VII, By
Arthur Mee Crown 8vo. Cloth boards, is. 6d. net.

William McKinley: Private and President. By Thos. Cox
Meech. Crown 8vo. 160 pages, with Portrait, is. 6d. net.

Studies of the Man Christ Jesus. His Character, His Spirit
Himself. By R. E. Speer. Cloth, gilt top. is. 6d. net.

Studies of the Man Paul. By Robert E. Speer, Long 8vo,

304 pages. Cloth gilt. is. 6d. net.

Wellington : the Record of a Great Military Career. By A. E.

Knight. Crown 8vo. Cloth gilt, with Portrait, is. 6d. net,

Baden-Powell : The Hero of Mafeking. By W. Francis Altken
Crown 8vo. Cloth gilt, with Portrait, is 6d. net.
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IS. 6d. each (continued).

The &quot;British Boys Library.

Fully Illustrated. Crown 8vo. 168 pages. Cloth extra.

Dick s Daring ; or, The Secret of Toulon. By A. H. Biggs.

, Through Flame and Flood. Stories of Heroism on Land and

Sea. By C. D. Michael.

Never Beaten I A Story of a Boy s Adventures in Canada,

By E. Harcourt Burrage, Author of &quot;Gerard Mastyn,&quot; etc.

The Adventures of Ji. By G. E. Farrow, Author of &quot; The

Wallypug of Why.&quot;

Missionary Heroes : Stories of Heroism on the Missionary Field.

By C, D. Michael.

Brown Al
; or, a Stolen Holiday. By E. M. Stooke,

The Pigeons Cave : A Story of Great Orme s Head in 1806,

By J, S. Fletcher.

Robin the Rebel. By H. Louisa Bedford.

Runaway Rollo. By E. M. Stooke.

Success: Chats about Boys who have Won it. By C. D. Michael.

Well Donel Stories of Brave Endeavour. Edited by C. D.
Michael.

Major Brown
; or, Whether White or Black, a Man. By Edith

S. Davis.

Noble Deeds : Stories of Peril and Heroism. Edited by C. D,
Michael.

Armour Bright. The Story of a Boy s Battles. By Lucy
Taylor.
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IS. 6d. eaCh (continued).

The British Girls Library.

Fully Illustrated. Crown 8vo. 160 pages. Cloth extra.

Little Gladwise. The Story of a Waif. By Nellie Cornwall.

A Family of Nine ! By E. C. Phillips.

Alice and the White Rabbit : Their Trips Round about London.

By Brenda Girvin.

The Tender Light of Home. By Florence Willmot,

Friendless Felicia : or, a Little City Sparrow. By Eleanora
H. Stooke.

Keziah in Search of a Friend. By Noel Hope.

Her Bright To-Morrow. By Laura A. Barter-Snow.

Rosa s Mistake
; or, The Chord of Self. By Mary Bradford-

Whiting.

The Mystery Baby ; or, Patsy at Fellside. By Alice M. Page.

Zillah, the Little Dancing Girl. By Mrs. Hugh St. Leger.

Patsie s Bricks. By L. S. Mead.

Salome s Burden
; or, The Shadow on the Homes. By Eleanora

H. Stooke.

Heroines : True Tales of Brave Women. By C. D. Michael.

Granny s Girls. By M. B. Manwell.

Tho Gipsy Queen. By Emma Leslie.

Kathleen
; or, A Maiden s Influence. By Julia Hack.

Queen of the Isles. By Jessie M. E. Saxby.

^Picture Books.

Sift 9 by 7 inches. Coloured and numerous other Illustrations. Handsome
Coloured Cover, Paper Boards with Cloth Back.

Happy and Gay : Pictures and Stories for Every Day. By
D. J. D.

Stories of Animal Sagacity. By D. J. D,
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IS. 6d. each (continued).

&quot; The World s Wonders
&quot;

Series.

Crown 8vo. 160 pages. Copiously Illustrated. Handsome Cloth Covers.

The Conquest of the Air : The Romance of Aerial Navigation.
By John Alexander.

Surgeons and their Wonderful Discoveries. By F. M.
Holmes.

The Life-Boat : Its History and Heroes, By F. M. Holmes,

Firemen and their Exploits. With an account of Fire Brigades
and Appliances. By F. M. Holmes.

The Romance of the Savings Banks. By Archibald G,
Bowie.

The Romance of Glass Making. A Sketch of the History of
Ornamental Glass. By W. Gandy.

The Romance of the Post Office : its Inception and Won-
drous Development. By Archibald G. Bowie,

Marvels of Metals. By F. M. Holmes,

Triumphs of the Printing Press. By Walter Jerrold,

Electricians and their Marvels. By Walter Jerrold,

Naturalists and their Investigations. By George Day, F.R.M.S,

Illustrated warJ B$oJts.

CrownSvo. 760 pages. Cloth extra. Fully Illustrated.

Bethesda Chapel. A Story of the Good Old Times. By Rev,
C, Leech, D.D,

Donald s Victory. By Lydia Phillips,

A Red Brick Cottage. By Lady Hope,

Marchester Stories. By Rev, C. Herbert,

Sister Royal. By Mrs. Haycraft.
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Is. 6d. each (continued).

^Popular Missionary Biographies.
Crown 800. 750 pa%es. Cloth extra. Fully Illustrated.

Two Lady Missionaries in Tibet : Miss Annie R. Taylor and
Dr. Susie Rijnhart Moyes. By Isabel S. Robson.

Dr. Laws of Livingstonia. By Rev. J. Johnston,
Grenfell of Labrador. By Rev. J. Johnston.
Johan G. Oncken : His Life and Work. By Rev. J. Hunt &amp;lt;

The Christianity of the Continent. By Jesse Page, F.R.G.S.

Missionaries I have Met, and the Work they have Done.
By Jesse Page, F.R.G.S.

James Chalmers, Missionary and Explorer of Rarotonga and
New Guinea. By William Robson.

Griffith John, Founder of the Hankow Mission, Central China.

By William Robson.

Robert Morrison : The Pioneer of Chinese Missions. By William
J. Townsend.

Amid Greenland Snows
; or, The Early History of Arctic

Missions. By Jesse Page, F.R.G.S.

Bishop Patteson : The Martyr of Melanesia. By same Author.

Captain Allen Gardiner : Sailor and Saint. By same Author.

The Congo for Christ : The Story of the Congo Mission, By
Rev. J. B. Myers.

David Brainerd, the Apostle to the North-American Indians.

By Jesse Page, F.R.G.S.

David Livingstone. By Arthur Montefiore-Brice.

From Kafir Kraal to Pulpit : The Story of Tiyo Soga, First

Ordained Preacher of the Kafir Race. By Rev. H. T. Cousius.

Japan : and its People. By Jesse Page, F.R.G.S.

John Williams : The Martyr Missionary of Polynesia. By Rev.

James Ellis.

James Calvert
; or. From Dark to Dawn in Fiji. By R. Vernon.

Lady Missionaries in Foreign Lands. By Mrs. E. R. Pitman.

Missionary Heroines in Eastern Lands. By Mrs. E. R. Pitman.

Robert Moffat : The Missionary Hero of Kuruman. By David

J. Deane.

Samuel Crowther : The Slave Boy who became Bishop of the

Niger. By Jesse Page, F R.G.S

Thomas J. Comber : Missionary Pioneer to the Congo. By
Rev. J. B. Myers.

William Carey : The Shoemaker who became the Father and
Founder of Modern Missions. By Rev. J. B. Myers,

Henry Martyn. By Jesse Page, F.R.G.S, B
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IS. 6d. each (continued).

^Popular Biographies.

Crown 8vo. Cloth Boards. Fully Illustrated.

John Wesley. By Rev. Arthur Walters.

Women of Worth. Sketches of the Lives of the Queen of

Roumania
(&quot;
Carmen Sylva &quot;),

Frances Power Cobbe, Mrs. J. R.

Bishop, and Mrs. Bramwell Booth. By Jennie Chappell.

George Miiller : The Modern Apostle of Faith. By Fred G.

Warne.

Life-Story of Ira D. Sankey, The Singing Evangelist. By
David Williamson.

Great Evangelists, and the Way God has Used Them.
By Jesse Page.

Women who have Worked and Won. The Life Story of

Mrs. Spurgeon, Mrs. Booth-Tucker, F. R. Havergal, and Ramabai.

By Jennie Chappell.

John Bright : Apostle of Free Trade. By Jesse Page, F.R.G.S.

The Two Stephensons. By John Alexander.

J. Passmore Edwards : Philanthropist. By E. Harcourt Burrage.

Dwight L. Moody : The Life-work of a Modern Evangelist. By
Rev. J. H. Batt.

Noble Work by Noble Women : Sketches of the Lives of the

Baroness Burdett-Coutts, Lady Henry Somerset, Miss Sarah Robin

son, Mrs. Fawcett, and Mrs. Gladstone. By Jennie Chappell.

Four Noble Women and their Work : Sketches of the Life and
Work of Frances Willard, Agnes Weston, Sister Dora, and Catherine

Booth. By Jennie Chappell.

The Canal Boy who became President. By Frederick T.
Gammon.

Florence Nightingale : The Wounded Soldier s Friend. By
Eliza F. Pollard.

Four Heroes of India: dive, Warren Hastings, Havelock,
Lawrence. By F. M. Holmes.

General Gordon: The Christian Soldier and Hero. By G.
Barnett Smith.

Heroes and Heroines of the Scottish Covenanters. By
J. Meldrum Dryerre, LL.B., F.R.G.S.

John Knox and the Scottish Reformation. By G. Barnett
Smith.
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IS. 6d. each (continued).

POPULAR BIOGRAPHIES (continued).

Philip Melancthon : The Wittemberg Professor and Theologian
of the Reformation. By David J. Deane.

The Slave and his Champions : Sketches of Granville Sharp,
Thomas Clarkson, William Wilberforce, and SirT. F. Buxton. By
C. D. Michael.

C. H. Spurgeon : His Life and Ministry. By Jesse Page, F.R.G.S.

Two Noble Lives : John Wicliffe, the Morning Star of the
Reformation ; and Martin Luther, the Reformer. By David J.
Deane. 208 pages.

William Tyndale : The Translator of the English Bible. By G.
Barnett Smith.

The Marquess of Salisbury : His Inherited Characteristics,
Political Principles, and Personality. By W. F. Aitken.

Joseph Parker, D.D. : His Life and Ministry. By Albert
Dawson.

Hugh Price Hughes. By Rev. J. Gregory Mantle.

R. J. Campbell, M.A.
; Minister of the City Temple, London.

By Charles T. Bateman.

Dr. Barnardo : &quot;The Foster-Father of Nobody s Children.&quot; By
Rev. J. H. Batt.

W. Robertson Nicoll, LL.D. ; Editor and Preacher. By Jane
Stoddart.

F. B. Meyer : His Life and Work. By Jennie Street.

John Clifford, M.A., B.Sc., LL.D., D.D. By Chas.T. Bateman.

Thirty Years in the East End. A Marvellous Story of Mission
Work. By W. Francis Aitken.

Alexander Maclaren, D.D. : The Man and His Message. By
Rev. John C. Carlile.

Lord Milner. By W. B. Luke.

Lord Rosebery, Imperialist. By J. A. Hammerton.

Joseph Chamberlain : A Romance of Modern Politics. By
Arthur Mee.

General Booth : The Man and His Work. By Jesse Page,
F.R.G.S.

Torrey and Alexander: The Story of their Lives. By J.

Kennedy Maclean. Crown 8vo. Illustrated. Imitation cloth,
is. net. Cloth boards, is. 6d. net.

Sir John Kirk : The Children s Friend. By John Stuart.
Crown 8vo. Cloth boards, is. 6d. net,
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IS. 6d. each (continued).

u Onward
&quot;

Temperance Library.

Crown 8vo. Illustrated. Cloth extra.

The Bird Angel. By Miss M. A, Paull,

&quot;One of Miss Paull s most delightful stories.&quot;

Lyndon the Outcast. By Mrs. Clara Lucas Balfour.

Ronald Clayton s Mistake. By Miss M. A. Paull.
&quot;

It is a capital book to place in the hands of working lads.&quot;

Nearly Lost, but Dearly Won. By Rev. T. P. Wilson, M.A..
Author of &quot; Frank Oldfield,&quot; etc.

Is. each,
Devotional Classics.

A New Series of Devotional Books by Standard Authors. Well printed on

good paper. Size 6 by 4 inches. Beautifully bound in Cloth Boards.
1s. each, NET ; Leather, 2s. each, NET. (Not illustrated.)

The Imitation of Christ. By Thomas a Kempis.

The Holy War. By John Bunyan.

Letters on the Simple Life. By the Queen of Roumania, Marie
Corelli, Madame Sarah Grand, &quot;John Oliver Hobbes,&quot; Sir A.
Conan Doyle, The Bishop of London, Canon Hensley Henson,
Sir J. Crichton Browne, Rev. S. Baring-Gould, Dr. Robertson
Nicoll, etc. Crown 8vo 160 pages. With Autographs of con
tributors in fac-simile. Imitation Linen, 6d. net. Cloth boards,
is. net. (Not illustrated.)

Uncrowned Queens. By Charlotte Skinner. Cloth boards, is.

Golden Words for Every Day. By M. Jennie Street, is.

Novelties, and How to Make Them : Hints and Helps
in providing occupation for Children s Classes. Compiled by
Mildred Duff. Full of illustrations. Cloth boards, is.

In Defence of the Faith : The Old Better than the New,
By Rev. F. B. Meyer. Cloth boards, is. net.

Ingatherings : A Dainty Book of Beautiful Thoughts. Compiled
by E. Agar. Cloth boards, is. net. (Paper covers, 6d. net).

The New Cookery of Unproprietary Foods. By Eustace
Miles, M.A. 192 pages, is. net.

The Child s Book of Health. By W.N. Edwards, F.C.S. is.net.
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IS. each (continued).

One Shilling ^ivard &quot;Books.

Fully Illustrated. Crown 8vo. Cloth extra.

&quot;Tubby&quot;; or, Right about Face. By J. Howard Brown.

Alan s Puzzle
; or, The Bag of Gold. By F. M. Holmes.

Auntie Amy s Bird Book. By A. M. Irvine.

The Ivory Mouse : A Book of Fairy Stories. By Rev. Stanhope
E. Ward.

Billy s Hero; or, The Valley of Gold. A Story of Canadian
Adventure, By Marjorie L. C. Pickthall.

The Straight Road. By Marjorie L. C. Pickthall.

One Primrose Day. By Mrs. Hugh St. Leger.

The Reign of Lady Betty. By Kent Carr.

The Whitedown Chums. By Jas. H. Brown.

Sweet Nancy. By L. T. Meade.

Secrets of the Sea. By Cicely Fulcher.

Norman s Oak. By Jennie Chappell.
A Fight for Life, and other Stories. By John R. Newman.
The Fairyland of Nature. By J. Wood Smith.

True Stories of Brave Deeds. By Mabel Bowler.

The Mystery of Marnie. By Jennie Chappell.

Gipsy Kit
; or, The Man with the Tattooed Face. By Robert

Leighton.
Dick s Desertion ; A Boy s Adventures in Canadian Forests.

By Marjorie L. C. Pickthall.

The Wild Swans
; or, The Adventure of Rowland Cleeve. By

Mary C. Rowsell.

George & Co. ; or, The Choristers of St. Anselm s. By Spencer
T. Gibb.

Caravan Cruises : Five Children in a Caravan. By Phil Ludlow.

Little Chris the Castaway. By F. Spenser.
The Children of the Priory. By J. L. Hornibrook.

Tom and the Enemy. By Clive R. Fenn.

Ruth s Roses. By Laura A. Barter-Snow.

In Paths of Peril. By J. Macdouald Oxley.

Pets and their Wild Cousins : New and True Stories of

Animals. By Rev. J. Isabell, F.E.S.

Other Pets and their Wild Cousins. By Rev. J. Isabell, F.E.S

Sunshine and Snow. By Harold Bindloss.

Donalblane of Darien. By J. Macdonald Oxley,

Crown Jewels. By Heather Grey.



22 Catalogue of Books Published

IS. each (continued).

ONE SHILLING REWARD BOOKS (continued).

All Play and No Work. By Harold Avery.

Always Happy ; or, The Story of Helen Keller. By Jennie

Chappell.
Birdie and her Dog, and other Stories of Canine Sagacity. By

Miss Phillips (Mrs. H. B. Looker).

Bessie Drew
; or, The Odd Little Girl. By Amy Manifold.

Cola Monti ; or, The Story of a Genius. By Mrs. Craik, Author
of &quot;John Halifax, Gentleman.&quot;

The Children of Cherryholme. By M. S. Haycraft.

Harold ; or, Two Died for Me. By Laura A. Barter-Snow.

Indian Life in the Great North-West. By Egerton R. Young.

Jack the Conqueror; or, Difficulties Overcome. By
Mrs. C. E. Bowen.

Lost in the Backwoods. By Edith C. Kenyon.
The Little Woodman and his Dog Caesar. By Mrs. Sher

wood.

Roy s Sister
; or, His Way and Hers. By M. B. Manwell.

Partridge s Shilling Library.

Crown 8vo. 136 pages. Illustrations printed on Art Paper. A splendid

Series of Stories for Adults.

Robert Musgrave s Adventure : A Story of Old Geneva. By
Deborah Alcock.

The Taming of the Rancher : A Story of Western Canada.

By Argyll Saxby.
&quot; Noodle

&quot;

: From Barrack Room to Mission Field. By S. E.
Burrow.

The Lamp in the Window. By Florence E. Bone.

Out of the Fog. By Rev. J. Isabell, F.E.S.

Fern Dacre
; A Minster Yard Story. By Ethel Ruth Boddy.

Through Sorrow and Joy : A Protestant Story. By M. A. R.

A Brother s Need. By L. S. Mead.

Is. each net.
(Not Illustrated).

Partridge s Popular Reciter. Old Favourites and New. 208

pages. Crown 8vo. Imitation Cloth, is. net ; Cloth Boards,
is. 6d. net.

Partridge s Humorous Reciter (uniform with Partridge s Popular
Reciter). Imitation Cloth, is. net ; Cloth boards, is. 6d. net,
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IS. each (continued).

Cheap ^prints of ^Popular Books Jor the Young.
Crown 8vo. 160 pages. Illustrated. Cloth Boards, Js. each.

Carola s Secret. By Ethel F. Hcddle.
The Golden Doors. By M. S. Haycraft.

Marigold s Fancies. By L. E. Tiddeman.
Andrew Bennett s Harvest. By Lydia Phillips.

The Thane ot the Dean. A Story of the Time of the Conqueror,
By Tom Bevan.

Nature s Mighty Wonders. By Rev. Richard Newton.
Hubert Ellerdale : A Tale of the Days of Wiclifle. By W.

Oak Rhind.

Our Phyllis. By M. S. Haycraft.
The Maid of the Storm : A Story of a Cornish Village. By

Nellie Cornwall.

Philip s Inheritance
; or, Into a Far Country. By F. Spenser,

The Lady of the Chine. By M. S. Haycraft.
In the Bonds of Silence. By J. L. Hornibrook.

A String of Pearls. By E. F. Pollard.

Elsie Macgregor ; or, Margaret s Little Lass. By Ramsay Guthrie.

Hoyle s Popular Ballads and Recitations. By William Hoyle.
Heroes All ! A Book of Brave Deeds. By C. D. Michael.

The Old Red Schoolhouse. By Frances H. Wood.
Christabel s Influence. By J. Goldsmith Cooper.
Deeds of Daring. By C. D. Michael.

Everybody s Friend. By Evelyn Everett-Green.

The Bell Buoy. By F. M. Holmes.

Vic : A Book of Animal Stories. By A. C. Fryer, Ph.D., F.S.A.

In Friendship s Name. By Lydia Phillips.

Nella ; or, Not My Own. By Jessie Goldsmith Cooper,
Blossom and Blight. By M. A. Paul!,

Aileen. By Laura A. Barter-Snow.

Satisfied. By Catherine Trowbridge.
Ted s Trust. By Jennie Chappell.
A Candle Lighted Dy tne Loru. By Mrs. E. Ross.

Alice Western s Blessing. By Ruth Lamb.
Tamsin Rosewarne and Her Burdens. By Nellie Cornwall.

Raymond and Bertha. By Lydia Phillips.

Gerald s Dilemma. By Emma Leslie.

Fine Gold
; or, Ravenswood Courtenay. By Emma Marshall.
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1 S . each (continued) .

CHEAP REPRINTS OF POPULAR BOOKS FOR THE YOUNG
(continued),

Marigold. By Mrs. L. T. Meade.
Jack s Heroism. By Edith C. Kenyon.
Her Two Sons : A Story for Young Men and Maidens. By

Mrs. Charles Garnett.

Rag and Tag. By Mrs. E. J. Whittaker.
The Little Princess of Tower Hill. By L. T. Meade.
Clovie and Madge. By Mrs. G. S. Reaney.
Ellerslie House : A Book for Boys. By Emma Leslie.

Like a Little Candle; or, Bertrand s Influence. By Mrs.
Haycraft.

Louie s Married Life. By Sarah Doudney.
The Dairyman s Daughter. By Legh Richmond.
Jible Jewels. By Rev. Dr. Newton.
Bible Wonders. By the same Author.
The Pilgrim s Progress. By John Bunyan. 416 pages. Eight

coloured and 46 other Illustrations.

Our Duty to Animals. By Mrs. C. Bray.

Books for Christian Workers.

Large Crown 16mo, 128 pages. Chastely bound in Cloth Boards.

Is. each.

The Home Messages of Jesus. By Charlotte Skinner.

Deeper Yet : Meditations for the Quiet Hour. By Clarence E.
Eberman.
3 Master s Messages to Women. By Charlotte Skinner.

Royal and Loyal : Thoughts on the Two-fold Aspect of the
Christian Life. By Rev. W. H. Griffith-Thomas.

Dughness : Talks to Young Men. By Thain Davidson,

Some Secrets of Christian Living. By Rev. F. B. Meyer.
vercoming Life. By Rev. E. W. Moore.

the Master. By Charlotte Skinner.

Deeper Things. By Rev. F. B. Meyer.
teps to the Blessed Life. By Rev. F. B. Meyer.
)aybreak in the Soul. By Rev. E. W. Moore.

Temptation of Christ. By C. Arnold Healing, M.A,
For Love s Sake. By Charlotte Skinner.
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IS. eaCh (continued).

Everyone s Library.

A re-issue of Standard Works in a cheap form, containing from 320
to 500 pages, printed in the best style; with Illustrations on art paper,
and tastefully bound in Cloth Boards. 1s. each,

The Starling. By Norman McLeod.

The Children of the New Forest. By Captain Marryat.

Danesbury House. By Mrs. Henry Wood.

Granny s Wonderful Chair. By Frances Browne.

Hereward the Wake. By Charles Kingsley.

The Heroes. By Charles Kingsley.

Ministering Children. By M. L. Charlesworth,

Peter the Whaler. By W. H. G. Kingston,

The Channings. By Mrs. Henry Wood.
Melbourne House. By Susan Warner,

Alice in Wonderland.

The Lamplighter. By Miss Cummins.

What Katy Did. By Susan Coolidge.

Stepping Heavenward. By E, Prentiss,

Westward Ho ! By Charles Kingsley.

The Water Babies. By the Same Author.

The Swiss Family Robinson.

Grimm s Fairy Tales. By the Brothers Grimm.
The Coral Island. By R. M. Ballantyne,

Hans Andersen s Fairy Tales.

John Halifax, Gentleman. By Mrs. Cralk,

Little Women and Good Wives. By Louisa M. Alcott.

Tom Brown s Schooldays. By an Old Boy.
The Wide, Wide World. By Susan Warner.

Life and Adventures of Robinson Crusoe. By Daniel Defoe,

Uncl Tom s Cabin. By H. B. Stowe.

The Old Lieutenant and His Son. By Norman McLeod,
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IS. each (continued).

New Series of One Shilling Picture Books.

Size 70* by 8 inches. 96 pages. Coloured Frontispiece and numerous other

illustrations. Handsomely bound in Paper Boards, covers printed in 10

colours and varnished.

Playmates. By Uncle Maurice.

Frolic and Fun: Pictures and Stones for Everyone. By Aunt

Ruth.

My Dollies A.B.C. By Uncle Jack,

Merry Madcaps ! By Aunt Ruth,

By the Silver Sea. By R. V.

Funny Folk in Animal Land. By Uncle Frank.

, A Trip to Storyland. By R. V.

Holiday Hours in Animal Land. By Uncle Harry.

Animal Antics ! By the Author of &quot; In Animal Land with Louis

Wain.&quot;

Happy Days. By R. V.

Tell Me a Tale ! A Picture Story Book for Little Children.

By J. D.

Little Snow-shoes Picture Book. By R. V,

In Animal Land with Louis Wain.

Pussies and Puppies. By Louis Wain.

Scripture Picture Books.

Old Testament Heroes. By Mildred Duff.

Feed My Lambs. Fifty-two Bible Stories and Pictures. By the

Author of &quot; The Friends of
Jesus.&quot;

Bible Pictures and Stories : Old Testament, By D. J. D,

Bible Pictures and Stories : New Testament. By James
Weston and D. J. D.

The Life of Jesus. By Mildred Duff. 112 pages.

The Prodigal Son.
descriptive letterpress,

The Prophet Elijah. )

Commendations from all parts of the world have reached
Messrs. S. W. Partridge & Co. upon the excellence of their

Picture Books. The reading matter is high-toned, helpful, and

amusing, exactly adapted to the requirements of young folks;
while the Illustrations are by first-class artists, and the paper is

thick and durable. Bound in attractive coloured covers, they
form a unique series.
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9d. each.

&(tnepenny Series of Illustrated Books.

96 paget. Crown 8vo. Illustrated. Handsome Cloth Covers.

Dick Lionheart. By Mary Howies Jarvis.
A Regular Handful : or, Ruthie s Charge. By Jennie Chappell.
Little Bunch s Charge ;

or True to Trust. By Nellie Cornwall.

Mina s Sacrifice
; or, The Old Tambourine. By Helen Sawer,

Our Den. By E. M. Waterworth.

Only a Little Fault! By Emma Leslie.

Polly s Hymn ; or, Travelling Days. By J. S. Woodhouse.
Frank Burleigh : or, Chosen to be a Soldier. By Lydia

Phillips.

Lost Muriel
; or, A Little Girl s Influence. By C. J. A. Opper-

raann.

Kibbie & Co. By Jennie Chappell.

Marjory ; or, What Would Jesus Do ? By Laura A. Barter-Snow.

Brave Bertie. By Edith C. Kenyon.
The Little Slave Girl. By Eileen Douglas.

Marjorie s Enemy : A Story of the Civil War of 1644. By Mrs.
Adams.

Lady Betty s Twins. By E. M. Waterworth.
A Venturesome Voyage. By F. Scarlett Potter.

Out of the Straight; or, The Boy who Failed and the Boy
who Succeeded. By Noel Hope.

Bob and Bob s Baby. By Mary E. Lester,

Robin s Golden Deed. By Ruby Lynn.
The Little Captain : A Temperance Tale. By Lynde Palmer.

The Runaway Twins : or, The Terrible Guardian. By Irene
Clifton.

Grandmother s Child. By Annie S. Swan.

Dorothy s Trust. By Adela Frances Mount.

Grannie s Treasures : and how they helped her. By L, E,
Tiddeman.

His Majesty s Beggars. By Mary E. Ropes.
Love s Golden Key. By Mary E. Lester.

Faithful Friends. By C. A. Mercer,

Only Roy. By E. M. Waterworth and Jennie Chappell.
Aunt Armstrong s Money. By Jennie Chappell.
The Babes in the Basket ; or, Daph and Her Charge.
Birdie s Benefits

; or, A Little Child Shall Lead Them, By
Ethel Ruth Boddy.
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9d. each (continued).

NINEPENNY SERIES OF ILLUSTRATED BOOKS (continued).

Carol s Gift ; or,
&quot; What Time I am Afraid I will Trust in

Thee.&quot; By Jennie Chappell.

Cripple George ; or, God has a Plan for Every Man. A Tern-

perance Story. By John W. Kneeshaw,

Cared For
; or, The Orphan Wanderers. By Mrs. C. E. Bowen.

A Flight with the Swallows. By Emma Marshall.

The Five Cousins. By Emma Leslie.

, For Lucy s Sake. By Annie S. Swan.

Giants and How to Fight Them. By Dr. Newton.

How a Farthing Made a Fortune ; or, Honesty is the Best

Policy. By Mrs. C. E. Bowen.

How Paul s Penny became a Pound. By Mrs. Bowen.

How Peter s Pound became a Penny. By the same Author.

John Blessington s Enemy : A Story of Life in South Africa.

By E. Harcourt Burrage.
John Oriel s Start in Life. By Mary Howitt.

The Man of the Family. By Jennie Chappell.
Mattie s Home; or, The Little Match-girl and Her Friends.

Nan ; or, the Power of Love. By Eliza F. Pollard.

Phil s Frolic. By F. Scarlett Potter.

Paul : A Little Mediator. By Maude M. Butler.

Rob and I
; or, By Courage and Faith. By C. A. Mercer.

A Sailor s Lass. By Emma Leslie.

Wen from the Sea, By E. C. Phillips (Mrs. H. B. Looker).

6d. each.

The Marigold Series.

An unequalled series of Standard Stories, printed on good laid paper.

Imperial 8vo. 128 pages. Illustrated covers with vignetted design

printed in eight colours. Price 6d. each, net.

PRIDE AND PREJUDICE, By
Jane Austen.

FROM JEST TO EARNEST. By
E. P. Roe.

THE WIDE, WIDE WORLD.
By Susan Warner.
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6d. each (continued).

New Series of Sixpenny ^Picture Books.

Crown 4to. With Coloured Frontispiece and many other Illustrations.

Handsomely bound in Paper Boards, with cover printed in ten colours.

Two in a Tub ! By Aunt Ruth.

Little Tot s A.B.C. By Uncle Jack.
Full of Fun ! Pictures and Stories for Everyone. By Uncle

Maurice.

Hide and Seek. Stories for every Day In the Week. By the
same Author.

Playtime 1 A Picture Book for Boys and Girls.

Off to Toyland ! By Uncle Jack,

Going A-Sailing! By J. D.

Little Snowdrop s Bible Picture Book.

Sweet Stories Retold. A Bible Picture Book.

Happy Times ! A Picture Book of Prose and Rhymes.
The Good Shepherd.
The Parable of the Sower.

The Child Moses.

Sampson and the Lion.

Four Bible Picture Books
with coloured illustra

tions.

Mother s Sunday A.B.C. A Little Book of Bible Pictures,
which can be coloured by hand.

The &quot;Red Dave&quot; Series.

New and Enlarged Edition. Handsomely bound in Cloth Boards
Well Illustrated.

GREYPAWS : The Astonishing Ad
ventures of a Field Mouse. By Paul
Creswick.

THE SQUIRE S YOUNG FOLK. By
Eleanora H. Stooke.

THE CHRISTMAS CHILDREN: A
Story of the Marshes. By Dorothea
Moore.

BRAVE TOVIAK. By Argyll
Sazby.

THE ADVENTURES OF PHYLLIS.
By Mabel Bowler.

A PLUCKY CHAP. By Louie
Slade.

ALMOST LOST. By Amethyst.

JEPTHAH S LASS. By Dorothea
Moore.

KITTY KING. By Mrs. H. C.
Knight.

THE DUCK FAMILY ROBINSON.
By A. M. T.

&quot; ROAST POTATOES!&quot; A Temper
ance Story. By Rev. S. N. Sedg-
wick, M.A.

His CAPTAIN. By Constancia
Sergeant.

&quot;!N A MINUTK!&quot; By Keith Mar-
low.

UNCLE Jo s OLD COAT. By
Eleanora H. Stooke.
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6d. each (continued),

THE &quot;RED DAVE&quot; SERIES (continued).

THE COST OF A PROMISE. By
M. I. Hurrell.

FARTHING DIPS ; or, What can I

do? By J. S. Woodhouse.
ROY CARPENTER S LESSON. By

Keith Marlow.
GERALD S GUARDIAN. By Charles

Herbert.

WHERE A QUEEN ONCE DWELT.
By Jetta Vogel.

WILFUL JACK. By M. I. Hurrell.

WILLIE THE WAIF. By Minie
Herbert.

A LITTLE TOWN MOUSE.
THE LITTLE GOVERNESS.

PUPPY-DOG TALES.

MOTHER S BOY.

THAT BOY BOB.

BUY YOUR OWN CHERRIES.

LEFT IN CHARGE, and other
Stories.

A THREEFOLD PROMISE.

THE FOUR YOUNG MUSICIANS.

Two LITTLE GIRLS AND WHAT
They did.

A SUNDAY TRIP AND WHAT CAME
of it. By E. J. Romanes.

LITTLE TIM AND His PICTURE.
By Beatrice Way.

MIDGE, By L. E. Tiddeman.
THE CONJURER S WAND. By

Henrietta S. Streatfeild.

BENJAMIN S NEW BOY.
ENEMIES : a Tale for Little Lads

and Lasses.

CHERRY TREE PLACE.

JOE AND SALLY: or, A Good Deed
and its Fruits.

THE ISLAND HOME.
CHRISSY S TREASURE.
LOST IN THE SNOW.
RED DAVE : or What Wilt Thou

have Me to Do ?

DICK AND His DONKEY.

JESSIE DYSON.
COME HOME, MOTHER.

Cheap &quot;Tansy

4d. each.

Series.

Imperial 8vo. 64 pages, Many Illustrations. Cover printed in five colours,

THE STRAIT GATE. By Annie S.
Swan.

MARK DESBOROUGH S Vow. By
Annie S. Swan.

HER SADDEST BLESSING.

Miss PRISCILLA HUNTER, and
other Stones.

WILD BRYONIE.

AVICE, A Story of Imperial Rome,
FROM DIFFERENT STANDPOINTS,
THOSE BOYS.

CHRISTIE S CHRISTMAS.

FOUR GIRLS AT CHADTAUQDA.
JULIA RIED.

ECHOING AND RE-ECHOING.
CUNNING WORKMEN.
TIP LEWIS AND His LAMP.
HOUSEHOLD PUZZLES.
THE RANDOLPHS.
WISE TO WIN; or The Master

Hand.

A NEW GRAFT ON THE FAMILY
Tree.

THE MAN OF THE HOUSE.



By S. W. Partridge & Co.

4d. each (continued).

Young Folks Lihrary

Of Clotk-bound Books. With Coloured Frontispiece. 64 pages.
Well Illustrated. Handsome Cloth Covers.

LITTLE JACK THRDSH.
A LITTLE BOY S TOYS.
THE PEARLY GATES.
THE LITTLE WOODMAN.
RONALD S REASON.
A BRIGHT IDEA.

SYBIL AND HER LIVE SNOWBALL.
THE CHURCH MOUSE.
DANDY JIM.
A TROUBLESOME TRIO.
PERRY S PILGRIMAGE.
NITA ; or, Among the Brigands.

3d. each.

New Pretty &quot;Gift-Hook&quot;
Series.

With Beautiful Coloured Frontispiece, and many other Illustrations.

Paper Boards, Cover printed in eight Colours and Varnished, 3d. each.

Size 6 by 5 inches.

JACK AND JILL S PICTURE BOOK.

LADY - BIRD S PICTURES AND
Stories.

PLAYTIME JCYS FOR GIRLS AND
Boys.

DOLLY S PICTURE BOOK.

BY THE SEA.
TOBY AND KIT S ANIMAL BOOK,
&quot;PETS&quot; AND &quot;

PICKLES.&quot;

OUR LITTLE PETS ALPHABET.
BIBLE STORIES-OLD TESTAMENT.
BIBLE STORIES-NEWTESTAMENT.

^Paternoster Series of Popular Stories.

An entirely New Series of Books, Medium 8vo. in size, 32 pages, fully illustrated.

Cover daintily printed in two Colours. Id. each. Titles as follows :

ALICE IN WONDERLAND.
THE DAIRYMAN S DAUGHTER.
ROBIN S GOLDEN DEED. By

Ruby Lynn.
THE BASKET OF FLOWERS.
BUY YOUR OWN CHERRIES. By

John Kirton.

JENNETT CRAGG : A Story of the
Time of the Plague. By M . Wright.

&quot; OUR FATHER.&quot; By Ai-ce Grey.
RAB AND His FRIENDS. By Dr.

John Brown.
THE SCARRED HAND. By Ellen

Thorneycrott Fowler.
THE GIPSY QUEEN. By Emma

Leslie.

A CANDLE LIGHTED BY THE LORD,
By Mrs. Ross.

GRANDMOTHER S CHILD. By
Annie S. Swan.

THE BABES IN THE BASKET ; or,
Daph and her Charge.

JENNY S GERANIUM ; or, The Prize
Flower of a London Court.

THE LITTLE PRINCESS OF TOWER
Hill. By L. T. Meade.

THE GOLD THREAD. By Norman
Macleod, D.D.

THROUGH SORROW AND TOY. By
M.A. R.

THE LITTLE WOODMAN AND HIS
Dog Caesar. By Mrs. Sherwood.

CRIPPLE GEORGE. By J. W.
Kneeshaw.

ROB AND I. By C. A. Mercer.

DICK AND HIS DONKEY. By Mrs.
Bowen.

THE LIGHT OF THE GOSPEL.



32 5. W. Partridge & Co. s Catalogue.

Partridge s Popular Illustrated Monthlies.

&quot; A word of emphatic praise should be given to the old-established and excellent

magazines of Messrs. Partridge and Co. They ought to hold their own against the

great competition, for they are eminently sound, healthy, and interesting.&quot;

BRITISH WEEKLY.
&quot; It would be difficult to surpass these magazines. All have marched with the times.&quot;

DAILY TELEGRAPH.

&quot;There are no more attractive Annual Volumes than those Issued by S. W. Partridge
and Co.&quot; THE CHRISTIAN.

The British Workman. A fully Illustrated Magazine contain

ing popular Articles and Stories on Temperance, Thrift, etc.,

biographies of eminent Self-made Men ; specially written book

reviews, and much information of value to the sons of toil.

id. Monthly,
The Yearly Volume, 144 pages full of Illustrations, coloured paper boards,

la. Bd. ; cloth, 2s. 8d,

The Family Friend. A beautifully Illustrated Magazine for the
Home Circle, with Serial and Short Stories by popular Authors,

Helpful Articles and Reviews, expert Hints on Health, Cookery,
Gardening, etc. id. Monthly,

The Yearly Volume, in coloured paper boards and cloth back, Is, Bd.

cloth, 2s. ; gilt edges, 2s. 6d.

The Friendly Visitor. A Magazine for the people, full of enter

taining reading with sound religious teaching in the form of story,

article, and poem. Printed in good type and fully illustrated.

Just the paper for &quot; the Quiet Hour.&quot; id. Monthly.
The Yearly Volume coloured paper boards and cloth back, Is. Bd.; cloth,

2s, ; gilt edges, 2s. Bd,

The Children s Friend. . 5oth year. A world-wide Favourite.

Charming School Stories. Tales from History and of Adventure.
Beautiful Pictures. Helpful Competitions.

&quot; The Play-Hour,&quot; an
international companionship for boys and girls, etc. id. Monthly.

The Yearly Volume, coloured paper boards, with cloth back and excellent
coloured frontispiece, Is. Bd. ; cloth, 2s.; gilt edges, 2s. 6d.

The Infants Magazine. No other periodical can be compared
with The Infants Magazine for freshness, brightness, and interest.

Full of bright pictures and merry reading to delight and instruct

the little ones. Easy Painting and Drawing Competitions.
id. Monthly.

The Yearly Volume, coloured paper boards, with cloth back and beautifully
coloured frontispiece, IB. Bd, ; cloth, 2s. ; gilt edges, 2s. Bd.

The Band of Hope Review. The Leading Temperance
Periodical for the Young, containing Serial and Short Stories,
Concerted Recitations, Prize Competitions, etc. Should be in the
hands of all Band of Hope Members. d. Monthly.

The Yearly Volume, coloured paper boards, Is.
;
cloth boards, Is. 6d.
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