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FoR some time past I have been pressed by many

very dear friends to send forth a statement of the

Lord's work in the Victoria. Theatre, and since the

work has grown so much, increased funds are needed

to carry...it on, so that this has created a necessity for

a wider circle of friends, that there may be more

extensive fellowship in the work. I submit the book

to the Church of Christ, as my own. I have not had

any one at hand during its preparation to help me in

the revision or correction of its contents, therefore, it

is probable that many defects will be found in its

pages; but this the refined and intellectual reader will

bear with, when he remembers that the writer makes

no pretensions to scholastic skill. He is only a plain

common-sense man, with the love of God in his heart,

which has begotten a burning desire for the Salvation

of precious Souls. I dedicate the Book to my Master,

the LORD JESUS CHRIST, whose I am, and whom I serve.

I trust many will bless God for the Volume, and will

help to circulate it among the masses of the Working



iv.

Classes throughout the Country, for whom I have a

special affection, and desire more than ever to labour

amongst in the Gospel. Others, no doubt, will judge

my motive and condemn wholesale; but this, I have

learned to expect, so it will not trouble me. My

prayer from the first, that I decided to Publish, has

been, that the book might redound to the Glory Of

God, and that the Son of God might be glorified

thereby.

WILLIAM CARTER,

2, TERRACE,

WALworTH Road,

LONDON, S.
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THE POWER OF GOD.

CHAPTER I.

SUICIDE PREVENTED.

FoR years my heart yearned over the masses of this great

Metropolis, and in secret I often prayed that God would open a

door for me to preach the gospel to the thousands of the Working

Classes, who never go to Church or Chapel. I also used to spend

many hours in united prayer with two Brethren, who, like

myself, were then ardently longing for a great awakening among

the masses. At this time I was living at Camden Town, and was

actively engaged in preaching the gospel wherever opportunity

offered. For several years I periodically visited the Hay-makers

every Sunday Morning during the season. I went in my own

trap, to Edgware and Watford, preaching at various places

where the Hay-makers were congregated together, making

Hampstead Heath my last Station at night, where I have often

addressed two thousand persons. A striking incident occurred in

connexion with one of these services. The next day a respectably

dressed man called at my house and desired to see me privately.

When alone he burst into tears and buried his face in his hands.

For several minutes I was puzzled to know what to make of

him. To all my enquires he answered never a word. At last he
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said, “I heard you preach yesterday, and the awful, incompre

hensible word ETERNITY which you uttered in a loud and solemn

manner thrice, sank into my heart. Notwithstanding this, being

under pressure, because of blighted prospects and blasted hopes,

disappointed and vexed with myself and every body else, I

this morning left my wife and family with a cool, settled deter

mination to destroy myself, and went to Hampstead Heath for

the purpose:—but just as I had got the razor to my throat I

thought I heard your voice distinctly crying out “ETERNITY,”

“ETERNITY,” “ETERNITY.” My nerve was gone, the razor

dropped from my hand, I got up and ran away from the spot.

The dread reality of judgment to come and the Eternity beyond

has filled my soul with horror. It is with great difficulty I have

found you out, and I now beg you to pray for me,–a poor, guilty,

vile, wretched sinner.” I did so, and read a portion of the word

to him, and told him of Jesus and His precious blood, the sin

mers perfect plea, and exhorted him to rest his guilty soul

upon the finished work of Christ upon the Cross, telling him

that the Lord Jesus met Death and Judgment there for every

poor sinner who in his heart believes God’s testimony about

Christ. Before he left I asked his name, he answered, with

emotion, “Do not ask my name, nor where I come from I

beseech you.” I shook hands with him, tears flowed down his

cheeks, he looked me full in the face, shook his head, shuddered

and in a subdued voice said, “Eternity,” “ETERNITY,”

“ETERNITY;”—evidently overcome he left the door, and 1

never saw him again from that day to this.

THE DYING ROMANIST.

ABOUT this time, another remarkable incident occurred, I went

on business to a house in the neighbourhood of Regent's Park

to see a French lady, for whom on a former occasion I had done

a good service, which produced in her and her daughter a friendly

feeling towards me. At one time they had lived in Paris, near
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to where I resided. The daughter, a fine portly woman, about

thirty, had for some time gone to reside in Paris. On the

morning in question I found her in much sorrow. I kindly en

quired the cause of her grief, she replied “Oh! Mr. Carter, my

daughter has just returned from Paris in a dreadful condition;

suffering from internal cancer;—She then described her daugh

ter’s anguish and excruciating pains, which were terrible. My

sympathies were moved by the recital, and I sought to

console the afflicted mother. She then asked me if I would see .

her daughter. I involuntarily shrank back and hesitated to

reply. She perceived my diffidence at once, and said, “it will

perhaps not be prudent for you to see her.” I left the house

burdened and oppressed, and wasunhappy all the day,-conscience

upbraided me for letting such an opportunity slip of preaching

Jesus. At night my sleep departed from me. I kept thinking

of the poor woman, who in all probability had never heard the

simple gospel, for I knew they were Romanists. After much

prayer, I resolved to go in the morning and beg the mother to

let me see her daughter. I did so, but to my utter consternation,

when I got opposite the house I found the blinds drawn closely

down. My heart sank within me, –I thought, perhaps her Soul.

is now in Hell. I bitterly repented allowing my natural repug

nance to the sick chamber to hinder me from embracing the

opportunity of speaking to the dying woman the day before.

I gently knocked at the door, the servant came, and to my great

joy I found that the young woman was still alive. When the

mother came I honestly told her how unhappy I had been ever

since I had left her house yesterday, because I refused to see

her daughter, and I begged the favour of an interview with her

now. The mother looked at me very enquiringly and then said,

I will ask her; I waited in suspense a few moments; presently the

servant came and bade me follow her. Tremblingly I went up

stairs, not knowing what reception I might meet with, for I

expected to be ordered out of the room as soon as I began to
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Preach Jesus to her. In a few seconds I stood in the presence

of the dying woman. (Oh! what a contrast now to when I last

saw her,)—I took her thin wan hand in mine, and for a moment

gazed upon her. I saw anguish depicted in her countenance.

After a few words of consolation I preached Jesus to her, telling

her of God’s love, of the precious blood of Christ, pressing

home the truth that none but Jesus could pardon sin, and that

nothing but the blood of Jesus could wash the guilty, and

fit the poor sinner for the happy presence of God. All the

time I was speaking, her large expressive eyes were fixed upon

me, and she listened with breathless attention; I too kept my

eyes fixed on her. The mother and father were on either side

of me, and I expected every moment to be interrupted. When

I had said as much as I thought she could bear, I asked her

whether she would allow me to visit her again. She instantly

replied, “oh yes, and it's so kind of you to speak thus to me.”

Ibade her adieu and turned to leave the room. The father

burst into tears, and grasping my hand thanked me for speaking

to his daughter. The next day I went again and had a long

private interview with the dying woman;—she had suffered

agonies during the night. I now explained to her the way of

Salvation more perfectly, and subsequently prayed with her, and

it was evident that God had given her a clear sight and sense of

her lost and ruined condition as a sinner; but there seemed to

be something that hindered her from resting on Christ alone for

Salvation. At last my way was blocked up. I called day after

day for weeks, but was not allowed to see her; various excuses

were made, until I despaired of ever seeing her again in this

world, and I had no satisfaction as to her conversion; so I

prayed to the Lord that he would give me one more opportunity

of conversing with her, and that I might hear from her lips that

she knew her sins were forgiven. The Lord graciously answered

my prayer. One morning the mother came inhasteand beggedme

to goandsee her daughter, “For,” said she, “she has been crying



9

out for you all night.” I immediately went, and presently was by

her bed side. When left alone she told me that the reason that

her mother had refused me admittance was the fact that she was

a Roman Catholic, and that the Priest visited her every day;

and that the mother was afraid we should meet, and if so, that

the Priest would curse both her and me,—but, said the dying

woman ‘‘I fear not his curse,-I knowin whom I have believed,

—I know that the Priest cannot hurt me. I rest my Soul for

Salvation on the finished work of Christ on the cross. I have

received the truth from your lips, and believe that the blood of

Jesus Christ, God’s Son, has washed my sins away, and if I

never see you again on earth I shall meet you in heaven.” I

bowed my knees and thanked God for the Salvation of her Soul,

and for the manifest answer that He had given to my prayer.

The next morning the father came to my house and said, “Mr.

Carter, my dear child is gone. She desired me to tell you that

she would meet you in Heaven. She died lisping the name of

Jesus.” In a few days her father came again and said, “if you

would like to see my daughter before she is buried you must

come at once, for the Priest will soon be there, and then you will

not be able to see her.” I went with him and gazed upon her

lifeless form, assured that her Soul was with Jesus, although her

body was about to be buried according to the rites and cere

monies of the Church of Rome.

DEATH-BED SCENE IN A WORKEIOUSE.

SHORTLY after this, my natural repugnance to the sick chamber

met with another rebuke. One day I was in St. Pancras Work

house on business,—I stood in the door-way of the infirm-womens

ward, giving directions to the workmen, my attention was arrested

by hearing a voice repeating the following scripture. “Bless

the Lord O my soul and all that is within me, bless His holy

name, bless the Lord O my soul and forget not all his benefits,

who forgiveth all thine iniquities, who healeth all thy diseases,
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who redeemeth thy life from destruction, who crowneth thee

with loving-kindness and tender mercies.” This touched.

a chord in my heart, and I at once went across to the bed

from whence the sound proceeded, on which lay a very old

woman;—I bent over her, and gently said, “Did I not hear you

praising the Lord?” but I got no reply, though I repeated my

question several times. The nurse who was observing me, came

and said, “oh! sir, she cannot hear you unless you speak very

loud, and she is quite blind and cannot see you.” The nurse

then cried aloud, “Did you not hear the gentleman speak?”

The dear woman raised her head and said, “I did not know

there was a gentleman here.” I then repeated my question.

aloud in her ear, “Did not I hear you praising the Lord?” In

a moment she replied, “Why yes sir, Isn’t He worthy to be

praised from the rising of the Sun to the going down thereof,” I

cried out, “Then you know something about Jesus,” she clasped

her hands, tears filled her sightless eyes, and with much

emotion she said, “oh yes, Jesus is my Saviour,-His precious

bloodhas washed my sins away. Know Him, yes I do know Him,

and love Him too most dearly, for He loved me, and gave Himself

for me. Oh ! that I might know Him better, then I should love

Him more—but I shall soon see Him, I am waiting till my change

comes,—Jesushas neverforsaken me, andHe never will—why it is

written sir, they that put their trust in the Lord shall never be con

founded; and it is true sir, it is true. My brother died when he was

sixteen and at his request that was written upon his tombstone.

Sir, “I know in whom Ihavebelieved,” and “to those that believe

he is precious.” Shesunkdown in the bed exhausted, but her happy

face was lit up as with a sunbeam. I could not speak, my utter

ance was choked. The nurse, who had stood by all the time, told

me that the dear old saint had just passed her ninety-ninth year,

and that it was a pleasure to wait upon her. I bowed my head

and worshipped and praised God for his wondrous grace in

sustaining under the most unfavorable circumstances, this dear
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old saint, shut up in a workhouse, bed-ridden, in a ward with a

number of wicked, ungodly women; but God had taken away

her sight that she should not be grieved by what she saw, and

'God had almost taken away her hearing so that she could not

hear the filthy conversation of the wicked around her. But I

thought, what a crying sin of the professing Church thus to shut

upin a workhouse one of Christsmembers—surely in the day of the

Lord Jesus He will say—“you put me in a Workhouse; for inas

much as ye did it unto one of the least of these my brethren, ye

did it unto ME.” I never saw the dear old saint again. The next

time I went I found that her happy spirit had fled to that

Saviour she so ardently loved and longed to see. Well might

Balaam say, “Let me die the death of the righteous and let my

last end be like his.”

THE POOR. BACKSLIDER

SAVED FROM DESTRUCTION.

ONE morning I was driving to Hampstead in haste, for I was

two hours behind an engagement. On my way I passed a man that

I had known many years before as an earnest servant of Christ,

Istopped, hailed him, and asked him to ride with me. He got

up, and then I enquired how he was prospering in his soul, and

found that he was in a dreadful backsliding state. To my sur

prise Idiscovered that he thought he was on his way to Highgate.

I saw that God's hand was in this, for Ihad been, against my will,

kept two hours late of my engagement, and he had lost his road.

I invited him to call upon me, which he did a few days after. I

conversed with him and exhorted him to humble himself before

God and confess his sins, telling him that God was faithful and

just to forgive him his sins and to cleanse him from all un

righteousness. The devil seemed to have great power over him,

and was evidently leading him captive at his will. I was very

much humbled to find him in such a wretched condition, and made

special prayer to God for him. I also mentioned his case to
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others for prayer. One brother specially desired that when he

came again, I would send for him. Some weeks passed

away and I neither saw or heard anything of this poor

miserable backslider, until one Sunday morning about eight:

o'clock, my wife said, “William, here's Mr. coming across

the road.” I ran down stairs and met him at the gate. He

looked bewildered,—I took him by the hand and asked him in.

He said “No, I will not come in; I want to ask a favour of you,

do grant it.” I said, “What is it?” He replied, “I am

wretched and miserable beyond degree, I want to hide myself,

do let me go into your stable and lie down on the straw.” . I

said, “Nonsense, come in,” and I then took hold of his coat

and pulled him into the house, but he refused to sit down, and

continued for some time entreating and imploring me to let him

go and hide himself in my stable. It never entered into my mind

as to why he wanted to go there. At last I was overcome. I

turned and took the key, and said, “My dear fellow, my man

will be there presently to attend to the horse.” Immediately he

sank down on the couch. The great deep of his heart was

broken up, and he groaned and sobbed aloud, and for

upwards of an hour he continued in this condition. Event

ually I learned that he had been walking about London all

night, seeking opportunity to commit suicide, but had been

, thwarted in every attempt. As a last resource, he thought, I

will go to Camden Town and ask Mr. Carter to allow me to hide

in his stable, and there, unseen and unhindered, I can effect my

purpose. The devil drew him to my house for one purpose, and

God also drew him to my house for a far different purpose. .

Surely God is a Sovereign. I sent for my friend, and we spent.

the whole day with the man,—praying for him and speaking to

him, but he turned the edge of every truth that was advanced

against himself. At last, when we were nearly worn out, my

friend quoted that scripture, “All manner of sin and blasphemy

shall be forgiven men wherewith they shall blaspheme,”
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coupling it with that other blessed scripture, “The blood of

Jesus Christ, God’s Son, cleanseth us from all sin.” “Now,”

he said, “ can you conceive of one sin outside that little word all.

Does not all mean every sin! “All manner of sin and blasphemy

shall be forgiven men, wherewith they shall blaspheme.’ ‘The

blood of Jesus Christ, God’s Son, cleanseth us from all sin.’”

The poor wretched backslider was dumb-founded. We at once

dropped on our knees, and prayed God to heal his backsliding, to

accept him graciously, and to love him freely, according to His

promise. God heardand answered,—light dawned into his soul,

—hope sprang up in his heart, and through grace he was enabled

to rest on God’s faithful word, “The blood of Jesus Christ,

God’s Son, cleanseth us from all sin.” This man, is now, I

trust, at the feet of Jesus, clothed, and in his right mind. What

a lesson. It is a fearful thing to fall into the hands of the

living God, but better to fall into his hands, fearful as it is, than

to be given over to Satan for the destruction of the flesh. Oh!

backslider, humble thyself under the mighty hand of God. At

once drag thy sins into the light, and there one by one call them

by their right names. Make a clean breast of it. Let nothingbe

hid. Confess your sins to God, and you, like the subject of this

narrative, shall prove that God’s love is unchanging and eternal, -

and that “The blood of Jesus Christ, God’s Son, cleanseth us

from all sin.”

SALWATION ON THE SPOT.

GREAT AWAKENING IN DORSET.

MY ardent longings increased for a more effective door to be

opened to reach the masses, and long before I knew that God

had put it into the hearts of any of his dear children to take the

theatres for Sunday preachings, I prayed to the Lord to open

them, and tried to interest friends to take one, but failed so to

do, and was obliged to relinquish my purpose and have recourse

to prayer, but God continued to open up my way. I preached
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to many thousands in the fish market at Hastings, and on the

Marine Parade at Dover, also to great crowds at Southampton.

Shortly after this I went down to Dorset on business, and had.

to remain there some weeks. I felt deeply pressed in spirit to

visit a small town three miles from where I was staying. The

first Sunday afternoon I went, on entering the town I was struck

with the dilapidated and miserable condition of the houses, and

the evident squalid poverty of the inhabitants. I found there

was a church, a Wesleyan chapel, and a Primitive Methodist.

chapel.

I thought there must be some Christians living in the place,

and therefore resolved to find them out. Beginning at one end

of the town I determined to go through the whole place until I

found some. I knocked at each door, and when opened asked,

“Is there any one living in this house who loves the Lord Jesus

Christ 1” The effect was like electricity. Some trembled, others,

shut the door in my face. I went over nearly half the place in

this way, and was almost despairing of finding a Christian, for

no one could answer my question; but I went on from door to

door still asking the same, “Is there any one living in this:

house who loves the Lord Jesus Christ?” At last I heard the

welcome words, “Oh yes, sir, I do love Jesus, why he is my

Saviour. Come in, sir, come in.” I cheerfully complied, and

told the dear woman that I had come to that place to preach

Jesus and the Resurrection. She immediately left the room and

presently returned bringing a number of men and women with

her who were Christians. I read and prayed with them, and

then they pressed me to have some tea. I then thought it would

be best not to preach that night as I found that the services in.

the church and chapels were about to commence; but that I

would come the next night at seven o’clock and preach in the

street. The dear Christians approved of this and said they

would make it known. On the next night I went to preach

according to promise, and to my astonishment I found a great
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congregation waiting to receive me. I read a portion of Scrip

ture, and then spoke very simply and pointedly. The Lord

helped me mightily by his Spirit. There was breathless atten

tion. At the close I prayed, commending the testimony to God.

I then thanked the people for the patient hearing they had given

to the Word, and promised to return the next night and preach

at the same place. I bade them adieu and left them. When I

got to the road where I had to turn off, I looked back and not

one had moved, all were looking after me. I quickened my

pace, for the shades of evening were coming on. All was still,

the sky was serene, nothing disturbed the solemn quiet but the

warbling of birds. In spirit I was praying to God to bless the

word just spoken to the hundreds I had left in the town. Sud

denly I heard footsteps behind me. I instantly turned round,

and saw a man running as fast as he could. He cried out, “Oh,

sir, how fast you do walk!” In a minute he was by my side,

and breathless as he was, he clasped his hands, and looking up to

heaven, while the big tears coursed each other down his cheeks,

he sobbed out, “Oh, sir, Jesus is just the Saviour for me!”

. His utterance was choked. I stood for a few moments silently

worshipping in spirit, and then thanked God for the salvation of

this man’s soul. He walked with me for a mile and told me

what a wicked sinner he had been, and that for the last six

months he had been in despair, thinking he was too big a sinner

to be forgiven. “But,” he said, “when you were lifting up

Jesus and proving from the Scripture that the only qualification

for a sinner to come to Christ was, that he realized his own

thorough badness, a ray of light dawned into my dark mind;

but after you left the town I got so happy that I felt compelled

to run after you and tell you what God had done for my soul.”

..I went again the next night and preached in the same place, and

most glorious results followed. The chapels were thrown open

to me all round the country, and God blessed his own Word.

Hundreds were converted. In one village especially there was
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wondrous blessing. Night after night I was with them till two

or three o’clock in the morning. The last night I preached in

this village was memorable; about three o’clock in the morning

every anxious soul was brought to rest on the finished work of

Christ, and realized settled peace through believing in Jesus.

We all left the chapel. My way lay through a wood, they all

accompanied me, singing as we went, “Happy day, happy day,

The wood rung with their

praises. When we got through the copse, the dear believers

formed a ring around me. I then commended them to God in

prayer, and they all lifted up their voices and wept.

I left for London the next day; but I visited these parts

twelve months afterward, and to the praise of the glory of God’s

when Jesus washed my sins away.”

grace be it said, I did not find a single case of backsliding among

them. I have by me a bundle of letters that I received from

the young converts, but it would not be within the province of

this book to give fuller details of the gracious work God wrought

in these parts. I have written thus much only because I deem

it a connecting link in the history of theatre preaching. It was

the way in which God instructed and disciplined me for the

great work in which I am now engaged in the Victoria. Theatre.

CHAPTER II.

T H E P E N N Y G A F F

IN THE EUSTON ROAD.

ON my return to London, my soul still longed more ardently

for an enlarged sphere of usefulness, and my desire to reach the

masses of the Working Classes increased. I prayed to God, and

sought fellowship in prayer with others for this much desired

object. Also I sought to obtain St. Martin's Hall, but found

that the responsibility was more than my business was equal to,
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so I was compelled to relinquish it. Just at this time a Penny

Theatre in the Euston Road presented itself to my notice. After

looking at it, and praying much about it, I engaged it at a rental

of £65 per annum. It was in a most dilapidated condition. The

cost of fittings, seats, matting, &c., was upwards of £70, which

the Lord speedily supplied through His Stewards. We opened it

on a Saturday Afternoon with prayer, and for twelve months there

were two united Prayer Meetings held daily,–one at six o'clock

in the morning, and the other at one, mid-day; and many anxious

souls were brought to rest on the finished work of Christ at these

Prayer Meetings. The gospel was also preached in this place

every night in the week, Saturday excepted, on which night we

had a Prayer Meeting. -

A MARVEL OF GRACE.

THE SOCIALIST SAVED BODY AND SOUL.

THE first Sunday I preached in this Penny Theatre was

remarkable. There were but few present, and a brother

was at the door inviting the people to come up stairs

into the room. He accosted an elderly gentleman and

said, “My friend, will you walk up and hear the Preaching?”

He gruffly answered “No,” and passed on, but the young man

followed him and laying his hand gently on his shoulder, and

looking up kindly into his face said, “You may as well go up,

it's not a Church nor a Chapel, the seats are all free and there

is no collection.” He again rebuffed him, but presently turned

back and went in. He entered the room just as I was beginning

to speak; I of course knew nothing of what induced him to come

in, although he arrested my attention, and it seemed as though

all I said was directed to him. I felt that my message was for

him alone. At the close of the Meeting I asked two or three of

the brethren to pray, and as soon as they began, I crept down to

the seat next that on which he was sitting, and I heard him sigh

and groan, although he was evidently trying to suppress it.
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Before Prayer was finished, he got up quietly and passed me to

leave the place, I immediately followed him and caught hold of

him on the top of the stairs and said “my dear fellow how do

matters stand between your Soul and God?” He shook his

head, the big tears flowing down his cheeks—he roughly pulled

his hand out of mine, and rushed down the stone steps into the

street and took the middleof the road, and ran on till he reached

Regent's Park, where he wandered about all night. The sequel

is deeply interesting. This man was brought up in the lap of

ease and luxury. His parents were members of the society of

Friends. His mother was evidently a godly woman, but after

her death he left the Friends and became an avowed Sceptic, and

was an intimate acquaintance of Owen, the Socialist. Misfor

tunes, however, gathered thickly around him; he lost his

money by foolish speculations, and at the time I write of, he

was reduced to the last few pounds, and saw nothing but destitu

tion before him. This his proud spirit could not brook. On

this Sunday in question, he had deliberately settled all his ac

counts, and sallied forth with the fixed determination to destroy

his own life; and at the time the young man invited him to

enter the Euston Room he was on his way to the Regent’s Park

to effect his murderous design—but, thinking within himself that

it was too soon to carry out his purpose, he thought, I will go

up and see what is going on. But God who commanded light to

shine out of darkness, shined intohisheart, and the darkness fled,

and Sceptism and Infidelity gave way before the power of truth.

With a broken heart he entered the Park and wandered about

the live long night, not now to commit suicide, but to weep

and grieve over his sins, which God had made him deeply con

scious of. In a few days he came again to the Euston Room and

was brought to rest on the atoning blood of Christ, and the God

of hope filled him with joy and peace through believing, and he

is now a happy rejoicing Christian. Surely this is another proof

that man’s extremity is God’s opportunity. At the very moment
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when the devil made sure of his victim, God rescued him from

his grasp. For thirty long years, ever since his mother’s death,

this man had never regarded the truth; and for ten years he

had never heard the gospel. During this time he had never en

tered a Church or Chapel, and if he saw any one Preaching in

the street he would cross the road to avoid hearing it, —but now,

the mother’s prayers came up in remembrance before God.

Oh ye Christian mothers’, pray on for your Children, never

give up, for God will assuredly answer persevering, believing

prayer. This child of many prayers was upwards of sixty

years old when God in His sovereignity laid hold of him in the

Euston Room.

A MAN SAVED FROM DROWNING,

AND MANY SAVED ON THE SPOT.

A STRIKING co-incidence happened the very next Sunday.

In the morning I was preaching at the Brill, Somer’s

Town, to a great crowd, many of whom were deeply impressed.

I invited them to come in the Evening to the “Penny

Gaff,” in the Euston Road, to hear the gospel again from my

lips. I fully expected to meet with a great many of them, but

was disappointed. However, at the close of the service at night,

one man desired to speak with me, and with tears in his eyes he

declared that but for what he heard from me in the morning

he should now have been in Eternity—then sobbing aloud, he fell

on his knees and trembled from head to foot. After a few

minutes he took a sealed letter out of his pocket and handed it

to a brother. This letter he wrote addressed to his wife, telling

her where to find his dead body. He assured us that he was on

his way to the Canal to commit suicide by drowning himself,

when he heard the solemn word of warning which arrested him

and kept him from his purpose. Thus the work began in the

Euston Room. For many months I preached, night after night,

without intermission, and the Lord wrought most blessedly.
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Often husbands and wives, parents and children were converted,

and several teachers from a Sunday School were saved with

in a few weeks in this Room. Also several young men from a

Drapery Establishment were brought to Christ. Seeing that I

am writing this from memory, it would be futile to attempt to

give anything like a full detailed account of the work of God in

this Miniature Theatre. But the day will declare it. It was

while engaged day after day in Prayer in this Room that the

Bible Carriage project came into my mind. Also during 1860

and 1861, between two and three hundred brethren spent five

whole nights in prayer to God, in this Room, for a Revival in

the Church and a great awakening in the World. Many of these

prayers have been answered, and many remain yet to be answered,

and I have no doubt will be answered in due time by the God

of Heaven.

RICHARD WEAVER

AMONG THE SWEEPS.

IT was in this Euston Room that the dear and honored

servant of Christ, Richard Weaver, first began his work in

London. I gave a tea to upwards of four hundred chimney

sweeps, and upon the suggestion of dear Reginald Radcliff,

I invited Richard Weaver to come and address them. He kind

ly consented, and came to London on purpose to do so, and the

Lord blessed him abundantly. I was constrained to invite dear

Richard Weaver a second time to visit London, and he again cheer

fully consented; and for a whole week he preached in Cumber

land Market, and then adjourned to the Euston Room and

laboured hard and untiringly, and much blessing resulted there

from. This was the way dear Richard Weaver was introduced

into London, and I have no doubt but that God used these

services in Cumberland Market to open a great and effectual door

for His servant in this vast Metropolis, for which I am truly

thankful.
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I have long since ceased to have controul over the Euston

Room, and now have no responsibility therewith, it having

passed into other hands. -

CHAPTER III.

MARYLEBONE THEATRE.

CONVERSION OF A RELIGIOUS MAN.

wAs invited, together with dear Mr. Fleming, of Kentish

‘Town, to preach in the Marylebone Theatre. This was the first

large Theatre that I preached in. My heart was rejoiced when

I stood on the stage to address the multitude. All was in con

fusion when I commenced. I cried out “My dear friends, for

years I have been praying to God for this opportunity I now

have of addressing you. I am one from among yourselves,—now

listen to what I have to say to you.” All was hushed to quietness

and the most marked attention was given. The Lord helped me

by his Spirit to lift up Jesus and tell of his love, and blessed

results were manifested in the after meeting. The next day

a Gentleman called upon me and testified that he should have

reason to bless God throughout Eternity for the last night's

service in the Marylebone Theatre. He said “I was there

enabled to rest on the finished work of Christ for Salvation, and

my heart is now filled with joy and peace in believing. For

many years I have been religious, endeavouring to work out my

own salvation but it never occurred to me that I must first have

salvation in me before I could work it out of me. But I saw

plainly enough while you were speaking that Jesus finished the

work on the cross.

“It is finished, yes indeed, finished.every jot,”

“Sinner this is what you need, tell me is it not?”

“Weary, working, plodding one, wherefore toil ye so,"

“Cease your doing all was done, long, long ago.”
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ROYAL THEATRE, SHEFFIELD.

Iwas next invited to Sheffield. Richard Weaver preached in the

theatre to a crowded house the Sunday previously. He told the

people that William Carter, from London, was coming on the

next Sunday. He spoke of me a great deal better than I could

speak of myself. The consequence was that the people besieged

the theatre long before the time to commence. A few Christians

met by appointment for prayer. An hour before the time, crowds

were thronging the place, and it was with difficulty that we got

access through the stage door. Numbers pressed in with us.

I suggested it would be well to open the doors and let the people

in. To my astonisnment I found this had been done, and that

the house was full, and the doors had been shut to prevent any

more from entering. On reaching the stage we found that the

people had climbed up from the pit and filled the stage, so that

there was scarcely standing room. When I gazed upon the thou

sands present my soul was stirred within me. We began the

service half an hour before the time, and the Lord gave special.

power in testimony. The people were rivetted, and hundreds

were deeply affected. At the close I invited the anxious to re

main, and as near as I can judge one thousand stopped behind

Big fellows were broken up and sobbed aloud. Never shall I

forget the scene that presented itself in the enquirers meeting.

THE STRICKEN ONE.

THE first man I spoke to was leaning against the wall, with

his hat half on, and his eyes closed. I accosted him and said,

“Friend, how do matters stand between your soul and God?”

There was a twitch of the muscles of the face and an evi

dent attempt to speak, but he could not. I then put my hand

upon his shoulder and repeated my question. He made a

great effort, opened his eyes, andlooked at me so imploringly.

Immediately his eyes dropped, and he sank again into a state of

torpor. I saw how it was with him, so after I had whispered
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a scripture in his ear, I left him, and he remained in that same

position for one hour.

THE POWER OF THE TRUTH

IN GIVING PEACE TO ANXIOUS SOULS.

I THEN turned round and saw a man sitting intently gazing

upon something. I tapped his shoulder and said, “My dear

fellow, is your soul saved?” He mournfully shook his head

and said, “I wish it was.” I then said, “Do you, in

your heart, believe in the Lord Jesus Christ ?” “Oh yes, Oh

yes!” was his instant reply. “Then,” I said, “you know your

sins are forgiven.” He again shook his head and said, “I wish I

did.” I opened my Bible and read several suitable scriptures,

for I saw that he was a convicted sinner. I said, “Now

my dear fellow, you have heard the Word, and you tell me that

in your heart you do believe God’s testimony about Christ ?”

“Oh yes, I do,” was his reply. “Then hear what Jesus de

clares.” Then I turned to the 24th verse of the 5th chapter of

John, and read, ‘‘Verily verily I say unto you, he that heareth

my Word, and believeth on Him that sent me, HATH everlasting

life, and shall not come unto condemnation, but Is passed from

death unto life.” “Now my friend,” said I, “here are three

links in the blessed chain of truth, HEARING, BELIEVING and

HAVING. The devil always tries to cut these links off, and gives

three links of his own forging viz., DoING, PRAYING, and

FEELING; but Jesus says, “He that heareth my Word, and be

lieveth on Him that sent me, HATH everlasting life.” Mark! HATH

everlasting life. Now listen, ‘Verily verily I say unto you, he that

heareth my Word, and believeth on Him that sent me HATH ever

lasting life, and shall not come into condemnation, but Is passed

from death unto life.’” I then paused for a moment, the man

clasped his hands and cried out, “Glory be to God then, I am

saved, I am saved,” his eyes glistened, his face shone with joy,

and he was saved on the spot. While I have been writing the
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above, many very blessed incidents connected with that night’s

service have vividly passed before my mind. The great want

was that of wise, judicious helpers. There were many that were

willing to pray or sing, but very few who would take the Bible

and sit beside anxious souls and instruct them scripturally in the

way of salvation. I have known many who have been prayed

happy, or sung happy, who have afterwards goneback, and proved

bad cases; but I never knew one that was brought to rest on

God’s faithful testimony that ever retrograded. I was informed

the next day by eye witnesses that there were scores of seeking

souls in the gallery. Many men were prostrate on the floor, and

not a Christian to speak to them. Myself and wife were occu

pied in the pit until a late hour. I left Sheffield with a firm

conviction that I should meet many scores of those who heard

the testimony that night, in Heaven.

CHAPTER IV.

VICTORIA THEATRE, 1860.

GLORIOUS TRIUMPHS.

lN September, 1860, the Victoria. Theatre was engaged by Mr.

T. Shuldham Henry for Mr. Weaver, and richly did the Lord

reward him for his faith. Richard Weaver preached the first

Sunday, and the next day left London to join Reginald Radcliff in

Scotland, intending to return the following Saturday; but he

was taken ill, and so was prevented from fulfilling his engage

ment. Consequently I was pressed to take his place. I keenly

felt the awkward position I should be placed in, knowing that my

line of things was very different from Richard Weaver's. Never

theless, after some prayer, I decided in the name of the Lord

Jesus to go. I accordingly went; the theatre was crowded to

excess; upwards of four thousand were present, and many of
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these were sceptics and infidels, who had come expressly to hear

my brother, in order to form a judgment about him, for by this

time Richard Weaver had become very popular in London.

Realizing my own weakness, I stood on the stage and candidly

confessed to the people that I was not the man to stand for

Richard Weaver,-for, in the first place, I was not a natural

orator like him; and, in the second place, I could not interest

them with the recital of the numerous thrilling anecdotes which

compose so great a part of his addresses; but, I said, God help

ing me, I can preach Jesus and the Resurrection, which I hope

to do this night. I then quoted for my text the memorable 16th

verse of the 3rd chapter of the Gospel by John : “God so loved

the world that He gave His only begotten Son, that whosoever

believeth in Him should not perish but have everlasting life;”

and the Holy Ghost helped me to plant the cross before myself

right in front of the people. My own vision was filled with Christ;

breathless silence prevailed; and it seemed as though the tragic

scene of Calvary was enacted over again on that stage before the

assembled multitude. God’s wondrous love, as exhibited in the

bleeding, groaning, dying Jesus on the cross broke sinners hearts

all over the theatre. At the close I asked the people if dear

Richard Weaver should be hindered from coming to London the

next Sunday, whether they would receive me again in his stead.

The whole assembly at once responded, “Yes!” Hundreds staid

behind for conversation, and Godmanifested most blessed results.

Scores were in distress, and numbers were brought to realize

settled peace through faith in Christ.

SALVATION OF A SCEPTIC.

ONE man, with whom I spoke, declared that he did not know

what to think about it, “For,” said he, “I never heard it like

this before.” A few days afterwards this man found me out,

and told me, with streaming eyes and great emotion, that the

love of God in Christ had broken his heart. He said, “I
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never remember weeping in my life before last Sunday

might. Oh, sir, I was such a hardened wretch, that even the

death of my only daughter could not draw a tear from my

eyes, but since Sunday night I have sought solitude to weep

in. I was a Sceptic. I came to the theatre only for the

purpose of hearing, that I might afterwards make sport among

my sceptical companions of what I had heard; but God’s love,

as you told it out, has convinced me of the truth of the Scrip

tures, and moreover that I am a sinner. Since Sunday I have

endeavoured to pray, but my wife is as bad as I was, and she has

sworn at me while on my knees, and is so enraged that she has

even blasphemed God in her sleep.” My heart was moved within

me on hearing this touching tale. I prayed for him, and on

several subsequent occasions I had intercourse with him, and

have good reason to believe that he was brought to realize joy

and peace through believing in Jesus.

| Richard Weaver being unable to leave Scotland, I preached in

lieu of him on the two following Sundays in the Victoria Theatre;

thousands still thronged to hear the Word, and memorable nights

they were. I have had personal intercourse with a great number

of individuals during the past two years, who date their con

version fromthose three Sundays. Many of them arenow consistent

members of Christian Churches in the neighbourhood. The sub

joined extracts of letters from those converted during these ser

vices, written after two years has elapsed, will prove the reality

of the work:

THE SCOTCHMAN AND HIS WIFE.

“DEAR FRIEND—For you are a friend indeed to the poor

working men, I feel it my duty to write to you. I have often

wished to speak to you again but would not intrude on your

precious time, knowing that a great many more needful poor

sinners were waiting to speak a word to you. You will remember

I came up to you, and my wife with me, to tell you what the

Lord had done for me through the blessed word preached by you
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in the Victoria. Theatre the first Sunday you preached there. I

shall never forget the words, “God so loved the world’—you

know the rest. I was sent in the country to work the next week

which grieved me, for I was afraid I should not have the plea

sure of hearing you again; but blessed be God, he went with

me. I could not get a lodging except in a public house, and I

did not like that, as I wished to be quiet; but the very first

thing that met my eye was a card over the tap-room chimney

piece, and the very text you preached from, with several others.

you have often repeated. I saw the hand of the Lord in this.

‘That is placed there for me,” I said, and blessed be God, I am

a saved man rejoicing in the love of Jesus. My wife and I

thought ourselves all right. We lived honestly, and were not

given to bad habits, such as drinking, swearing, &c., but we

were far greater sinners than they were who did those things, for

we had been brought up to hear the Gospel, and my wife had

been a member of a church. Oh! the doom that would have

awaited us if we had been cut down at that time. We tremble

at the thought. Mocking Jesus! can you call it anything else,

dear sir? We were worse than the vilest wretch that ever lived

in infamy and sin. My wife lost a mother and sister, she sat by

their bedside, and the thought could not leave her—If I was in

their place, could I die like them ? They both died ready to meet

their Saviour. Only a fortnight between their deaths. She told

me she had been altered ever since. For three years, she

prayed to God for herself and me, and at length she found peace

to her soul at the foot of the Cross. Self kept me from Jesus.

She said I was trying to make myself good, till I saw the Cross

held up by Mr. Carter, and was told by him to look to Jesus and

live. We never tire of hearing of the blessed Jesus,-we come

home every Sunday night refreshed after having heard you, and

if out hearts are growing cold at times, we feel the glow of his

love again in a look at the cross. Dear Sir, I feel sure there is

a great work going on in this neighbourhood, and if it is not all
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made manifest just at this time, it will be made known some

other time, and there is some who feel a diffidence of coming

forward, but if they knew how happy we come home from telling

you what we had been made to feel, they would come at once,

for it is great relief to the pent up feelings to know that we will

be prayed for by the people of God,—and if we are but sincere,

God will hear us, when we pray that God may strengthen you

with all might by his Spirit. That souls will be given you we

are sure, for we feel the presence of Jehovah in that building,

every Sabbath evening. I feel such feelings come over me, not

of fear, no, but of holy awe in the presence of our dear Saviour;

when that sweet young voice rose up in prayer, how it went to

the hearts of many, I am sure it did, for I observed many much

affected by it. I thought of the words, “Out of the mouths of

babes and sucklings thou hast perfected praise.” May God

bless you and all your fellow-workers. I hope you will not

think me forward in writing thus freely to you. We will if God

spares us, come and see and hear you again and again. I have

enclosed a small tract which struck me very much in its simplicity,

if you give it to some poor creature it may do them good as it

did me. May God help us all to pray in earnest for poor souls.

Please Sir, pray for the converted, that they may be kept firm

in the faith. J.H.”

“DEAR SIR,-I have tried to get over to your rooms this

two weeks, but have been disappointed. I seldom leave off

work before seven, and sometimes I am out at work, and my

time is rather uncertain. My wife waited last Tuesday evening,

till half-past seven, for me to go with her to see you, but finding.

I did not come, she went herself, but did not see you there, but

she came home so truly happy. She had the pleasure of seeing

another dear soul made happy in coming to Jesus. A young

woman who came from Clapham Road she left going on her

way rejoicing. I sincerely hope and trust and pray that the

Lord will give you souls for your hire everywhere you go.
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I am sure we ought to praise God continually for the

many and great blessings we do enjoy. I hope you were not

vexed with me for not sending you our address last time I wrote

to you. We thought after it was gone it looked as if we were

ashamed of Jesus, that dear friend on whom our hopes of heaven

depend, I hope I may be enabled to say that beautiful hymn in

true sincerity, I hope to be able to bring you a little trifle

occasionally to help the cause of Christ, it is not much we can

spare, but if we save up the penny each that would go in the

box on Sabbath evenings, it will be a little help in the year, for

all who know Jesus would like to do a little for his cause, for

when I think on the debt he has paid for me, I feel I can never

thank him enough for his boundless love.

THE CARMAN AND HIS WIFE.

‘‘DEAR SIR,-I have been a carman for many years and have

been going on in the greatest of sins. A friend invited me to

the Victoria. Theatre, and I went, out of curiosity, to hear what

they were preaching about, and while in there I felt a very

wretched sinner. I left the theatre with my wife and wished that

I had stopped till the after meeting. The next time we went in

while Mr. Carter was saying, ‘Will you have salvation or dam

nation ? For God so loved the world that He gave His only be

gotten Son, that whosoever believeth in Him should not perish

but have everlasting life,” and we thought we were the ‘whoso

evers.’ Then you said, ‘Let us have three minutes silent

prayer,” and I felt searched through by God and rivetted to the

seat. At the after-meeting Mr. Truncheon came and sat by the

side of me and my wife, and asked us, What about our souls,

whether we had got peace through the blood of the Lamb We

went home afterwards quite light-hearted, and I thought that I

could convert all London by speaking of the love of Christ in

dying for such wretched sinners as we were. Ever since that

time we have been rejoicing in the LordJesus Christ, and we are

resting now entirely upon the Blood having washed our sins
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away. May the Lord bless your labours abundantly in preach

ing to poor wretched sinners as we were, and we shall ever bless

the Lord for leading us into the Victoria Theatre. G. & L. W.”

THE TWO SISTERS. . . .

“DEAR SIR,-About two years ago, you preached for Mr.

Weaver, at the Victoria Theatre from the text, “God so loved

the world,”—III John. I went into the Theatre very miserable,

and that very night I found peace through the Blood of Christ,

and have been rejoicing ever since. I am happier now than

ever I was, and I praise the Lord that ever He led me to the

Victoria. Theatre to hear you preach. I pray God you may be

abundantly blessed in the Salvation of precious souls, and dear

Sir, I am so happy to know that my dear Sister since that, has

found the Saviour at a baptism in the Victoria Hall, when you

|baptized her son with a great number of others. Now she is

unspeakably happy in our Dear Lord. I now conclude in grate

ful remembrance of that happy Sunday evening when God so

loved the world that He gave His only Begotten Son to die for

even me. M. A.”

CHAPTER V.

SURREY THEATRE.

REMARKABLE ANSWERS TO PRAYER.

MANY theatres were now opened in London forSunday services,

for which I was truly thankful; but I deeply regretted the de

cision of the Earl of Shaftesbury's Committee to confine those

services to clergymen and dissenting ministers, to the exclusion

of laymen, believing that God had raised up a special agency for

this special work, and that the whole Church should have recog

nized the men that God had evidently called out and gifted to

preach to the masses. No doubt the Devil would have prevented

the theatres being used for Gospel testimony if he could, but in
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this he was foiled. God, in answer to prayer, inclined the Lessees

of various theatres, viz.—the Victoria, Standard, Sadler’s Wells,

and Pavilion,—to let their houses for Sunday preaching. Now

the most important thing was that the right men should preach

in them. This, in my judgment, Satan hindered by the decision

of the Committee above referred to. From my own personal

knowledge of the working classes, I am persuaded that there are

tens of thousands who are prejudiced against clergymen and dis

senting ministers, and who will not go to church or chapel; and

surely the theatres were opened to meet this class that could not

be reached by the ordinary means. To this day I deeply grieve

over, what I believe to be, the great mistake made by the Earl of

Shaftesbury’s Committee, viz., the ignoring of lay testimony. I

prayed much about this when the second winter’s services com

menced, and others joined me. We specially asked God to con

vince the Committee that they were wrong, and cause them to

alter their course, or to raise up others to engage theatres for

testimony from the lips of working men who were specially called

to the work. God heard and answered the cry of his Spirit

within us. He put it into the hearts of Messrs. Geo. Pearse,

Captain Fishbourne, Dr. Forbes Winslow, and others, to unite

together for this purpose, and the result was they engaged the

Surrey, Mary-le-bone, Garrick and City of London Theatres.

Reginald Radcliff and Richard Weaver preached first in the Sur

rey Theatre. The next Sunday I preached in the same place,

and continued to do so for many Sundays in succession. On two

occasions I was assisted by Mr. Blackwood and Captain Trotter.

The Lord gave very special power in testimony during these con.

tinuous services, and blessed results were manifested. I desire,

for the glory of God, to tell out the secret of the very great suc

cess that attended these services. The Lord had gathered around

me a number of faithful men, who had been converted through

my instrumentality, and much prayer went before the testimony,

and not only so, but many of these dear brethren spent the whole
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of the time I was preaching in prayer, in a room behind the

stage,–and, when I had finished, they used to come out from the

presence of God, and go amongst the anxious inquirers, and

point them to Christ. No marvel, that in scores of cases, they

should find the work done before they got to them; the re

membrance of what the Lord did one of these nights, will never

be forgotten by me.

S C E N E S IN T H E PIT

AFTER PREACHING.

I STEPPED off the stage into the pit, and immediately I

put one hand on the shoulder of an old man, and the other

on the shoulder of a stout middle-aged man, I felt that they

both quailed beneath my touch. I said, “My dear fellows,

how is it with your souls?” they sank down on the seats, and

burying their faces in their hands, sobbed aloud. I whispered a

few Scriptures in their ears, but could administer no comfort,

they rocked themselves to and froin deep agony, evidently uncon

scious of each others presence or sorrow, (they proved to be father

and son). The young man cried out, “Oh ! my heart, Oh! my

heart, it will break.” A dear brother, who had just come out

from prayer, put his arms around his waist, and sought to com

fort him but in vain. I turned round and spoke to about a

dozen men who were sitting together, evidently they were me

chanics, for they were in their greasy corduroys and fustians.

They had been all the day drinking, and had strolled unpremedi

tatedly into the Theatre at night. God had most certainly laid

hold of them, every one declared that they had seen Jesus on the

cross while I was speaking, and that they could rest their soul’s

salvation on the finished work of Christ. While I was speaking

to these dear men, my attention was attracted by a noise behind

me; I turned and saw that the younger of the two men, whom I

had just left in such sorrow, had fallen on his knees—he was

speechless for a few moments—his eyes were opened and fixed as

though gazing on some object, presently he exclaimed. “Oh !
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my Saviour, Oh! my Saviour—I see His blessed face—I see the

mail holes in His hands, Oh! my Saviour—I see His wounded

side—I see his bleeding feet, Oh! Jesus, Jesus, thou art my

Saviour.” He then fell forward and seemed unconsious of the pre

sence of anyone. Istood still, bowed myhead, andworshipped. In

a few minutes the old man fell on his knees, and broke out in an

extacy, and praised God for saving his soul. Just at this time one

of my praying helpers brought a man and his wife to me, saying,

“This is my shopmate—we were praying for him in the room,

and the Lord has saved him and his wife on the spot.” I had

scarcely done speaking with them, before another man and his wife

were brought to me, and they too were saved on the spot. Also a

mother and daughter, and many others were rejoicing in Christ.

‘The Holy Spirit had revealed Jesus to them under the preaching.

I did not move more than a yard from where I first jumped off

the stage into the pit, until I was necessitated by the lateness

of the hour to close the service.

A MAN SAVED THREE TIMES.

IN BATTLE, IN SHIPWRECK, AND FOR ETERNITY.

THE next Sunday Evening was memorable. Whilst preach

ling, I felt the power of God go with the word. I again

jumped from the stage into the pit, and went direct to a

man who had arrested my attention while I was speak

ing, I put my hand on his shoulder and said, “My dear

fellow how do matters stand between your soul and God?”

he clapsed his hands, and with much emotion exclaimed, “The

Lord has saved me in shipwreck, the Lord has saved me in battle,

and now he has saved my soul.” His hands fell, and he dropped

his head on his breast, and wept aloud. I left him and turned

round to speak to others, afterwards I looked for him, but he

was gone. A woman who sat beside him, and had heard his testi

mony, followed him out of the Theatre, intending to ask him

how it was that he had found Christ all at once, seeing she had
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been for years seeking Him,-but as soon as the man got outside,

he ran as fast as he could, and the woman ran after him, but she

could not overtake him. The next Sunday she came again to

the Theatre and it pleased God to reveal his Son in her, and she

too was made happy in a Saviour's love. Shortly after this oc

currence, I met dear Reginald Radcliffe, with others, at a tea

meeting at Sussex Hall. At the close of this meeting, a gentle

man inquired for me, and I being pointed out to him, he came ..

to me and said, I felt that I could not go from this meeting

before I told you of the wonderful conversion of a man in my

employ, a great drunkard and a reprobate. A fortnight since, he

went to the Surrey Theatre, and he got saved all at once. On the

Monday morning he came into my office, and clapsed his hands.

together and said, “Oh ! Sir, the Lord saved me in shipwreck,

and saved me in battle, and now he has saved my soul.” I knew

at once it was the man that had said the same words to me in the

Theatre. I got his address and found him out, and the sequel

proved deeply interesting. He had been a Man-of-War's man,

and had been through all the China War, and had been in

several engagements ; twice he had been shipwrecked, and several

times saved from drowning, and was once nearly swallowed by a

shark, but none of these things moved him. God was not in all his

thoughts. On the evening he came into the Surrey Theatre, he

had quarrelled with his wife, and left her in a rage, with the

intention of going over to Westminster to get drunk with his

companions, but such was the boiling passions of his evil nature

within, that he did not notice that he had turned the wrong way,

he went up Fleet-street, instead of turning up the Strand, and so

went over Blackfriars Bridge, and found himself outside the

Surrey Theatre before he knew it. His attention was attracted

by seeing a great crowd pressing into the Theatre; he thought,

“Why I did not know Theatres were open on Sundays,” so in

he went with the crowd, and presently found himself seated in

front of the stage, not knowing the nature of the meeting. “God
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moves in a mysterious way, his wonders to perfor.

where this man sat down, a reprobate, guilty, uncome

"mer, God met with him and convicted him of sin. He

a sinner, and for the first time in his life, recognized

God in saving him from shipwreck and in battle. Hi

to God for these deliverances overwhelmed him;

passed before his mind in rapid succession ; he rejner.

he had often blasphemed God in a gale of wind; also

his comrades had been shot away from the guns by h

only cursed and swore. The tears coursed each other

hardened face,—suddenly light shined into his dark mi,

Holy Ghost revealed Jesus to his soul;—he declares that he

the Saviour on the cross on the left side of the stage at the tin.

..I was telling of Christ's sufferings at the hand of God for sinners,

and insisting upon the blessed truth, that God could pardon the

blackest sinner out of hell, on the ground of the finished work of

Christ on the cross, if he had only an eye to look at Jesus, and a

heart to believe God’s testimony about him. “For the blood of

Jesus Christ His Son, cleanseth us from all sin.” At this

: moment the God of hope filled his soul with joy and peace in

believing, hence his prompt reply, when I spoke to him, “The

Lord has saved me in shipwreck, the Lord has saved me in battle,

and now he has saved my soul.” The reason he so abruptly left

the Theatre was, that he thought of his heart-broken wife, and

no sooner did he know Christ for himself, than he flew to tell

her, and did not stop till he reached home. Breathless, he en

tered the room, but his poor wife, in solitude, was weeping over

her hard lot, her face was buried in her hands, on hearing her

husband hurriedly enter the room, she concluded he was intoxi

cated, so without lifting up her head, she bitterly said, “I

suppose you have come home drunk as usual,” but without

reply he dropped on his knees, and thanked God for saving his

soul, and then prayed for his wife. The woman was electrified,

but God heard his prayer, and at the time I write, which is now



36

rs after the occurrence, this man and his wife and her

are members of the Church of Theatre Converts, now

in Victoria Hall. Many other deeply interesting cases

cited, but space will not allow.

lowing are extracts of Letters from young Converts,

e converted in the Surrey Theatre during these services.

THE PRINTER LAD.

R BROTHER.—On the morning of the day of my conversion,

mot rise tillnearly dinner-time. Having haddinner, Istarted.

in company of about ten more of nearly my own age, and we

pent the afternoon on the ice in Hyde Park. While there such

terrible thoughts came into my head, and I thought that every

moment the ice would open and let me through—not into the

water—but to the bottomless pit. On our return home, we were:

arranging where to meet in the evening; but these awful:

thoughts still kept about me, and I told my companions I should.

not be with them in the evening, and so I left them. Having :

had tea, I started out, not knowing where I was going, and after

walking about for nearly an hour I found myself outside the

Surrey Theatre, and I thought I would spend the night there.

When I left home, I had no idea that this place was open for

preaching. I sat in the Pit, where I thought I should not be

seen, but God saw me. After I was there a little while, you

(I did not know you then) commenced to speak from the

words, “I am the door,” &c., and during the whole of your

discourse it seemed as if you were speaking to me individually.

You told me that I must have to do with Christ—that I must bow

to Him. You likewise spoke of the awful sufferings of Christ—-

the awful scene on Calvary’s hill, and methinks, even now while

I am writing this, I can see Jesus (may God keep Him always in .

my sight). I saw Jesus as my Saviour ! and never shall I

forget the sight ! I saw that it was my sins that nailed Him to

the tree, and the thought of it broke my heart, and I wept aloud.

At the close of the meeting I made several attempts to go out, ,
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but I was stopped by something each time, till at last some bro

ther took hold of my hand and began to talk with me, but I told

him I was lost; and he said that Christ came to seek and to save

such as me, and likewise told me that through what Christ had

suffered God could righteously forgive me, and in a moment—

just where I was sitting and while he was reading that 24th

verse in the 5th chapter of John, I passed from death unto

life—I was saved on the spot. Since that time God has, in

answer to prayer, saved my eldest sister. To Him who “loved

us while we were yet sinners,” be all the praise and honour and

glory, now and for ever. Amen.

“DEAR SIR,-I am happy to inform you that I have found

pardon and am now rejoicing in the Lord, I will now give you a

short account of my conversion. On Sunday, January 28th, I

went to the Surrey Theatre, and there (bless the Lord) I was led

through your preaching, and a young man saying a few words to

me, to ask God for mercy through Christ, and since then I have

hardly seen my companions, and I am as happy—aye happier,

than I can tell you. I have been to the Surrey every Sunday

since, and Ishall be much happier if I could join your company,

and give my humble end avours on, Sundays to bring sinners to

Christ.—T. M.”

“DEAR BROTHER IN THE LoRD—I write these few lines to in

form you where and when the Lord saved my soul. It was on the

27th of January, 1861, in the Surrey Theatre, that the Lord took

hold of me, and I can say I never shall forget that day when

Jesus washed my sins away. You were speaking from the words,

‘I am the door, and, bless the Lord, I went in the door that

night, and I was so happy that I ran all the way home. The first

night I was saved, I began to pray for my parents and sisters and

brothers, and the next day I told my shopmates that I was saved.

In Passion week, 1861, the Lord saved my mother, but I was not

able to get there before it was over, and when I went up to my

mother I hardly knew her. She shook hands with me and looked
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so happy that I had no occasion to ask her whether she was saved,

for I knew it by her countenance and the way she spoke. That

was two of us saved in one family, bless the Lord for it. On the

9th of March, in the Victoria Theatre, the Lord saved one of my

sisters. She was impressed when one of the young converts said.

she would have to bow her knee to Jesus, and she got salvation

that night; and the Lord also saved one of my sisters when I was.

going through the waters of baptism, and now there are four of

us going home to glory, and may the Lord save the rest of the

family for Christ's sake. I now can say—

“I once was bound in Satan's chains,

And blinded by his power;

But Jesus broke my fetters off,

Oh! blessed, wondrous hour.”

** J. W. G.”

CHAPTER WI.

SOHO THEATRE.

I PREACHED once in this theatre. The striking feature on that

night was, the marked attention of the boys who composed the

greatest part of the audience. Alad, who was a converted thief,

first addressed them, and when he told them what he had been,

they seemed delighted, and listened with eager attention. I.

followed, and lifted up Jesus, and told them of his sufferings on

the cross, and how much he loved them. Many of the dear

boys wept, and I trust that some were brought to Christ.

CITY OF LONDON THEATRE.

CONVERSION OF A UNITARLAN.

I preached Jesus in this theatre three times. On one of these

occasions with much power and blessing. Many were cut to the

heart, and a deeply interesting season we had, with anxious in

quirers. At the close, one man was brought to confess Christ as:

\
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the son of the living God, who, all his life up to that night, had

been a Unitarian. I have seen and often heard of him since.

He has lately departed this life. A friend of mine.visited him a

few days before he died, and he was then rejoicing in Christ as

the Son of God, and his Saviour. He fell asleep in Jesus on

the 23rd of September, 1862, nearly two years after he received

christ in the City of London Theatre.

WINDSOR THEATRE.

By special request, I preached twice in this miniature theatre.

On the first occasion I met with some after the meeting, who

were deeply impressed. A few testified that they were able to

rest on Christ as their only Saviour. On the second occasion, the

Lord gave me a word in power, and I expected to have had a

good inquirers’ meeting; but, as soon as the blessing was pro

nounced, the people hurried out of the place as though they were

frightened. I returned to London very much discouraged, but,

to the great joy of my heart, eighteen months afterwards, I re

ceived the following pleasing communication from a resident in

Windsor :—

A TROPHY OF GRACE;

OR, FRUIT MANIFESTED AFTER MANY DAYs.

“MY DEAR BROTHER—I just drop you a line to inform you

that the last time you preached in Windsor Theatre (at which

service you were very much dispirited by the apparent ab

sence of results) light streamed in on a dark soul. I only learned

this a few days since from the lips of the convert himself. He

is a marvel of grace; for though only a youth, he was a deter

mined enemy of the truth, which manifested itself by the bitter

est sayings. Now, under the Gospel ministry of Gordon Col

thorpe, of Cheltenham, he is a meek and lowly disciple, sitting

at the feet of Jesus. But the Lord first met with him when

William Carter was preaching the Word of Life at Windsor
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The young man is my dear wife's youngest brother; he is the

fifth, out of seven in his family, who have been brought savingly

to the Lord within the last five years.”

“Yours, &c.”

ROTUNDA THEATRE.

The Sunday before Good Friday I preached the Gospel in this

theatre, and God blessed His own Word to many souls. Num

bers were awakened, and came on the Monday night to the Vic

toria. Theatre, where I preached for three nights during Passion

Week.

THE BIRD CATCHER.

“DEAR FRIEND AND BROTHER—I beg you will excuse me for

taking such a liberty, but I call you friend because it was you, by

the guidance of the Holy Spirit, that led me to the place

called Calvary. I call you brother because we are called

the children of God, and we are both made younger bro

thers of the blessed Lord Jesus. I wish to tell you a little

of my conversion, for the longer I live and the closer I am

in communion with my God the more I can see of my evil

heart; but blessed be God, he does not look at me as I was, but

what I now am in his blessed Son, my Redeemer. I assure you,

sir, that I was a true servant of Satan. With the help of God I

hope now to be worthy to be called one belonging to Jesus.

Many times I have played at cards on Sunday for beer, which is

one of the Devil’s favorite games. Last Easter Sunday, 1861, E

had made an appointment with a young man to go in the country

bird catching; but, blessed be God, I was led by the Holy Spirit

on the Sunday previous to the Rotunda Theatre, where I heard

you preach Jesus, and Him crucified. You told me (O yes, E

know it was me) to look over your head and see my blessed

Saviour mailed to the Cross. I now bless the Lord that I did

look, for this broke my heart, and I went again to hear you a

night or two afterwards, in Passion Week, at the Victoria Thea
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tre, and there my blessed Lord Jesus met with me and healed

my broken heart. Before this I was always willing to join any

Sunday sports my companions thought proper to mention, let it

be what it might, without any thought of my God or my immor

tal soul; but now, blessed be my God and Father, I can say that

I seek those things that are above, and while I am now writing,

“My soul's full of glory which inspires my tonguc,

“Could I meet with angels I’d sing them a song;

“I'd sing of my Jesus and tell of His charms,

“And beg them to bear me to His loving arms.”

Thank God I had not long found peace as it is in Jesus before

my wife found peace also; and if any one asks her, as they some

times do, if she is religious as well as her husband, her answeris

—“Do you think that I pull for hell while my husband pulls for

heaven?” O no, all honour and praise to our dear Redeemer,

she loves him, and, like me, she wishes to love him more. She

gets plenty of jeers from her friends, but talks to them so much

about Jesus that they are very near tired of their jeering, and I

hope before long, by the grace of God, to see some if not all of

them converted.

‘‘ C. M.”

VICTORIA THEATRE.

PASSION WEEK.

I wAs truly thankful once more to testify for Jesus in this

theatre, where I had witnessed so much blessing many months

before. I engaged the theatre on my own responsibility for

three evenings, viz., Monday, Wednesday and Thursday, and

memorable meetings they were. Near two thousand were pre

sent each evening. Three-fourths of them were men who had

just left their work. God wrought most blessedly, and I have

every reason to believe that scores of sinners were savingly con

verted to God.
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CONVERTS’ MEETING.

TOBY AND HIS MOTHER. THE FRENCH WOMAN AND HER SON.

THE wooD-CUTTER AND HIs NEIGHBOURS. THE HAWKER’s WIFE.

On the Good Friday I invited the converts from the various

theatres to meet me, to take a social cup of tea, and upwards of

two hundred came; and it was indeed a luxury to mingle with

these dear young disciples. After tea we spent a little time in

prayer. I then sat on the table and said, “Now, my dear

friends, you have hitherto been in the habit of listening to me;

but to-night I mean to sit still and hear what you have to tell of

God’s love, and the way in which you first came to know Christ

as your own Saviour.” The details of this meeting are very

interesting. I will just cite the following:—

A LAD OF FOURTEEN began to speak, but he was so

short of stature that I could not see him, so I said, “Come,

“Toby,” stand on the form, that we may all see you.” He got up,

and looking round on the people, he said, “I hope you all

are as happy as I am since I found Jesus. It was in the

Surrey Theatre that I saw Jesus lifted up on the cross, and

I was saved on the spot. I know that he is my Saviour, for

his blood has washed my sins away; and here's my mother,

and the Lord has saved her soul last night in the Victoria

Theatre.” Overcome with emotion “Toby” sat down. HIS

MOTHER then got up, and, with many tears, testified how that

her dear boy would not let her rest until he got her to the

theatre, and, said she, “last night, in the pit of the Victoria

Theatre, I beheld the Lamb of God on the cross, and I felt my

load of guilt was gone; I was saved on the spot.” A YOUTH

next rose, and with much feelingtold his artless tale, how that his

mother had taken him to the Surrey Theatre out of mere curi

osity; but that God met with him, and saved him on the spot;

but his mother left the theatre as careless and as hardened as



43

she entered it. With streaming eyes and choked utterance, he

turned round and said, “Here is my mother; the Lord brought

her again to the theatre, and converted her soul.” Overcome,

be sat down. HIS MOTHER now rose, and with great feeling,

in broken English, told her tale; she said, “I am the daughter of

a French Protestant, but for many years I never went into

church or chapel, till I went to the Surrey Theatre with my son.

He got converted, but I went away unsaved. But my dear boy

used to kneel at my side and pray for me, and intreat me to go

again to the theatre. I yielded and went. I bless God for it;

He there broke my heart, and now I do know Jesus as my own

Saviour.” Her husband and daughter are also converted. This

dear French woman, I trust, has since been made a blessing to

many of her own country. A WOODCUTTER from Walworth,

then rose and said, “I went into the Surrey Theatre drunk; I

could not stand; but God sobered me, and brought all my sins to

my remembrance, and he gave me a sight of Jesus. I was saved

on the spot. Such has been the wonderful change in me, that a

great many of my neighbours went to the Surrey Theatre to see

what had brought it all about; and God saved them as fast as

they came ; and now, here’s my son and seventeen of my neigh

bours savingly converted to God. All glory be to Jesus.” A

great many besides witnessed a good confession. Just before the

close, A STRONG MASCULINE WOMAN stood up and said,

“I think I am the only one out of Kent Street, in the Borough,

and therefore I ought to tell my tale. I was stole away from my

parents when quite ayoungster by the gipsies, and whentheyfound

I had got a good headpiece, they trained me for a fortune teller;

but I got married to a hawker, and since then I have travelled

through every county in England, Scotland and Wales. I never

heard anything about Jesus till one night I chanced to go into

the theatre, and listened to what you told us about Jesus suffer

ing on the cross, and it broke my heart. I never knew I had

such a friend as Jesus till that night, and I believe the Lord par
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doned all my sins on the spot. I went home and told my Bob

about it; but he only swore at me and knocked me about. Be

fore I was converted, if he hit me, I used to hit him; but I have

not turned again since the night I went into the Surrey Theatre.

I tried to get my husband to go with me. I said, Bob, we have

always had a pot of beer together, now I have been to the Surrey

and got good, wont you come too? But I have not yet succeeded.

He has treated me very cruelly ever since. I had a rare job to

get here to-night. I did not come for the sake of the tea, but

for your company.” And then looking round on all present, she

said, with a zest, “I hope this wont be the last time we shall meet

like this; but if it is, I hope we shall all meet in Heaven, and have

a jolly good tea there.” Dear George Pearse, who was present and

heard the above, declares that he never listened to an "thing so

rich and so splendid before. It is quite impossible to write it as

it was uttered by the woman’s lips. She never knew what com

munion and fellowship were before, and she did not know what

name to call it by when she first tasted its joys, and so she gave

expression to her feelings in the quaint manner described.

THE PRINTER LAD’S SISTER.

“DEAR BROTHER IN THE LORD—I now take my pen in

hand to write to you as the Lord may guide me, for without

the Lord no good thing can be done. I must first tell you

that I have always been brought up what they call religious, by

going to church two or three times every Sunday, but I never had

Christin my heart until the Good Friday before last. I was invited

to a tea meeting of the young converts, and after tea there

was a fellowship meeting, and whilst my brother was telling how

he got converted a few months before in the Surrey Theatre, it was

there and then on the spot that the Lord saved me—even me.

It was then my eyes were opened—I saw the open wounds of

Jesus, and the blood that flowed for me. O that precious, pre

cious blood of Jesus Christ, God’s only Son—it cleansed me from
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all sin, I went home that night rejoicing in the Lord, and sing

ing “happy day when Jesus washed my sins away;” and I can

thank the Lord he has kept me on the rock until now, and if

there is anything while on earth that I wish for, it is to be kept

closer to Jesus and to be kept humble at the foot of the Cross—

to have more faith and love for Jesus; for behold what manner

of love the Father hath bestowed upon me, that I should be

called a child of God. O, what can I render to my God for all

his love to me. “Were the whole realm of nature mine, that

were an offering far too small; love so amazing, so divine, de

mands my soul, my life, my all.” May the blessing of the Lord

rest upon you, and may the light of His countenance shine upon

you, is the sincere prayer of a loving sister in the Lord Jesus.

I hope to meet you in that promised land where parting will be

no more; for my soul, while I am writing, is leaping to go this

moment to heaven. I would leave all below.

& 4 M. M. 22

CHAPTER VII.

DERBY THEAT R. E.

NOVEL SCENE IN AN ENGINE-SHED.

I PREACHED in this theatre for three successive nights, and very

blessed results followed the testimony. By invitation, I went

one morning and addressed the mechanics at the Midland Coun

ties’ Railway Works. It was a novel scene. Hundreds of men

gathered in the shed. Many sat astride the engines that were

there for repairs, others sat all round the place. All began at

once to eat their breakfasts, and I preached to them Jesus. I

had not been speaking many minutes before the most solemn

silence prevailed; and at the close, when the bell rang, numbers

had not finished their breakfasts, they had been so absorbed in

listening to the tale of the Cross. I trust many of them received

permanent blessing.
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LUDLOW THEATRE.

One night only, I preached in the small theatre at this place—

the next evening I preached in the Market Hall to upwards of one

thousand persons, and my heart was greatly refreshed in speak

ing to scores of men and women that were converted through the

testimony from my lips on a former occasion when I visited

Ludlow. The following is a letter that I wrote at the time to a

friend, the details of which were fully corroborated on my next

visit six months afterwards.

SHOWERS OF BLESSINGS.

ON Saturday (March 30) we left for Herefordshire. I will just

give you a brief outline of two meetings I was at: one at Ludlow,

the other at Hereford. We went to Ludlow on Wednesday, and

found that much prayer had gone before us. The Christians

there were prepared for the blessing. Indeed, God had

already begun to work, for in a boarding-school which we visited

many of the young ladies had recently been converted; but the

work had not yet extended outside that house. This raised my

expectations and strengthened my faith for the evening meeting.

The Mayor granted the Market Hall for preaching. It seats

1,000, but very many more were crammed in; every available

spot was occupied, the Christians retiring to adjacent rooms.

The Lord gave power with the word. Sinners were riveted to

the spot. After speaking, we began to sing—“There is a foun

tain,” &c.; but before we had sung one verse, three young

gentlemen, who were standing beside the platform bowed down

their heads and sobbed aloud, and yet sung, “I do believe,” &c.

I knelt down, and whispered to one, “Do you believe 7”

He instantly responded, “Oh yes, Jesus has taken all my sins

away.” The other two fell on my neck and confessed they had

realized the same precious grace, the forgiveness of sins; and

at the same moment, in another part of the hall, the sister of

these brothers was brought to rest on Christ. These were four

children of a godly clergymen in the neighbourhood.
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A SOLEMN SCENE.

When I arose from my knees, and before the first verse was

finished, the power of God had come down in such a remarkable

manner on the whole assembly, that when I looked over the hall

sinners were prostrated in every part. I was beckoned to go to

the further end where were some in deep distress. In passing I

was accosted by many who testified that God, for Christ’s sake

had pardoned all their sins. The singing was now stopped, but

I felt I dare not close the meeting. All was solemn and quiet

save the groans and cries of broken-hearted sinners, which could

be distinctly heard. One dear little boy sobbed and cried aloud

for half-an-hour, and then in broken accents, said, “Yes He has

blotted them all out, every one.”

BLESSED RESULTS.

Many more cases might be cited, but space will not allow but

just another. Three old women had been kneeling for some

time with no one to speak to them, till at last their sobs were

hushed; they got up, and looked so peaceful. Mrs. Carter said

to one of them, “My dear woman, what is it you are thinking

about?” “Oh,” said she (pointing to her heart), “I am think

ing how light he is.” Mrs. C. said, “Who is light?” She said

“Why, my heart.” Mrs. C. said, “Was it ever heavy then 7°

“Oh yes,” said she, “I never felt myself to be a sinner till I

came here to-night.” And the three of them testified that the

Lord had saved them on the spot. It was now getting late; and

seeing there were several ministers present, I asked if there was

any one who could lend me a room to meet the anxious the next

day. No one offered a room for some time. Presently, a

young man said, “You can have Brand-lane room.” I

accepted it, and arranged to meet the anxious there at nine

o’clock in the morning. I left the hall exhausted, leaving seeking

souls all over the place. The next morning I went to Brand-lane

room, and found, as near as I can judge, a hundred and fifty
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anxious souls waiting to receive me. I continued with them

till near noon, and I do not think that one went away who had

not left their burdens at the foot of the cross. The dear Wesleyan

minister was there with me, and many others who helped in the

work. There is just one remarkable circumstance in reference to

this instance of God’s power and grace in Ludlow. In this

very room a few Christians had been patiently persevering in

prayer for about sixteen months, believing that the blessing

would come to Ludlow ; and now God’s answer. Individuals,

from numerous families, had left their homes in distress

about their souls on this morning, and had wended their way

to this obscure room to be pointed to Jesus. This in itself is a

testimony for God. Where prayer was made, on the very same

spot God gives the answer. Is anything too hard for the Lord?

LETTER FROM A FRIEND.

The following is from a letter received soon after my return

from Ludlow.

“I am truly happy and thankful to inform you that the young

converts are happy and rejoicing in the liberty wherewith Christ

has made them free. God, in His mercy, has made an inroad

upon families. I cannot give you the exact number of those

converted, as there are many that I see and hear of, who have

had their hearts broken up by the love of Jesus and the power

of the Holy Ghost, that were not observed the night of the

meeting in the Market Hall. Most in communion with us who

have servants have witnessed God’s quickening power. In this

house there are six who say they have found peace during the

last week. On Thursday night our house was a Bochim, the

place of weeping; but it was mingled with sweet joy. The like

joy is known in many families. It was cheering to our hearts,

who have borne the heat and burden of the day, to see the boys

and youths meet on the first day of the week.”
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ANSWERS TO PRAYER.

On Friday, at the request of a godly brother, a clergyman of

the Church of England, Mr. Venn, I preached in his school

rooms, Hereford, to a crowded congregation. The place seats

a thousand, but there must have been several hundreds more who

found standing room. The power of God came down upon the

people; indeed it was quite a “Bochim” scene after preaching.

Many professed to be saved on the spot, and at a late hour, when

we left, there were sorrowing ones all over the place. Dear Mr.

Venn held an anxious meeting the next morning, and I have

veceived a letter since, and find that fifty anxious ones met him

ithere upon the occasion. There is one blessed feature in this

work, viz., prayer always goes before success in preaching. I

have since discovered that continuous prayer has been made

here in London by Mr. Garratt and the brethren with him, for

Mr. Venn and the work of God in Hereford.

THE WORK OF GOD IN CARDIFF.

In a week or two after my visit to Ludlow and Hereford, the

Lord graciously permitted me to see a blessed work at Cardiff,

in South Wales, the subjoined Letter which I wrote at the time

"gives some interesting details,—

SOWEREIGN GRACE ABOUNDING.

THE SCEPTIC AND HIS HOUSEHOLD.

“ON our arriving at Cardiff we went direct to Villa, the

quarters assigned us, where we were received very kindly; but

upon entering into conversation with the gentleman our host,

about the Lord’s present work, he told us frankly that he had no

sympathy with it, and moreover that he was an avowed Sceptic,

and that he did not believe the Scriptures. We were astonished

and could not understand how it was that the brethren who had

pressed us to visit Cardiff should have placed us in cuch circum

stances. We found that the lady was a devoted Christian; as

soon as we could get alone we began to cry to God for guidance;
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my first thought was that I was not in my right place, a thick

black cloud came over us. On Sunday, I preached twice

in the Temperance Hall to about 3,000, but there seemed

to be little result. My heart was sad, and on returning to our

lodgings I had a conversation with our host till past midnight.

I kept to God’s word and refused to go outside it. I discovered

that he once had enjoyed Christ, but through reading infidel

books, he had first begun to question God’s word, and this ended

in his absolutely rejecting the Scriptures altogether. He per

mitted me to read and pray with the family. I now went on

my knees and prayed right out for him that God would break his

heart, humble and restore his soul. On Monday I preached in

the Wesleyan Chapel, on Tuesday in the English Baptists’, still

very little apparent results; each night I had intercourse with my

host. On Wednesday I preached in the Town Hall; and the

power of God came down on the people, scores of sinners were

broken up, and many were enabled to rest on Christ; my host

was present. On going home I found him very much softened

and subdued; we knelt down and I cried to God for him. On

Thursday I preached again in the Town Hall; marvellous results;

a thorough breaking down. My dear wife had in an adjoining

room about fifty broken-hearted women,-I remained with the

men in the Hall, great numbers were broken up. A most

pleasing feature in the work this night was the number of young

men who were deeply wounded, whose ages varied from eighteen

to twenty. In going from one to another in the hall, I came

across my host; he sat with his face buried in his hands, his

frame convulsed, a melancholy proof of God’s word, “The back

slider in heart shall be filled with his own ways.” I spoke to

him, and found to my joy that his scepticism had given away;

and that he was a condemned sinner before God,—I left him to

his own reflections; and presently, as all the young men were

rejoicing in Christ, and we were just going to sing,

“Glory, honour, praise and power,

Be unto the Lamb for ever,”
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my host stood on his feet and lifted up his voice and said,

“Men and brethren, most of you know that I have rejected God’s

word; and for these four years turned my back upon Christ and

upon everything that savoured of Him; but I have not been happy;

oh, my wickedness, my sin, I now confess it before God and you,

and now I warn you young men not to read those books that

first corrupted my mind. Oh, the dishonour that I have brought

on that blessed Jesus,-I regret it, I confess my sin, I am sorry.”

He sank down and hid his face in anguish of spirit. Just at

this moment they were singing, ‘Glory, honour,” in the room

adjoining, and we also began to sing with all our hearts; all of

us were overcome, and we thanked the Lord for his marvellous

display of power, especially for enabling my host before his

brother merchants to confess his sin; and that too in the very

place where, repeatedly, prayer had been put up for him in the

united prayer-meetings during the past sixteen months. We

closed the meeting, and myself and host went into the judge’s

room; his wife was there helping Mrs. Carter in speaking to the

anxious ones; he fell on her neck and sobbed aloud. This dear

women had been four long years praying for this. We at once

drove home; and on our arrival we found that the children,

who had returned early, were in distress about their souls; and

one of the dear girls clung round her father’s neck and sobbed

out, “Oh Pa, now you love Jesus, we want to love Him too.”

We went into the drawing-room along with him, and he went

to his private drawer and brought out all his infidel books; and

with his own hands tore them up and cast them into the fire.

We now went to bed, but could not sleep for joy. Between

three and four o’clock in the morning we heard the family

singing, ‘Glory, honour, all the children were rejoicing in Christ

and the servants likewise; salvation had come to the house and

to all its inmates.

“On Friday we went to Newport; I preached in Victoria-road

Chapel, I should think to about 1800 persons. The power of
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God came down upon the people. Most blessed results followed.

My wife had from forty to fifty broken hearts among the women,

and I spoke to the men in the chapel.

A MOTLEY G RO UP

IN A DRAWING ROOM.

On Saturday we returned to Cardiff. On Sunday I preached

to thousands in theTemperance Hall. When I had finished preach

ing, a merchant got up and testified that he had been a chapel

goer for years; but had never known Christ till the last Thursday

at the Town Hall. God wrought most blessedly among all classes.

I have no doubt that scores of souls stepped into liberty. My host

himself offered to provide tea for as many of the converts as his

house would hold; so we invited them to come together; and on

Monday night we met about eighty in his drawing-room; and

a motley group was there assembled; from the principal mer

chants in Cardiff, to the keeper of the lowest of ‘Satan’s dens.’

Surely the fatted calf was killed; and my host had on the best

robe, and the ring on his hand, and shoes on his feet; his dear

wife was filled with joy, indeed, we did eat and drink, and were

merry. For about four hours the converts, one after another

told out how God had met with them and saved their souls.

My host was the first who spoke. He said that he was staggered

at the question put to him by a brother merchant, as to whether

he would receive one William Carter into his house, who was

coming from London to preach in the town; he at first refused;

he thought they were a queer set of Christians to ask a man to

come from London, and then come to him, an outsider, to get

accommodation for him; but he afterwards thought it would

please his wife, and so he consented; and he now thanked God

for inclining his heart to open his house to receive his servant,

He then gave a blessed testimony to the power of grace in re

storing his soul; and not only so, but that God had saved all

in his house. Then his dear wife rose, and said that she, with
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one only sister had been praying that God would send William

Carter down to Cardiff; and that he would open her husband’s

heart to receive him into their house; and the Lord had given

her all her desire; and now, like Miriam, she could sing, ‘The

Lord hath triumphed gloriously, the horse and his rider hath

he cast into the sea.’ A number of young men now spoke very

simply. Two poor girls of the street gave a blessed testimony;

and the keeper of one of the dens of iniquity, broken-hearted,

testified that God, for Christ’s sake, had pardoned all her sins.

Such a meeting as this I never attended, not even in London.

It was near midnight when we closed; after which, a young

Welsh sailor, who could not express himself in English, desired

to pray in Welsh; he went down on his knees and his prayer

was translated to me by another as follows: “O God, I thank

you that I came up from the ship, and saw the lights in the

Temperance Hall. I thank you that I went in, and heard about

Jesus, who died on the cross for my sins, and that the blood of

Jesus Christ has washed all my sins away. Amen.” And now

one of the dear children of my host desired to speak; I put her

on the table, and she looked affectionately on us all and said,

‘I’m so glad Pa has got converted. I hope he will never go.

back. And I’m so glad that Jesus has washed all my sins away

in his precious blood.’

“On Tuesday we went to Newport, and I preached to an over

flowing congregation; hundreds went away unable to get in;

the power of God was again realized amongst us; very many

were broken down, and the Lord was present to heal.

THE TINKER AND HIS WIFE.

“The details of these two meetings at Newport, I cannot give

in full; one striking case I must tell you. I had spoken with

a man on the Friday who was a tinker, with one eye. I found

that he had received the Lord with all readiness of mind, and

was rejoicing in Christ as his Saviour; after I put a few questions,
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which he answered satisfactorily, I shook him by the hand and

was about to leave him when he gave me an anxious look and

asked, “What shall I do when I get home?' I said, ‘Have you

a wife and children?” He said, ‘Yes, my wife is blind,” “Then,”

said I, ‘go home and tell them what Christ has done for yonr

soul, and read a portion of Scripture, and pray for them. I just

turned round to speak with another man who was weeping, and

in a few minutes my friend the tinker was gone. On the Tues

day night after preaching, he came up to me rejoicing in Jesus,

and begged me to go and speak to his wife. He led me to her;

I took her by the hand and asked her if she was in distress about

her soul; she said, ‘Oh, no.” “What !” said I, ‘do you not feel

that you are a sinner before God?’ ‘Oh, I did, but Jesus has

taken all my sins away. My husband came here last Friday

night and told me what God had done for his soul, and then

read and prayed with me. I had been in distress about my

soul ever since till this night ; since I have been sitting here I.

have believed in Jesus ; and the blessed Jesus has washed all

my sins away in his precious blood.’ The tears ran out of her

sightless eyes, for she was quite blind; she clasped my hand

and said, “Oh sir, I am so glad I ever saw you.” In a meeting

held in the School-room, next morning, for the anxious, this

blind woman was present; Mrs. Carter spoke to her, ‘Oh!

she exclaimed, ‘I am so happy; there has been joy among the

angels, all night in heaven, and I have heard them singing on

earth.”

REMARKABLE SCENE IN A KITCHEN.

“On the following day, Wednesday, we left Newport for

Hereford, for a day or two, for rest, before coming to London.

Being quite prostrated with hard labour, I was not equal to

preaching; but I thought it would be very blessed if I could get

those dear ones together who were made anxious three weeks

before. But Mr. Venn, the dear clergyman, was in London, and

it was with difficulty we could get the address of all; but we
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succeeded in getting twenty or thirty together to tea, which

was given them by my dear friend Mrs.—who Kindly

received me into her house. Among all those who came, we

found but one who realized settled peace in Jesus; all the rest

were in distress about their souls; myself and Mrs. Carter

sought to comfort them by the promises in God’s word, but in

vain. Two fish-women were present in great distress, these

women had been notorious for their brawling and drunkenness.

We went down on our knees, and whilst I was simply asking

God to reveal Christ to their souls, one of them broke out in an

ecstasy, “Oh! oh! oh! my Saviour, my Saviour. Oh! oh! oh!

I see the blood flowing down his blessed face; Oh! I see the

nail-holes in his hands and feet. Oh! I see his open side. Ah,

my blessed Saviour, no cutting my throat now, you know I’ve

been meaning to do it for the three last weeks, but that’s all

over now.’ I was obliged to cease, and this dear woman went

on in prayer for some minutes; it was delightful to hear her;

and presently she fell on her sister and urged her at once to lay

hold on Jesus, saying, “Oh Mary, do believe in Jesus.” After

this I read a portion of the Word, and spoke quietly to the

anxious of the true ground of a sinner’s peace and confidence

before God. After which two or three brethren prayed. While

one or two were asking God to reveal Jesus to these sorrowing

souls (it was quite a Bochim scene), the other fish-woman, a

widow of about fifty, got a saving sight of Jesus, and she began

to cry aloud, but not so violently as her sister. Just now there

was what man would call utter confusion, but I believe it was

the order of the Spirit of God. As soon as this last fish-woman

began to pray, the brother had to stop; and the other woman,

the sister, exultingly cried aloud, ‘Well done Mary,’ (giving

her a slap on the back), “I see how it will be; we shall now

both go to heaven together to see mother.” She was now ex

hausted, and said, “Oh how I do sweat;” and then in the most

solemn manner, “Ah, ah, but it is not drops of blood like my
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Saviour sweat for me.’ This lasted for some time; one brother

took up his hat and went out, and my kind hostess was obliged

to withdraw, her nerves could not endure it. To pourtray this

scene is impossible; it was one of the most graphic pictures of

sinners being brought out of darkness into light, and from the

power of Satan unto God, that I ever saw.—W. C.

VISIT TO GLASGOW AND EDINBURGH.

Soon after my return from South Wales, I visited, by special

request, Glasgow and Edinburgh, a brief sketch of my labours in

these places which I wrote to a friend on my return, I now sub

join.

GLASGOW.

MY dear brother,—Knowing how deeply interested you will be

in hearing of the result of my visit to Scotland, I take this, the

first hour I have had free since my return, for the purpose of

giving you a few particulars. We arrived safe in Glasgow on

Saturday, and am thankful to say that our residence for the time

was with Mr. Whitfield, of Hill Head, a dear godly brother, an

evangelist, whose heart is truly in the Lord’s present work.

On the first Sunday night I preached in the City Hall. The

thousands present listened with deep attention, and the Lord

helped me to preach a full gospel, and very blessed results

followed. Four nights in the week in Hope-street Free Gaelic

Church, once in Mr. Bremner's Church, and once in the Bridge

gate Church. Upon all these occasions the people thronged the

places, the interest evidently deepening every night. But there

was a different phase in the work in Scotland to what we have

ever witnessed elsewhere. The whole of the people make pro

fession of religion, but they are divided into two great classes:

the larger class having a name to live while they are dead; the

other class consisting of those who have evidently been quickened

into life, but alas, alas, are destitute of settled peace, with the

exception of a very small minority. Perhaps this may arise from



57

the exclusively doctrinal teaching adopted in Scotland; but

from whatever cause, it is a lamentable fact, the Christians are

looking inside for peace, instead of looking to Jesus and resting

upon his finished work on the cross. In Glasgow alone, during

the ten days we laboured there, both Mrs. Carter and myself

had personal intercourse with hundreds of anxious souls aroused

to a sight and sense of their guilt and danger under the word.

Nine-tenths of these were members of churches; and never in

our experience did we have the joy of seeing more quickened

souls brought to realize settled peace through trusting in Jesus,

and resting their faith on God’s word alone. Such Scriptures

as these were very much blessed: “In whom we have re

demption through his blood, the forgiveness of sins, according to

the riches of his grace” (Eph. i. 7). “Having made peace

through the blood of his cross * (Col. i. 20). “Verily, verily,

I say unto you, he that heareth my words and believeth on Him

that sent me hath everlasting life, and shall not come into con

demnation, but is passed from death unto life” (John v. 24).

Also 1 John v. 9–13; and Isaiah liii. 4, 5, 6, coupled with 1

Peter, ii. 24, clearly showing how that God can righteously

pardon sins, because He punished them in the person of His own

dear Son on the cross.

It would take me too long to give you anything like a detailed

account of the blessed work which God, by his Spirit, wrought in

the hearts of those with whom we had personal intercourse.

It was a different work altogether to what we have witnessed in

England. It was solemn, quiet, deep, and I have no doubt,

will prove abiding. There were two or three cases of prostration,

and very many dead souls were quickened and brought at once

to Christ. The last two nights in Glasgow were unquestionably

the richest in results. Numbers who had been broken up the

first week, were there and then saved through faith in the living

Christ. I was only sorry, just as the results were beginning to

manifest themselves, to be compelled to leave Glasgow; but
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I hope again to visit that city. The dear brethren who invited

me have indeed their hearts deeply engaged in the Lord’s

present work. They, together with many other dear Christians

and ministers with whom I have the pleasure of being acquainted,

have won a place in my affections they will not easily loose.

Indeed, I have become deeply interested in Scotland. I have

had invitations from most of the principal cities and towns, and

if I had time, I should like to go through the length and breadth

of the land preaching the glorious gospel of Christ. What I have

said of Glasgow is also true of

EDINBURGH.

I was only there three days, during which time I laboured in

connection with the Carrubbers Close Mission, and real thorough

going Christians did I find these brethren to be. Surely God

has done a most blessed work by dear Gall and his helpers in

connection with the Mission. I preached twice in St. Luke's

Free Church, and once in another, the name of which I do not

know. God gave power with the word of his grace, and many

souls were set at liberty. I am under a promise to return to

Edinburgh in two months. I trust the Lord will direct my

way to them, and that I may go there in the fulness of the

blessing of the Gospel of Christ. Do pray, dear brother,

for Scotland. There are thousands of God’s dear children there

who are dishonouring Him by doubting his word, and there are

hundreds of thousands who have a name to live while they are

dead. Oh that God may work much more marvellously in that

country. Pray much for your affectionate brother and servant of

the Lord Jesus, in one hope.—W. C.

After my return from Scotland, by special request, I preached

one night at Hertford. I was invited by the brother of my host

in Cardiff. The following is the substance of a letter written to

my friend at Cardiff on my return to London.
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HERTFORD.

“MY DEAR BROTHER,-Knowing the link there is between

'ardiff and Hertford, your own house especially, and of dear

Mr. ——, you may judge how rejoiced I was to find myself, last

Thursday, in company with that dear brother. Surely the

Scripture was then verified, “One soweth, and another reapeth,

but both rejoice together.” He had been with you a week before.

God directed my way to your house, and had been sowing the

seed, and then went home to Hertford to pray for you. It was

real joy to my heart to sup with him, but that was not the only

joy I had in Hertford. I preached the word in the Corn Ex

change the same night to many hundreds of people. The Lord

gave point and power to His own word, and scores were pricked

in the heart, and many wept bitterly. Two dear men came up

to me at the close of the meeting, with joy radiant in their coun

tenances, and testified that God, for Christ’s sake, had pardoned

all their sins. Many others afterwards gave blessed testimony

to God’s grace. Broken hearts were healed. One old man I

must mention, for I had such joy with him. Unobserved by any

he dropped on my neck and sobbed bitterly. He was brought to

realize sweet peace and rest of soul in Jesus. Iturned to a dear

woman who sat with a placid smile on her countenance, and she

gave me a clear confession of faith; evidently she had got the

joy of God’s salvation. I then went and spoke to a number of

youths from a private boarding school, I should thinksomethirty

or forty. It was manifest that God’s word had laid hold of them

all, without exception. The hour was late, and the principal

took them off; but, to my greatjoy, in about twenty minutes he

marshalled them all back again, and came up to me and told me

that the boys were in such distress that he could not get them

through the streets, and requested me to speak to them. There

being so many I thought it best at first to speak to them all to

gether, which I did, and then went and spoke to each one indi
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vidually. Some went away, I think, trusting in Christ. The

principal invited me to visit the school in the morning. I did so,

and after I had addressed them again, I spoke privately to them

all, and I really believe that God has begun a good work in all

their hearts. Nearly all of them witnessed a good confession,

and the major part of them had really got joy and peace in be

lieving. The Lord be praised ! A dear minister lent me his

chapel in the morning for an anxious meeting, to which some

came; among them were three old women, who got into real

liberty; and a poor backslider, who was deeply concerned, but

left without peace. Many other cases I might name, but these

must suffice. Please give my kind love to all the dear converts

in Cardiff, and tell them how I long after them all in the bowels

of Jesus Christ.—W. C.”

LOWESTOFT.

REMARKABLE SCENE IN A GOODS SHED.

On Wednesday we went to Lowestoft. I preached in a large

goods shed on the beach to more than 2,000 persons, and the

Lord wrought powerfully on the hearts and consciences of

sinners. Many were broken up and brought to Christ. We

held an anxious inquirers’ meeting in the town-hall in the morn

ing, and many came, and we had joy over some who were

brought to realize sweet peace and rest of soul in Jesus, the riven

Rock. On Thursday night I preached again in the same place,

I should judge, to near 4,000 persons; and truly it was one of

the most solemn times ever known by Christians in those

parts (this was their own testimony). Hearts were broken all over

the immense shed. I have no donbt that scores of souls were saved

on that night. We did not break up till near eleven o'clock. I

witnessed about a dozen young men pass from darkness to light,

from a state of despair to one of joy and peace. Just then a dear

woman said to Mrs. Carter, “What! did Jesus suffer for me on

the cross? did God punish my sins in Christ? then (clasping her

hands) I am free from all condemnation;” and her face was lighted
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up with joy. A sailor came up to me heart-broken, and said,

“Sir, I am a sinner; what shall I do?” I took him by the hand

and sat him down. I pointed him to Christ, and, like the jailor,

in a few minutes he rejoiced with joy unspeakable, believing in

Christ with all his heart. I met numbers in this place who had

been converted through dear brother Radcliffe's ministry. I have

not been in a place yet where I think God owned his testimony

more than in Lowestoft. We were obliged to leave on Friday

morning, so we could not have another meeting in the town hall,

but we are under a promise to return.

CHAPTER VIII.

VICTORIA THEATRE.

GRACIOUS ANSWERS TO PRAYER.

MANY months had now elapsed since I preached in the Victoria

Theatre. During this time I had testified of Jesus to thousands

in various parts of the provinces, but my heart still yearned over

the masses of the Working Classes of the Metroplis. Many were

praying for God to open up my way to preach the Gospel again

in the South of London. It was now just twelve months since

Richard Weaver and myself preached in the Victoria. Theatre for

three Sundays each, at this time I felt pressed in spirit to engage

this Theatre for six Sunday services, I mentioned my desire to a

friend, who said, “why I have just answered a letter that I re

ceived yesterday from a brother offering £50 for Theatre services,

telling the person that there were no Theatres open at present,

“but,” he said, “I will write again and let him know that you

have it on your heart to engage the Victoria. Theatre.” He did

so and the result was, this minister of Christ sent my friend the

£50, and I at once engaged the Theatre for six Sundays, for

afternoon and evening services. The Lord gave very great bless

ing; one special feature in the work from that time to the pre
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sent has been that the most blessed results have been manifested

afterwards. Week after week, persons have come forward and

testified that some time back they were deeply convicted of sin

in the Theatre, and since then they have gone through deep

exercise of soul, but invariably all these have been brought to

realize settled peace under the word, when they have come again

to the Theatre. I think without exception every one of these

have proved real conversions.

THE COMMERCIAL MAN AND HIS WIFE.

One striking case I will cite as an illustration of many.

One Sunday evening, a commercial man left his Hotel and

walked over Waterloo Bridge and up the Waterloo Road. On

reaching the Theatre, he saw a great crowd pressing in. He

could not understand it, so out of curiosity he went in and

seated himself in the dress circle, and there under the preached

word, God convicted him of sin, and such was the poignance

of his remorse that he lost his power of utterance and with

difficulty left the place, unable to speak a word. It is very

remarkable that the very next day, the firm for which he travel

led became bankrupt. This of necessity kept him in London,

the next Sunday he came again to the Theatre, and the Lord

blessed the word to his soul. He realized peace and joy through

believing in Jesus. His joy was then as great as his sorrow had

been, it was unutterable. The Lord Jesus filled the vision of

his soul. With difficulty he again left the Theatre without saying

a word, but in a few days he found me out, and told me with

great emotion, how God met with him in the Theatre and saved

his soul. This dear man was afterwards afflicted, and was kept

in London for many months, so that we had every opportunity

of testing the genuineness of his conversion. His wife came to

London to see him in his sickness, and she was induced to come

to the Meetings, and there the Lord met with her and saved her

on the spot.
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The Six Sundays soon passed away, and the interest of the

working classes was unabated, upwards of four thousand thronged

the Theatre, and these a class of persons that would not go to

Church or Chapel. After much prayer to God, I decided to

engage the Theatre for seven months. The Lord put it into the

hearts of many of his dear children to subscribe funds, so that

on the very day appointed, the whole of the £60 needed to pay

the first instalment of the rent of the Theatre had come to hand;

accordingly, the contract was entered into, and on the 10th of

November, we commenced the seven months campaign, this was

the next Sunday after the termination of the six weeks engage

ment. -

THE GRENADIER.

“DEAR BROTHER IN THE LORD,-It was during your six

weeks’ engagement that I was converted in the Victoria. Theatre.

One Sunday I was going up the Cut, and I stopped at the corner

of the Victoria. Theatre, and a dear brother asked me to go in

and hear the word of God preached. I went in and heard you

preach. Afterwards went to my barracks, retired to bed, but

could not sleep; and when the time came to get up, I was worse

than ever, I was miserable. I did not know what to do; if L

had died that moment I should have gone down to hell. And

now, I know if I was to die this very moment, I should go straight

to heaven. And blessed be God, he led me into the Victoria

Theatre the next Sunday, and you were preaching from the words,

‘As Moses lifted up the serpent in the Wilderness, even so must

the Son of Man be lifted up; that whosoever believeth in him

should not perish, but have eternal life.’ And when you were

reading out the words ‘that whosoever believeth in him should

not perish, but have eternal life,” they were driven right into

my heart as I sat in the middle of the pit. I wanted to get out,

but could not, and there I remained until the service was over,

when a dear brother came and spoke to me, and asked me if I

knew the Lord; I told him that I did, that I had found the
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Lord since I had been sitting there. Blessed be God, he has

saved me from going down the road that leadeth to eternal death.

Jesus has now enlisted me into his army. It is blessed to be a

soldier for King Jesus, blessed be his holy name for what he has

done for my soul.—“J.L.”

THE SKITTLE SHARPER.

“DEAR BROTHER IN CHRIST,-I write to tell you my joy

and happiness since the night the Lord pointed me to the Saviour

in the Victoria. Theatre, and washed me in his precious blood,

for I was one of those young men that thought there was such a

lot to be done; but I thank God there is nothing to do; it was

all done on Calvary's Hill long since. The blood that flows

from the Saviour’s wounded side cleansed me, and it can cleanse

all who apply to be washed in it, and I thank God that I am out

of hell. As for my career, it has been one almost too awful to

tell, for I was one of the blackest sinners in London, frequenting

beer-shops, spending my money with harlots and thieves and

skittle sharpers; but though black as I have been, the blood of

Jesus has made me white, and I have eternal life through Jesus

Christ our Lord.—“J. H.’

THE NOVEL READER.

“DEAR SIR,-I write these few lines to tell you when I was

born again. My dear husband told me of your preaching at the

Victoria. Theatre in November, and we left home to meet a

friend, but did not meet them, and when we came to the theatre

we saw that it was open and we went in, but it being late, we

could not get a seat in any other part of the house except the

gallery, so I was anxious to come again, because I could not see

you very well so far off, so we came again the next Sunday

night, and sat in front of the stage, and heard you tell out the

life of our blessed Jesus, from the manger to the cross. I felt

very sorry that such a good man should have been so shamefully
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treated. I thought I should like to stay to the after-meeting,

to hear more about him, but my husband would not let me, so I

went home again, anxiously waiting for the next Sunday to come.

I thank God it did come at last, and that he spared me till that

time, for it was then and there for the first time I felt myself a

guilty sinner before God, and the need of a Saviour. It was at

the close of that night’s service, after a very earnest exhortation

to poor sinners to flee to Christ that the sword of conviction was

sent deeper into my heart, by the question you put to the

people, Where would their souls go to if they were to die before

morning? and that you felt deeply impressed that some one in

that house would be dead before the morning, and I thought it

would be me, and knew that I should go to hell. You and your

dear wife came and spoke to me about my soul and the love of

Jesus to poor lost sinners like to me; and that broke my heart.

But I did not find peace that night, and went home with my

conscience burdened with sin and afraid to go to sleep for fear

I should wake up in hell. But I awoke early in the morning,

and found myself still out of hell. It was about six o'clock

that I felt the fear of death was past; the sense of sin had

vanished, and all my misery of soul was now for ever vanished

by that blessed truth which entered in, that Jesus Christ had

cleansed me from all sin. Dear sir, please do not forget to pray

for my dear husband, for he is still unsaved, for it was through

him that I came to the theatre. My husband is a Roman

Catholic. And previously to my conversion I was a slave to

novel reading, devouring with avidity all the light literature of

the day. But now the Bible is my only book. —“M. C.”

“Dear Mr. CARTER,—It is now about twelve months since I

first heard you preach in the Victoria. Theatre, and for the first

time in my life I realised that Jesus died for me, that my sins

had nailed that blessed one to the cross. I had a very miserable

week, feeling myself so great a sinner that I could not be
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forgiven, on the following Sunday the Lord inclined me to re

ceive the truth as it is in Jesus, and to trust my souls salvation

on his finished work. I could not tell you how very dear Jesus

is to me now, for he loveth me at all times. My daughter too

was deeply impressed with a sense of her lost condition in

January last, and for some weeks she was very wretched, but it

pleased the ford to reveal himself to her the last Sunday in

February, during the afternoon service, ‘Come unto me, all you

that labour and are heavy laden, and I will give you rest,” broke

her heart, and bless His holy name she has been rejoicing ever

Since. —“Mrs. P. & M. P.”

VICTORIA THEATRE.

SEVEN MONTHS ENGAGEMENT.

MYSELF and helpers entered upon the seven months’ engagement

with mingled feelings of gratitude and awe. Thankful indeed

we were to God for opening the theatre for this period, but we

felt the deep solemnity of our responsibility. I never felt more

cast upon God in my life, for I knew that nothing save the

power of God could sustain the preaching of the cross; and my

settled purpose for years has been to preach Jesus and the

Resurrection only, and not to pander to the tastes of men, or

seek to amuse or win them in any other way than by the lifting

up of Jesus and telling out God’s love. We got together as

often as possible for prayer, and God helped us, and to the

confounding of the enemies of the cross, the working classes

continued to throng the theatre all through cold, fog, and rain

during the winter. On an average not less than three thousand

heard the gospel from my lips every Sunday evening, and a

steady progressive work went on, and every week fresh cases

have turned up. Men and women have been converted on the

Sunday previous, or even prior to that, of which we knew

nothing at the time. Moreover, there was not a service held,

during the winter months, but what at the close we have had

abundant cause to rejoice over men and women savingly con
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verted to God, whose altered lives have attested to the genuine

ness of the work of God in their souls. A very remarkable

phase of the work was, that scores of men and their wives have

been converted at the same time, and the majority of these from

the very lowest stratum of society, and, to use their own

expresssion, “They were the blackest sinners out of Hell.”

Hence the more marked and marvellous the change in their

lives. It is a fact patent to all that they are really converted to

God. Should the curiosity of any lead them to desire it, I will

gladly introduce them to between two and three hundred of

these changed characters who are consistent Christians now,

meeting in church fellowship in the Victoria Hall. A few

striking cases only I will cite, and then the letters from the

converts will speak for themselves.

THE WIDOW AND HER CHILDREN.

One dark, cold winter night a poor widow, with scarce any

clothing on, or shoes to her feet, and having no fire at home to sit

by, brought her two children to the theatre, one a delicate girl

of eighteen, the other an intelligent boy of fourteen. It pleased

the Lord in his grace to reveal himself to her soul, and her

daughter was shortly after converted. Some time after, on

searching into her case, we found that she had been well educated

and that her husband had been a medical man; that he had

become a lunatic, and eventually had died in an asylum. Some

time after this her youngest daughter went into a decline, and

for months wasted away and then died. This reduced her, to

beggary, and at the time I write of she was living in a garret in

utter destitution; but the Lord had purposes of love towards

her and he drew her out of her hiding place, and brought her to

the Victoria. Theatre and saved her on the spot. Some time after

this a sea Captain came to the theatre, and the Lord broke him

up and blessed his soul. I had intercourse with this dear man

afterwards, and was greatly rejoiced to find him still resting on
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the finished work of Christ. He was about to leave the London

Tock for the East Indies. I spoke to him about the widow’s

son, and he kindly paid for the lad’s outfit and took him on

board his ship. The mother is now a nurse, and the daughter

a nursemaid in a Christian family.

THE DEACON AND THE HARLOT.

One night a hoary-headed gentleman desired to speak with

me, I took him by the hand, the tears coursed each other down

his furrowed cheeks, his frame shook like an aspen leaf, “Ah !

sir,” said he, “for forty years I have been a member of a

Christian church, and for more than thirty years I have been a

deacon, but I never knew Christ.” Here his utterance was

choked, and he sobbed out, “Oh! what shall I do, what shall

I do?” I turned round and saw a poor harlot on her knees

weeping; I said, “Seest thou that woman, she is a harlot, you

must take your place side by side with her, for it is only as one

lost, ruined, wretched, and undone, that Christ can save you,

for He came to save that which was lost.” I meant this in

principle, but he took it literally, and fell on his knees be

side the poor woman, and presently light shone into both their

minds and they professed to rest upon the finished work of

Christ. Thus, the hollow-hearted professor, and the poor pol

luted harlot were saved on the spot.

A WRETCHED BACKSLIDER RESTORED.

I noticed a man very much broken up, I went to him, he

said, “I am a wretched backslider, I did run well, but I have

backslidden awfully; once I used to preach the gospel, now I am

a filthy sinner, a whoremonger, a debauchee,”—he was broken

up, we prayed for him, and he confessed his sins and after some

considerable time he was enabled to lay hold upon the truth.

“The blood of Jesus Christ, God’s son, cleanseth us from all

sin.” I have seen this man several times since and have every

reason to believe that his was a thorough case of restoration.
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IS NOT THIS A BRAND PLUCKED OUT OF THE

FIRE ) .

“MR. CARTER,-My dear brother, I am not ashamed of the

gospel of Christ, for it is the power of God unto salvation, to

every one that believeth. Up to the time of my conversion I

led as bad a life, both towards God and man, as I possibly could.

Drunkeness, fighting, rioting and thieving, were my chief amuse

ments. As a drunkard I was terrible, a month and six weeks at

a time were quite common to me, my object being to meet with

as bad companions as could be found. Of course our conversa

tion was about the most horridruffianism, —if ever I heard of a

man who could fight, I must see him, and I would half kill him

or he should half kill me. I shall bear on my head and body

the marks I received in fights as long as I live, for it did not

matter to me how big a man was—the bigger the better, and all

the more glory in giving him a thrashing, and no shamein being

beat. I have rescued many a prisoner from the police. To sup

port such a life as this I became dishonest, although in possession

of a good business. I used to cheat and pilfer not only casual

customers, but also my best friends, and on many occasions I

have wittingly received stolen property. I used to make Sunday

my chief business day. I have been imprisoned twice twenty

one days in Stafford goal, and served a term in the house of de

tention, and I have been upwards of a dozen times before a

magistrate for election riots and the like. Such a life naturally

entailed the greatest misery. I have on several occasions at

tempted to destroy my life! With all this, God was very gra

cious to me. Though I have known what it was to be poor, yet

upon the whole, I have known the greatest abundance. I was

once at sea when the vessel was struck with lightning, several

were killed, and many injured, but I was unhurt. This account

will give but a faint idea of what I really was; from the crown

of my head to the sole of my foot I was wounds and bruises, and

putrifying sores, so bad that I could not be worse. However, in

C
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December, 1861, I was buying and selling on Sunday evening

in the New Cut, when I saw a bill announcing that Mr. Carter

would preach in the Victoria. Theatre. I turned in with a com

panion to ridicule, but the words from your mouth went to my

heart; my companion pulled me out, and so prevented my stay

ing to the after-meeting. I was awfully wretched for about three

weeks, when I again went to the theatre. The subject was, ‘For

God so loved the world,’ &c, I thought I must be one of the

whosoevers, so I took God at His word, and so found peace and

happiness to my soul. The love of Christ was then shed abroad

in my heart. Up to this time I had never heard the gospel

preached, I did just know that there had been such a person as

Jesus Christ, and that was all; but now I know Him as having

borne my sins in His own body on the tree, I know him as my

beloved, I know that I shall soon see Him and be like Him, and

be for ever with Him. I desire to say, for the glory of God,

that I have quite altered my course of life; I hate that which I

used to love, and love that which I used to hate. I do not go

with my old companions to do all manner of evil, but if I happen

to meet any of them, I tell of that blessed One who loved me

and gave himself for me. I act uprightly and honest towards all

men, and provide everything I can to make my home happy.

In fact I have consecrated myself, and all I have to serve the

Lord Jesus Christ, and the longing of my heart is to see other

poor vile sinners, like I was in the enjoyment of the same bless

ing as I am, for this I am certain of, that Christ will not turn

His back on the chiefest of sinners, or else He would have turned

His back upon me.
-

“M. S.”

THE DESPERADO.

DEAR SIR,-It was in January last, that on account of the

long evenings and out of mere curiosity I walked out with

a friend for the purpose of visiting the Victoria Theatre.
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A dear brother prayed, I laughed in my sleeve thinking it all

humbug, the portion of scripture that was read, was the 6th

chapter of the Revelation. I thought that I was one that would

not be able to stand before the Almighty. I was told I must

either meet God as a Saviour or a Judge, likewise that God

loved me. Ithought it impossible for God to love me after hearing

so much about Him, when young, and then openly cursing Him.

Every word that was said during the evening it seemed to be to me

alone. I went away convinced that I was a sinner, —I went again

to the Victoria, for I found it a trouble to keep away. Each

evening I heard of Jesus’ sufferings and thought what a vile

wretch I had been,-I was anxious to stop to the after meeting,

but my companion said no, so we were about to leave the theatre,

when a young man caught hold of my arm and asked me if I

was converted, I said no, I was not, he asked me how that was,

I said I did not know, he then repeated “God so loved the world

that he gave his only-begotten Son that whosoever believeth on

him should not perish but have everlasting life,” and “the

Blood of Jesus Christ God’s Son cleanseth us from all sin.”

He begged me to come again, I promised I would, he gave me

several tracts, and shook hands with me, and that shake of the

hand seemed to me something supernatural, and I shall not

forget it as long as I live. I went away pondering over my con

dition, and thinking if I turned to Jesus I should have to give

up various schemes I had planned of getting a lucrative and dis

honest living. This caused me to forget that I might be sum

moned into the presence of the Almighty before the break of day.

I was in deep thought the whole of the week. On Sunday evening

I wanted to go to the Theatre, but my companion would not, so

I stopped at home and was very uneasy because I did not go,-the

next Sunday I stayed at home for the same reason, and thanks

be to our Heavenly Father that I went on the next Sunday

evening, and the text was “Salvation is of the Lord.” Then

again was the sufferings of our blessed Saviour pictured to us
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from his agonies in the garden to the cross—then I could see that it

was such as me had been the cause of all that agony and grief.

I prayed to God to forgive me my sins and to enable me to

overcome the difficulties I had to contend with. At the close of

the address we were told we must either meet God as a Saviour

or a Judge, that we must either have salvation or damnation,

eternal life or everlasting destruction, we were put to solemn

silence for a few moments to decide, there I had the whole of my

life come before me, a thousand thoughts rushed to my mind

during that short time, and amongst others was the verse—boast

not thyself of to-morrow for thou knowest not what a day may

bring forth. I lifted up the Publican's Prayer to the Almighty

“God be merciful to me a sinner,” it was from the very depth of

my soul, and a light shone as it were from Heaven; there I was

in the pit of the Victoria. Theatre, a sinner saved by the Grace

and Love of God, such love as I never deserved. I went home,

and my wife wanted to know what was the matter with me, she

wanted to know if I was going to die, as I had taken this sudden

change. I was rejoicing in the Lord as my God and Saviour.

I got up in the morning much lighter hearted than I had been

since I went to the Theatre, I went to work with a lot of Irish

Labourers, they all wanted to know what was the matter with

me, and one wanted to persuade me to go to the Hospital with

him,-I worked the whole of the week in this conditon, thinking

that every person on the works looked down upon me. I went

again to the Theatre, and during the evening we sung, there is

rest for the weary,-and there I found rest; for during the evening

the words came “Though your sins be as scarlet they shall be as

white as snow,” and ever since praise God I have been rejoicing

in the Lord. Even I that had been a blasphemer, thief, liar,

whoremonger, and adulterer, and every thing that was bad, and

I found peace on the Devil’s own ground; I found a Saviour

whose love was beyond degree; I found pardon which none

other could grant, but the great Jehovah, and now I sing—
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I'm a pilgrim bound for glory,

* I'm a pilgrim, going home; ,

Come and hear me tell my story,

You that love the Saviour, come.

SELF DESTRUCTION PREVENTED.

“DEAR BROTHER IN Jesus.—It was two months after Christ

mas that I, through family trials, resolved to put an end to my

life. Feeling at the time that I was doing very wrong I went into

St. Thomas's Church, Westminster Road, to ask God to forgive

me for what I was about doing—it was on a Sunday evening;

whilst there, I heard the minister quote those words in 3rd chapter

of St. John's gospel, 3rd verse, ‘Except a man be born again he

cannot see the kingdom of God. Well, I thought to myself, I

shall never be born again, so I might just as well put an end to my

wretched existence at once as not; so out of the church I went

fully determined to execute the threat I had made, for my hus

band and daughter did not expect to see me again. It was a very

wet night, so as I was near the Victoria Theatre I thought I would

take shelter in the doorway for awhile. It was the Lord who led

me there. As I stood there I was asked to go inside. I refused,

saying that religion was of no use to me just then. The man

pressed me to go in, so I went just inside, though very reluctantly.

You, sir, were at the time telling out the great love that God had

for poor sinners, and how he showed that love by giving the Lord

Jesus to die for such as me. I was at that moment convinced of

my fearful condition. All my sins from childhood stood before me;

the weight was so great that it appeared to crush me to the ground.

I fell on my knees and cried aloud to God for mercy. I had not

been long in this state when my eyes were opened, and I beheld

Jesus on the cross suffering in my stead. Immediately a ray of

light sprang into my soul, and I had such deep joy that is impos

sible to express, in believing that the mountain of sins that

just stood before me in such fearful reality, were all washed

away in the precious blood which I saw flowing in such streams

from the wounded body of the blessed Lord Jesus.”

J

‘‘ M. A.”
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A SELF RIGHTEOUS LAD.

“DEAR SIR,-About a year ago I thought to myself that I

would turn over a new leaf. Don’t you see I never went to

Christ. Well, I was depending on my own good works to take

me to Heaven for about three months, and I used to come to

the theatre Sunday after Sunday, but it never took the least

effect on me till one Sunday I had been out. I think when I

got home mother wanted me to stop, but no, I could not. Well,

I came to the theatre, and I was savingly converted on the spot.

Nothing took much effect on me, but as the Lord spoke to me

my righteousness was as filthy rags, and I was broke up, and

when I saw myself I saw that Jesus was my only righteousness,

and I felt a light break into my heart. Now I can say, because

Jesus died for me and gave himself for me, that all my sins are

cast behind His back never to be remembered against me more.

Now I conclude in saying—

“My rest is in Heaven, my rest is not here;

Then why should I murmur when trials are near?

Be hushed my sad spirit, the worst that can come

But shortens the journey and hastens me home.”

‘‘ W. C.”

FOUR IN ONE FAMILY CONVERTED.

“DEAR MR. CARTER AND BROTHER IN THE LORD JESUS

CHRIST,-My conversion was on the first Sunday in January,

1862. I went to the Victoria. Theatre as a good many more do

for a look to see what was going on, and came out again wounded;

but the devil told me I was too bad to be with Jesus, so 1 soon

forgot what I had heard, but I was very miserable all that week.

Getting drunk, swearing, and doing all that was bad, but yet

miserable. I then turned over a new leaf, I left off all my bad

ways, and I then thought I was a good man. I went to hear

you preach again the next Sunday evening, and the text was,

“God so loved the world that he gave His only begotten Son,



75

that whosoever believeth in Him shall not perish, but have ever

lasting life.’ This was repeated twice over. That whosoever

was me. I then stopped to the after meeting, and with kind

words from one or two of the brothers spoken to me about the

love of Jesus and His going to the cross for me, I was in a very

bad state of mind; I knew if I had died only one hour before I

should have been lost, but God in His rich grace saved me on

the spot. I came out of the Victoria. Theatre rejoicing in the

Lord Jesus Christ. I prayed for my sister and kindly invited

her to the theatre, and the Lord met with her and her husband;

and I am happy to say that the Lord also met with my wife at

the Victoria. Theatre and saved her never dying soul, and by the

help of God we are travelling home to Heaven together. We

had nothing to bring, nothing to pay, nothing to do but come to

Jesus just as we was, lost sinners, and He has saved us and

washed us in His blood.—W. H.”

THE SCEPTIC–A MIRACLE OF GRACE.

“DEAR BROTHER IN CHRIST, – When I was about seven

years old my mother died andthen I lost my best earthly friend,

but I believe that she is in Heaven and now we shall meet again

were parting is no more. At that time my father began to preach

the gospel, and I was in the habit of reading to him while at

work, and from reading the life of Christ, I thought that a

Christian ought to walk in his Master’s steps; but my father did

not, or walk, as I hope that the Lord will give me grace to walk,

Well, seeing this, I began to doubt the Bible, and at last disbe

lieved altogether, and when I was between 15 and 16 run away

from home and became an open unbeliever and at last believed I

had no soul. Well, I was in this state four years ago, and at

that time if any one spoke to me about religion I would tell them

it was all humbug; so you see what made mean unbeliever, and

I would say to Christians, that you are responsible to live and

walk before Christ with your children as well as before the world;
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example is better than precept. About this time also, my father

came to London and came to spend a day with me, and began to

talk about religion, and I told him just what I have written, and

he told me that in many things he had not acted like a Christian.

But the Lord had afflicted him for it, and with God’s help he

was a different man, as I could see he was. Six weeks after this.

I lost a child, and I was alone with it when it died. It died in

x my arms, and it was then that I felt convinced that I had a soul.

I was then what the world calls a good moral man, but I cannot

tell you my feelings when I became convinced that I had a soul;

but I began to drink and soon became a drunkard, and a swearer,

and lost all respect even for myself, and should have destroyed

myself and wife and four children but God in His love and mercy

kept me from doing so. The Victoria. Theatre was opened for

preaching the gospel, and I went and heard you preach for the

first time, and when I came home I said I thought you were

mad. The following Thursday I had a child taken ill, and when

the next Sunday came, I agreed to mind the sick child while my

wife went, and when she came home I asked her how she liked

the preacher, and she said that he preached the real thing. I

told her that she had a fine taste for such rubbish; but on the

next Wednesday my child died and I plunged deeper into drunk

enness and sin. A few weeks after my wife was taken ill and I

thought that she would not get over it, but bless the Lord, he

raised her up again, but I sank into a state of hopeless despair.

I was like that for some months, now and then returning to my

former life, and then plunging into drink to drown my feelings

till Ash Wednesday, when I went to the Victoria. Theatre again

and became convinced that the preacher was in the right way,

and that I was wrong, and came to the conclusion that I never

could be saved, for I was too bad. Last year when the Victoria

was opened for preaching again I began to go, and at the same

time my youngest child, six years old, was taken ill with fever.

After she had been ill nearly three weeks, and we were expecting
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her to die every hour, I was lighting the fire one morning when

I heard these words spoken in my ears, “Thy shoes shall be iron

and brass, and as thy days so shall thy strength be.’ I said to a

little girl of mine that had got up with me, ‘Did you speak?’

She said, ‘No,” and I then told her what I had heard. She re

plied, “Ah, father ! when you get them you will never have to

make a pair again,” and she began singing, “I have a father in

the promised land.’ This troubled me all day, and the next day

a Scripture reader called and I told him of it, and asked him

whether it was in the Bible, and he said it was in the 33rd

chapter of Deut., and I went to my Bible and found it. On the

Sunday this little girl was taken ill with fever, so bad that on

Monday she was insensible and never spoke till night, and then

she said she was going to see Jesus and her two sisters that she

had seen die; then she became insensible again till Wednesday

about twelve o’clock in the day. I went to her and she put her

arms up, and casting her eyes to Heaven, she whispered “My

Father !’ as if she was praying for me, and at that time I was

enabled to see Christ as my Saviour, and I fell on my knees and

told Him that He had the power to save, and He alone. I asked

him not to take the two children from me out spare me one, for

He could do so and Ibelieved he would, although the doctor said

that they could not live. After I had poured out my soul to

God, the eldest lay panting on her bed, her large blue eyes rolled

up and fixed,—those eyes spoke much of heaven, earth was passed,

but so mysterious was the triumphant brightness of that face,

that it checked my sorrow for a time, for I felt sure that she had

gone to Jesus. I had found Jesus, and was enabled to come to

Calvary’s Cross and rest by faith in Christ as my surety, for the

blood of Jesus Christ, God’s Son, cleanseth us from all sin.

The three days that followed I had never felt so before, and on

the Sunday that the funeral of my little girl took place, I seemed

made of iron and brass. I will now inform you how the Lord

answered me about my other little girl. The Lord has kept her
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alive till now, but she is paralysed on one side of the head, and

totally deaf, and is a heavy trial, but bless the Lord, he has told

me that He will never leave nor forsake me. You preached

a course of sermons some months ago, and one Sunday when I

had made up my mind that God did not intend me to find perfect

peace like some of his dear children, I went to the Victoria

Theatre, and as I was going in I heard you read those words,

“Therefore, being justified by faith, we have peace with God,

through our Lord Jesus Christ, by whom also we have accessby

faith into the grace wherein we stand and rejoice in the hope of

the glory of God.” Bless the Lord I found perfect peace, and

have never lost it, through God’s grace which has kept me, and

He has promised to keep me to the end.—J. M.”

SURREY ROOM. .

RISE AND PROGRESS OF THE CHURCH OF THEATRE CONVERTS.

FoR some time we felt that there was a needs be for a place to

hold Week Night Meetings in connection with the Theatre.

After much prayer for guidance, the only place that presented

itself was a small Room, opposite the Surrey Theatre. In this

room on the lastSunday in December, we formed the nucleus of the

Church for Theatre Converts. Thirteen including myself sat down

to the Communion. We met privately at first, but as soon as it

was known, week after week, the Candidates for fellowship were

numerous. The Church increased rapidly so that the Surrey

Room soon became too straight for us. The Gospel was preached

in this room on Monday and Tuesday, and on Thursday a Bible

Class was held by Edward Truncheon, a godly brother, who had

helped me much in the Gospel by Prayer every Sunday at the

Theatre. Anxious enquirers are always invited to remain for

conversation, and also to attend the week-night preaching in the

Auxiliary Halls connected with the Theatre, and many a broken

heart has been healed in this Surrey Room. The subjoined are

extracts from two who were brought to realize rest of soul in

this room that were awakened in the Theatre.
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CONFESSION OF A TEETOTALER.

“DEAR BROTHER IN THE LORD.—I now write to let you know

the Lord's dealings with me. Three years ago last March I was

convinced of sin in Sidmouth, Devon, and I was in great trouble

about my soul, and I went to the minister that I was convinccd

under; but instead of pointing me to the Saviour just as I was,

he tried to put me in the way to make myself fit for Christ by

becoming a teetotaller, which I did for a while, but it proved a

failure, and I became a most miserable drunkard, and since I

have been in London, the agony of soul that I have been in I

cannot form into language. I had always got hell before me. My

state of mind was so bad that I had another trial at teetotalism,

and after awhile I began to get self-righteous; but thank the

Lord, during the time you had the Theatre for six weeks I was

led to the Theatre, and there the very thing that I was depending

upon for my salvation was brought to nothing. The words were

just these, ‘You may lop off this sin and that sin, you can be a

teetotaller and do all that is right in the sight of the world, and go

to hell at last. You must come to Christ and know the power of

His blood to wash away your sins. God, by His Holy Spirit,

sent it home to my soul. I cannot tell you the sufferings of my

soul from that time until I got peace. But one Sunday morning

as I was going to the Borough Road Chapel I met one of the

brothers, and he invited me up to the Surrey Room, and, thanks

be to God and to my blessed Saviour, I there and then found

peace throngh His blood. That morning you read the 23rd

chapter of St. Luke, blessed be God, He led me by His Spirit to

follow Jesus from Pilate's bar to the cross, by faith, and by the

eye of faith I saw Jesus hanging on the tree. I seemed to ask

why they nailed him to the tree, and the answer seemed to come to

my soul as if God had spoken to me and said, ‘It was thy sins

that nailed him there.” That very moment the thought came to

me that if my sins were nailed there then I must be free. And

now I say this before God, and He is my witness, that through
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His grace I have been kept to this day from fears or doubts,

because I believe God's Word to be truth. “He that believeth on

the Son hath everlasting life. Oh! that I may be always doing

that which is pleasing in His sight. I pray that God may give

me grace to walk more close to my blessed Saviour and to follow

his footsteps more. My dear brother I send you this that you may

have fellowship with my joys in Christ.” |

“W. B.”

A MOTHER AND DAUGHTER.

“DEAR SIR,-It is with pleasure I send you a short account:

of my own conversion, together with my dear and only daugh

ter’s. I must first tell you, sixteeen months back I was laid on

a bed of sickness, which brought me to a sense of my state and

danger, well knowing that if I died then I was not prepared to

meet my God. I promised myself if the Lord would restore me

I would try and fit me for His presence, thinking I must do

something to obtain Salvation, not seeing the work was fully

done on the Cross and trusting to the blood of the blessed Jesus.

As soon as the Victoria. Theatre was opened on Sundays, I felt a

great wish to go, and have been very much blessed under your

preaching ever since. While attending the Surrey Room I

found rest for my soul from that beautiful text in the 3rd chapter

of John’s Gospel, 16th verse—“For God so loved the world that

he gave His only Begotten Son, that whosoever believeth in

Him should not perish, but have everlasting life. I felt myself

to be one of the whosoevers. and took shelter under the precious

blood of Jesus to cleanse me from all sin. Having been so much

blessed myself, I felt a great desire to see my Emma brought to

the Lord, and He very graciously answered my prayers, for last

Whit Sunday she was convicted of sin, and on the Monday

evening was led to find rest in Jesus through the very same text

in the 3rd of John. May the Lord be pleased to hear our

prayers on behalf of her father. Bless the Lord, we have a
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good hope through grace to bear us up in the midst of trials,

temptation, and sometimes much poverty. When young I had

all I could wish for in this world but nothing in the next, now

I am poor in this world’s goods, but I hope for an inheritance

above, where sorrow and sighing are no more. May the Lord

grant the same to all your hearers. With feelings of much

respect to you and your beloved partner,

‘‘ E. F.”

WALWORTH ROOM.

When we found that the Surrey Room was not equal to accom

modate the people that came, I searched for another place and

found a Temperance Hall, about one mile from the Theatre,

capable of holding 200 persons, which we named the Walworth

Room. I opened this room for nightly testimony, and the

Gospel has been preached here by my helpers with more or less

success ever since. Many who have got convicted in the Theatre,

in this Room have realized settled peace through faith in the

finished work of Christ.

A MORAL WOMAN.

“DEAR BROTHER,-I have continually heard the gospel

preached, but never so plainly as in the Victoria. Theatre.

About the beginning of the present year, 1862, I first went to the

theatre out of curiosity to hear you preach. You were preaching

from John iii. 16. I was awakened, and continued in great dis

tress for about six weeks, and could not sleep night or day. I

went down one night to the Walworth Room—Mr. — was

preaching—and as I went in he was saying, “Blessed are they

that have not seen and yet have believed.” I found peace imme

diately, and have been happy ever since. I know that my sins

are forgiven, because Jesus died on the cross to save me. I feel

that I have been a sinner, or I should need no Saviour—I used

to call myself a moral woman till I heard you preach. When I
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used to go to chapel I thought I would fling off first one sin and

then another, and really thought I could go to Heaven by my

works. I am now going to Heaven by the Lord Jesus Christ.”

M. C.

THE FATHER, SON, AND DAUGHTER.

“DEAR SIR.—With pleasure I now write to let you know a

little about my conversion. It is about ten months ago since it

pleased the Lord to take my brother and me to the Victoria Thea

tre, and we thank and praise the Lord that he did take us there,

and also we bless the Lord for sending you, His servant, to preach

His gospel there. We heard that “Mr. W. Carter was going to

preach at the Victoria Theatre, so we went to hear what you had

to say. We went several Sunday nights afterwards. One night

you gave notice that you were going to open the Walworth room

on the following Tuesday night, and you invited as many as could

to come. It pleased the Lord to take me there that night, and at

the after meeting you came and pointed me to my Saviour, and I

found peace and I am rejoicing in the Lord ever since. ‘Glory,

honour, praise and power, be unto His name for ever and ever.

Amen.” M. S.”

DEAR SIR.—I attended at the Victoria. Theatre for several

months, and it pleased the Lord to shew me my lost state and dan

ger, I was in a most wretched state for some weeks, but I did not

let any one know it. Some of the brothers in the Lord spoke to

me at different times, but I did not like it, and I tried to escape

being spoken to; yet the desire of my heart was to be saved,

I thought I should alter my life before I could be accepted, so I

commenced by leaving off those sins which were most dear to me.

and I gained the mastery over them for a while, but in time of

temptation I could not stand, for I was resting on my own strength

which I found was not sufficient. But it pleased the Lord to hum

ble me and help me to look away from self and trust my soul's

salvation entirely to him. Dear sir, I have often heard those blessed
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words spoken from your lips and from several of the brethren also,

“Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ, and thou shalt be saved.'

Acts, 12th chap. 31 ver. And blessed be the name of the Lord I

found peace while repeating the same words. It was on the 20th

of April last, in the morning, I was going to hear Mr.——

preach, and it pleased the Lord to ease me of my burden as I was

walking along the road; it was a heavy burden, and I thank the

Lord for bearing it away from me. Sir, I remain, your beloved

brother in the Lord, R. S.”

“DEAR SIR.—It pleased the Lord to bring our father to the Vic

toria. Theatre, after our conversion, and one night at the Victoria

Hall, it pleased the Lord to speak peace to his soul. It is about

four months since. We join in praising God for his many mercies

and for His unbounded love to us poor sinners in the salvation of

our souls. And we thank God for you, His servant, who has been

instrumental in His hand to the salvation of so many precious souls.

May the Lord use you still further to the salvation of many precious

souls, and may He bless you and family in your own souls, is my

sincere desire.—Amen.” (These three persons compose one family

from Cork, Ireland). “R. S.”

“DEAR SIR,—I will pass over fifty-nine years of my life, and

only say that I was one of the vilest of sinners, and everything

that was bad, until the 13th of February last, when it pleased

the Lord to stop me in my mad career. I had been to Kingsland,

and as I returned home I heard a dear brother preaching at the

corner of the Walworth-road. I could go no farther, but fol

lowed him to the Walworth-room, where he preached from the

23rd chapter of St. Luke, and as he was speaking all my sins

rose up before me like mountains, I felt that my sins had nailed

that blessed Saviour to the cross; and as our dear brother was

pointing to the cross I looked up and saw the dear dying Saviour

on the cross, he seemed to look at me with an eye of pity, and at

that moment I felt such a calm glow come over me, I felt such a
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beautiful sensation that I cannot describe; all seemed peace

within me; I felt as if I was rooted to the seat. Our dear bro

ther came to me and spoke words of peace and prayed for me,

and then for the first time in my life I found real peace; and,

thanks be to our blessed Saviour, I can say that I know my

sins are pardoned through the blood of the Lamb; and I feel,

if it should be the Lord’s will to take me from this world of sor

row, that my soul will find eternal rest in Jesus; and my earnest

prayer is that you may be long spared to guide the steps of poor

sinners to Christ.

‘‘A. M. E.”

TESTIMONY OF YOUNG CONVERTS

IN THE VICTORIA THEATRE.

THE Lord still prospered the work in the theatre, and, be

it told to the praise and glory of God’s grace, He continued

to give power in testimony. My labours were abundant and

incessant. During these months, every week I was engaged in

testimony in various parts of the provinces; I invariably left

London on Tuesday, sometimes travelling two and three hundred

miles, preaching that same night, also on the Wednesday and

Thursday, returning to London on Friday. Twice I was so

prostrated after these labours, that I was confined to my room

and unable to leave it; but when the Sunday night came,

having no one equal to take my place in the theatre, I left my

bed and went in a cab direct, scarcely able to stand, but the Lord

helped me on both these occasions. Wondrous blessings followed

the word preached, and I sustained no harm. I was often

pressed to take engagements in the country on the Sunday, but

refused, owing to the Victoria. Theatre; but the Lord gave very

great blessing at Kendal, where I laboured for three nights in

January. I was invited to Windermere, and pressed very much

to remain over Sunday. I also was very solicitous myself of

visiting Kendal once more. After much prayer, I decided to

remain one Sunday away from London; accordingly, I arranged
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for my dear helper, Mr. Truncheon, to superintend the Sunday

night service in the theatre, and I appointed several of the dear

young converts to tell the tale of their own conversion. On this

Sunday night, while preaching at Windermere, my thoughis

were in the Victoria. Theatre; and thankful I was to receive the

following letter from a friend, giving a brief account of the

night's proceedings.

“DEAR BROTHER CARTER,-I now proceed to give you an ac

count of the meeting held in the Victoria Theatre, according to

the best of my ability. This must of necessity, be a very meagre

one, for I do not believe there is a man in the world, be his

talents ever so great, or his reporting powers ever so superior,

who could give you anything like even a very faint resemblance

of the proceedings of last evening. Some time before the doors

were opened, the people began to congregate before the place.

By the time the service was begun the house was nearly filled,

gallery included. Before the first Hymn was sung through, every

nook and corner appeared choked up, and requests were sent up

to us on the stage to ask the people to push up closer, this we

did, and “Still there was [not] room.” Hundreds, I am as

sured, went away disappointed. After prayer, a second Hymn

was sung.

“Mr. Truncheon then made a few remarks. He said although it

was more than probable that the dear young converts who had

been appointed to speak would not be able to tell out one half of

what they felt, yet the work of the Lord in their hearts was not

the less real. They had been saved by believing in Jesus, and it

was indeed a blessing to know that what Jesus did once He did

for ever. God, by the power of the Holy Ghost, had given unto

these dear ones, eternal life through Jesus Christ our Lord, so

that now, whatever they might be able to say or not to say would

not interfere with the fact of their salvation. He believed how

ever, that God would, out of that number, pick out some one,
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two, or more, who would be endowed with power from on High

so to testify of Jesus that all who left the theatre would be left

without excuse, if they departed without a knowledge of Christ as

their Saviour. God means to have His work done, and according

to His own sovereign will He picks out his own men to do it.

He takes hold of a collier, a chimney sweep, or whoever he thinks

proper, and sends them to deliver the message of mercy to the

people. God does as seemeth him good. God takes up the weak

things of this world to confound the wise. A verse or two was

then sung, after which,

‘‘ Mr. M. , the woodcutter, rose and said—My dear friends,

I am no speaker, I can’t undertake to give you an address, but

there’s one thing I feel I can do, I can testify to you that God

has power on earth to forgive sins. When God first led me into

the theatre, He led me to see that I was a lost sinner, and while

the preacher was lifting up Jesus I saw that it was Life for a look.

Blessed be God, He saved me there and then on the spot, and

ever since that time, the last twelve months, have been the hap

piest time of my life. There’s no mistake about my being con

verted. You ask my partner in life, or my neighbours, any

of them, and they will soon tell you that I am altogether an al

tered man. And now dear friends, God says, “Look unto me

and be ye saved.” Religion is not a melancholy thing, its the

happiest thing in the world. May God help every one present to

turn to Jesus to night, and then you will find that there is “Life

for a look at the crucified one, there is life at this moment for

thee.”

“The Hymn, There is Life for a Look, &c., was sung very

blessedly.

“Mr. B—, the sailor, then spoke thus—Glory be to Jesus,

I can prove that there is life for a look. I know that I have been

as bad a sinner as any one here, and God saved me through

looking to Jesus. It was one Sunday evening, after I had been

drinking that the Lord led me to the theatre. I had made up
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my mind to go to Westminster, but instead of that, I turned and

went over Blackfriars Bridge. As I was walking along I hap

pened to see the people going into the Surrey Theatre, so I thought

I would just go in too and see what was going on. In I went,

and heard our dear brother Carter preach from, ‘God so loved

the world that he gave His only begotten Son, that whosoever

believeth in Him shall not perish but have everlasting life.’

Blessed be God, before I left that place I knew that I was one of

those whosoevers. I believed that Jesus died for me. I got a

sight of Jesus crucified, and there and then found peace

through believing in Him. I did nothing. I couldn’t do nothing,

and my friends, you can’t do nothing, and blessed be God, there’s

nothing left for you to do. Jesus has done it, done it all a long

time ago. Its not doing, its believing. Oh! dear friends, we

must all appear before the judgment seat of Christ. Every knee

must bow, and every tongue confess that Jesus Christ is Lord to

the glory of God the Father. Beye therefore ready, for in such

an hour as ye think not, the Son of man cometh.

“Hymn, The Gospel Ship.

“Mr. L—, the soldier, then said a few words, thus—Dear

Friends, its now about fifteen weeks ago that I was walking

about, not knowing what else to do. I came into this place, I

felt myself to be a sinner, I was saved on the spot, Glory be to

God! I have a good deal to put up with in the barracks and

amongst my wicked comrades, but I kneel down and ask the Lord

to help me, and blessed be His holy name, it is as the Scripture

says. Christ for me, Christ for me, and if there’s any poor

sinner here like I was, may he be brought to Jesus to night.—

Amen.

‘‘ Mr. C , the fish smoker, said—My Friends, its now

about twelve months since God washed my sins away in the

blood of Jesus, and now I know that if I was to die to night I

should go straight to Heaven. The Lord bless you all.—Amen.

“Hymn, There is a Fountain.
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“THE PRINTER LAD, T. M. , then said—It was on the

29th January last year, that the Lord led me to the theatre. I

know that God did take me there, although I did not know at

that time how it was He dealt thus with me. On the morning

of the day I am now speaking of, I felt very miserable. After

dinner I went with my companions to the Serpentine, and oh!

if you had known what I felt while there. I felt that if the ice

had broke and let me in I should have gone right through the

water straight down to hell. And so would you, my dear friends,

if you are out of Christ. If you were to die on your seats where

you are sitting, you would drop right into hell. After tea I did

not feel inclined to go out with my companions as usual, and

they laughed at me and said they supposed I was going to church

or to chapel. However, I went to the Surrey Theatre. When

I got there, the house was crowded. Well the word went home

to my heart that night. The Lord did indeed, speak to me.

After preaching, a brother came and spoke to me. He wanted

to know how matters stood between my soul and God. I could

not tell him, my heart was too full for that. He spoke to me of

Christ, he told me of the sufferings He endured for sinners like

to me. He pictured to me how shamefully they treated Him

when they took Him before Pilate’s bar; how he was buffetted,

spit upon, scourged. Why talk of the ‘cat-o’-nine-tails,’ dear

friends, what is that compared with what Jesus had to pass

through. Oh! what bruises were made in His blessed back.

Oh! to think of that cruel crown of thorns, that reed which was

used to beat those long thorns deeper, into His blessed brow.

See Him going up that hill, bearing his own cross, and fainting

under the heavy load. There is love for you and for me. See

Him thrown down upon that cross, nailed to it, lifted up and

thrust into the hole which had been dug for it. Hear Him cry,

“Father forgive them, they know not what they do.” Ah! my

old companions, often now, when I hear you ask God to strike

you blind, or to strike you down dead, I think I hear the blessed
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Jesus say, ‘Father forgive them, they know not what they do.’

Oh! may God save you to night. Oh! do stay behind and let

us point you to Jesus. Don’t go away unsaved, gladly would I,

if I could, carry you in my arms to my Saviour, but if not, if

you will not come to him, then—

My old companions fare ye well,

I will not go with you to hell;

I mean with Jesus Christ to dwell,

Fare ye well, fare ye well.

And oh! if my dear parents are here to night, do come to Jesus,

CoME To NIGHT, CoME Now, DoN'T PUT IT or F, and all you poor

sinners here come, He will not cast you out. Believe in the

Lord Jesus Christ, believe in Him, believe now and you shall be

saved. . . .

“After singing the Hymn, Laden with guilt, sinners arise,

“THE LITTLE APPRENTICE Boy, WILLIAM G. , stood up,

and amidst the most profound silence, spoke as follows—My dear

friends, I stand up before you to night as a mere ram’s-horn. I

have nothing whatever to boast of as to myself. Christ has done

it all. It was on the 27th January, last year, that the Lord met

with me, and now I can thank Him for it. I was going on the

broad road to hell, but God stretched forth his long arm and

saved me, and now I ask all you in this theatre to night, are you

saved? wHAT THINK YE or CHRIST, are you saved? If not,

Oh! flee from the wrath to come. Oh ! I ask you, will you give

your hearts to God to night? There's one of my dear sisters

here, and I ask you, Will YoU give YoUR HEART to God To NIGHT!

HARRIET GARTH, OH ! HARRIET GARTH, I want YoU to give

YoUR HEART to CHRIST To NIGHT. Oh! HARRIET GARTH, ifYou

Do NoT give YoUR HEART to JESUS—if you do not Bow your

KNEE to CHRIST To NIGHT, it may be for ever too late. WoRK

ING MEN OF THE SouTH OF LONDON, I ask you, wiLL YoU Bow To.

CHRIST To NIGHT. There's some of my old companions here.

Will YoU come to JESUs To NIGHT! Will you BE sAvED ! Oh!
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WILLIAM DICKENSON, will YoU give your heart to Christ To

NIGHT! WILLIAM DICKENSON, you must excuse me, but the

Lord has told me to ask you here, Will you give your heart to

God in this theatre to night ! Oh! believe in the Lord Jesus

Christ and thou shalt be saved, for the Lord has declared that

wHosoevKR believeth shall be saved. “He that believeth on the

Lord hath everlasting life, and he that believeth not the Son

shall not see life, but the wrath of God abideth on him. The

wrath of God abideth on him. THE WRATH OF GOD ABIDETH

oN HIM. Oh! sinner, because there is wrath, beware lest He

take thee away with His stroke, then a great ransom cannot de

liver thee. Oh! sinner, What think ye of Christ? Oh! sinner,

GoD LOVES YOU. Oh! sinner, GoD IS WILLING TO SAVE YOU

Now, on this 9th of March, 1862. Will you come to Jesus? you

must have to do with him. Ah! if you reject Christ and are

lost, well might you cry out, “Rocks fall on us, mountains hide

us:” but it will be of no use. You that are hiding up in the

boxes there, Christ will drag you out of your hiding places. Oh !

dear friends, prepare to meet thy God. May the Lord save you

to night. You may be saved. SALVATION IS FREE | . Its only

to believe in the Lord Jesus Christ, and THOU SHALT BE SAVED.

“Theeffect was thrilling, ‘the DAY alone, Ibelieve, “will de

clare” how many will have to bless God throughout Eternity for

this night's meeting. A large number remained behind, and

many, very many, professed to find peace through believing in

Jesus. To enumerate the various cases would be impossible, I

may mention a few.—

“A man who had been in the habit of attending the theatre

during the winter, said, ‘I’ve been here a good many times, but

I’ve got it now. The Lord's done it to night, He's finished me

off at last,’ and sure enough he was rejoicing in God through a

crucified Saviour. -

“A well dressed female was sitting in the pit with her veil

drawn over her face. She was sobbing like a child. ‘Oh!” she

*
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said to the brother who spoke to her, “While that dear boy was

speaking I thought my very heart would break. I tried to get

out, but could not. Oh! I am such a sinner.” “How long have

you felt yourself to be such a sinner ?’ ‘Oh! only while I have

been here to night.’ This dear soul went away saved, and came

up to the Surrey Room, on Monday night, and witnessed a good

confession. -

“‘Well,” said a man, ‘I can’t tell how it is that I am here,

I didn’t want to come. After I got to the door I tried to go

back, but could not. I have long wanted to be saved, but thought

I had not repented enough of my former wickedness, but I see

now, if what you say be true, I am safe, for I do believe in Jesus.’

“A poor man, who confessed that he was a thief, had robbed

his master, broken up his home, and had become a poor wanderer

was in deep distress about his soul. He had turned into Newman

Hall’s chapel in the morning, and had there heard of the salva

tion of the dying thief, and now to night had wandered into the

theatre and had again been told of the poor thief's being saved.

“Was it so,” he asked, “could it really be that there was salva

tion for such as he, by believing in Jesus? He went away’ he

said, “trusting his soul to Jesus, and would leave the rest to

Him.”

“A dear working man, in a flannel jacket, said, ‘Yes, I

really can trust HIM to night, I do believe now that Jesus died

for me.’ -

“Two young girls were sitting in the pit, listening attentively

to what was being said by a brother to an anxious soul close by.

On being spoken to, one said, ‘Yes, sir, we do indeed feel our

selves to be sinners, and we wish to find Jesus.” A suitable word

was given to them, and the brother, in passing on, was caught

hold of by

“A dear woman who was in distress, not about her own soul,

for she was saved, but that of her boy, who was with her, a lad

about fourteen years of age. ‘He’s a good boy, sir, she said,
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and reads his Bible and goes to chapel with me and attends his

school very regularly; but he feels to night that he is not safe in

Jesus.” The brother pointed this dear lad to some of those pas

sages of God's own word, which so clearly show that Salvation

is of the Lord, and has no doubt that God enabled him to trust

only to Jesus.

“A man and his wife were there, who have attended the

theatre much, and have also been many times to the Surrey

Room, before the brother could get to them, the man looked up

and laughed, and said, ‘It’s all right, sir, we’ve got it.’

“The great want was suitable brethren and sisters to speak

to the anxious ones. Finding that there were too many to be

spoken to singly, it was suggested that all should be gathered

together, and that Brother Truncheon should speak to them

collectively. He did so, and much blessing resulted therefrom.

“In Haste,

“Yours, &c.,

WESTMORELAND.

The subjoined is a letter which I wrote to a friend on my re

turn to London, relative to the work of God in Westmoreland,

which I have no doubt will be interesting to the reader:--

WINDERMERE.

DEAR BROTHER,-I was in Westmoreland for a fortnight, at

Windermere and Kendal, and you will be pleased to hear of the

gracious work which the Lord wrought in those places. I arrived

in Windermere on the 4th of March; and we held meetings

every night that week, in the Assembly Rooms, capable of

holding not more than 300 persons. This place was far too

straight for the people who flocked to hear the gospel, and this

being so scattered a population makes it the more remarkable.

During these meetings, the Lord's presence and blessing were

realized in a truly blessed manner. Some of the very vilest

sinners in the neighbourhood, and also some of the most re
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spectable, nominally religious persons, were broken up and

brought to Christ, the Lord giving them a true sight and sense

of their guilt and danger.

· AN EVENING PARTY.

On the Saturday evening, R—-— S , Esquire, my host

invited a number of Christians, and others, to tea and social

intercourse, at his own house. About sixty were present in his

drawing-room, and the Lord’s power was upon us. I spoke a

word, chiefly to the building up and edifying of Christians, from

John xxi., dwelling especially on the Lord's words to Peter,

“Lovest thou me more than these!” (I believe that “these”

meant the fishes which were spread out before the disciples, for

surely the Lord would never incite envy in the minds of the

disciples by setting one before another.) After explaining this

scripture, I begged the company present to take this question

personally to themselves, as from the Lord, “Lovest thou me

more than these?” Answer it to Jesus. Now, you know, and the

Lord knows what “these” are in your own case. They are not

fishes with you, but houses, perhaps, or lands, or gold, or silver,

or, in short, any object that may rival Christ in your affections.

While pressing home these truths, the Lord wrought most power

fully on the minds of all present. Dr. began to sob aloud.

He was fairly broken up. The world had hitherto had a powerful

hold on him. He had been a regular attendant at church, and

a most upright man, but had never been converted, never known

his sins forgiven through faith in the precious shed blood of

Christ. But now the Lord had cut the strings of all that bound

him to earth. He was brought there and then on the spot to

Christ, and when I went and spoke to him, in the presence of all

the people, I found him deeply impressed by a sense of the love

of Christ. God had given him a sight of Jesus, and his heart

was filled with joy and peace through believing. It was indeed

a touching scene; many were weeping. Captain——, only very
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recently brought to Christ, came up to his friend, took hold of

his hand, and sobbing aloud, said, in broken accents, “Old

fellow, I’m glad to see it, I’m glad to see it.” The company broke

up, I believe, never to forget that evening party. On the Sunday,

it was a blessed day. Many were converted. I had to leave

on Monday for Kendal, where I was appointed to preach, but

it was thought wise to get together those who had been converted

in Windermere and meet them for tea. My dear wife stayed at

this meeting, while I went on to Kendal. Sixty-four present in

that social meeting boldly testified that God for Christ’s sake had

pardoned all their sins; and that they could rest upon the fin

ished work of Christ on the cross.

KENDAL.

At Kendal the Lord was with us. I had visited this town

some six weeks before, and had much blessing, so that the

peole were somewhat prepared for these services. I preached in

the Town-hall for some nights, and the place was densely packed.

The partitions were taken down; and the various rooms ad

joining the hall were also crowded, and every spot that could

be made available for standing-room, even down to the street.

The Lord gave power in testimony, and the most blessed results

followed. It would be impossible for me to enumerate the many

cases of conversion which came under our notice. Suffice it to

say, that we could scarcely get to close the meetings. On

Wednesday, we were there until after eleven, and on Thursday

till past midnight. In these meetings there was the entire

abscence of all excitement, but there was the calm, solemn,

realized presence of God.

TEA MEETING.

STIRRING SCENE AT A RAILWAY STATION.

On the Friday, a tea-meeting was given to those that had

received blessing in these meetings, to which the dear friends

from Windermere were also invited. Upwards of 300 sat down



95

to tea in Fell-side School-room. In the evening we had social

intercourse, and liberty was given to any to speak who had

received blessing. Upwards of sixty spoke, and testified that

God for Christ's sake had pardoned all their sins. At the close

of the meeting, I proposed that the Kendal friends should escort

those from Windermere down to the railway-station, for a

special train had been hired for them. About 400 of us

marshalled through the town to the station, singing as we went

“The coming of Jesus, oh! sinner, draws near.” This was

given out two lines at a time, together with a solemn scripture,

calculated to arrest the attention of the unconverted. After a

word of prayer in the station, the Windermere friends got into

the train, and we sung altogether the hymn, “In loudest strain

this note shall swell,” &c.; and while singing this the train

carried them away. -

The company now dispersed, and I hurried to my lodgings,

exceedingly tired. Scarcely had I taken off my boots, however,

before I heard singing; the whole of the Kendal people had

gathered in front of the house, and my host came in and said,

“It’s no use, they won’t go away until they have seen you and

bidden you good night. I went down in my slippers, and after

speaking a few words, asked them to be satisfied with my bidding

them good night altogether, when they struck up singing,

“Shall we ever all meet again.” After this they quietly dis

persed, and I retired, weary in body, but praising the Lord for

the manifest blessing He had vouchsafed through the preaching

of Jesus.

THE CHURCH OF THEATRE CONVERTS

REMOVED TO THE VICTORIA HALL.

The Surrey Room had now become too straight for the Church,

and increased accommodation was indispensable. We cried to

the Lord for guidance, and just at this time while waiting on

God, a friend came and told me of a large Hall, that was to be

let, contiguous to the Victoria. Theatre, capable of holding six
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hundred persons. I looked at it, saw that it was just the place,

and at once engaged it. It was very remarkable, that the next

week after I had engaged this Hall, the Theatre was of necessity

closed for re-decorations, and no large place could be obtained

in the neighbourhood, so we were compelled to announce that

the ordinary service, held in the Theatre, for that one Sunday,

would be held in the Victoria Hall. But we had no seats for

the people to sit on. The next morning while waiting upon

God for supplies, a letter came to hand from a dear brother, who

WaS converted.through the word preached from my lips in the

country, enclosing a cheque for £50, placing it at my own dis

posal without restriction. I thanked the Lord, and at once gave

orders for the necessary quantity of benches, they were all

finished before the next Sunday. This fifty pounds enabled

me to fit up the hall very comfortable. On the next Sunday

evening, every available spot was occupied. I preached inside

the Hall, and two dear brethren preached outside to many hun

dreds, and very great blessing followed the testimony.

TEIE SUNDAY TRADER,

AND HIS FAMILY.

The Church removed to this Hall on Good Friday, on which day

we had a Convert’s Tea Meeting. Near four hundred were

present, and a memorable evening it was. The testimony

from the dear young converts was delightful, one man rose

and said, “I shall have reason to bless God throughout eter

nity, that ever he opened the Victoria.Theatre for preaching the

Gospel. I was one of the vilest sinners out of hell.” The

Sunday that I went into the Theatre, I was buying and selling

in the New Cut. That night God convicted me of sin, my

companions dragged me out of the Theatre, and would not let

me stay to the after meeting, but I had no rest night or day

until I went again to the Theatre, and there I got a saving sight

of Jesus, and I have been a happy man ever since. My wife also



97

is converted. My little girl of seven years of age of late has

often waked us up at night by her crying, and when we have asked

her what she has been crying for, the answer has been, “Oh !

because Jesus suffered so much for me when he hung on the

cross.” His utterance was choked, and he sat down.

A VERY GREAT SMOKER.

Alad then rose and said, “Oh ! Sir, I was very bad boy, a com

panion of the most depraved. The Sunday that I got converted,

I was down by the canal with my companions gambling andsmok

ing,” and then, with a knowing shake of the head, and a signifi

cant look at me, he said, “Oh, Sir, I was a very great smoker.”

At night I went into the Victoria. Theatre to have a look, but the

Word went home to my heart. I felt myself a great sinner; and

when I saw Jesus lifted up on the cross, the sight of Him broke

my heart. One of the brothers came and spoke to me, and read

the Scriptures to me, and I was enabled to rest my soul for sal

vation on the finished work of Christ. I went home happy,

and told my father and mother what a Saviour I had found, and

I have been preaching Jesus to them ever since. Here is my

father, and he is converted, but my mother is still keeping the

shop open on Sundays. I pray that God will shut that shop up.

Mother declares she wont give up Sunday trading.” Then turn

ing to his father, he said, “And we wont give mother up, will

we, father?” Here the father sobbed out, “No, no.” The

little fellow then fell on his knees and prayed in a most touching

way for the salvation of his mother. The whole assembly was

moved to tears. The father came to me and said, “Oh, sir,

you have made a man of my boy.” About forty testified that

God for Christ's sake had pardoned their sins, and many of the

unconverted relatives of the young converts who were present

were savingly brought to Christ.
- -
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VICTORIA THEATRE.

MORE ANSWERS TO PRAYER.

Shortly after this I was reminded that the remaining one hun

dred pounds for the rent of the Victoria. Theatre would soon be

due. We all began to cry to the Lord for funds. I also wrote

to a few friends that I knew were deeply interested in this work

and they readily responded, so that before the day of payment

all the money, and a little over, had come to hand, and thanks

giving abounded in all our hearts to God for his kindness and

grace

THE IRON BRIDGE FITTER.

LETTER FROM A YOUNG CONVERT FROM ITALY.

“Ancona, Italy, July 28th, 1862.—MY DEAR AND MUCH

BELovED PASTOR,-For so I might call you, I dare say that you

will be surprised at hearing from me in this remote part of the

globe. My name is D. C., the young man that was broken up

one Friday evening. I worked at the Railway Bridge, at Batter

sea, as a fitter. I am out here for a firm in the City of London,

A. Scharcon and Co., merchants, 24, Leadenhall Street, putting

iron bridges up for the railway between Ancona and Naples.

There are eleven men and three boys with me from England,

and I have much pleasure in telling you that I got them together

in my bed-room for Bible reading and prayer. This was only

last night for the first time, although some were out drinking;

but I hope by the grace of God, I shall catch them before many

days. Please give my love to Thomas T , one of your breth

ren at the Lord’s table. I should like to be there with you, but

circumstances alter our wishes; but I hope in the course of twelve

months I shall be home, God willing, to join you. I often think

of you and Mrs. Carter, and I hope you will pray for me that

God might pour His blessing upon me and this little flock of

Englishmen out here, and may they return to their native land

converted to Christ. I shall never forget the words that you
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spoke from, “I, if I be lifted up, will draw all men unto me.”

What a glorious thing that Christ was lifted up for me. Oh !

happy day that fixed my choice. I have three of your little

hymn books, and I shall find them very useful I hope; and I

have some very good books to lend my mates. Dear sir, I hope

I shall be able to have a week with you, wherever you are, when

I return. I hope you are still saving many souls, and the work

of our Master going on gloriously. Sir, I hope that you have

called upon my poor old father and mother, for I think a work of

the Lord’s might be wrought there if some one was to call. They

are both about 70 years old. I should like you to call and see

my wife and family. Mrs. Carter was speaking to her one night

at Battersea which made a great impression upon her, and I

only wish Mrs. Carter would go again, I think it would do a deal

of good; but I know you are very busy now, sir. I conclude,

wishing you health and prosperty as long as you both live, still

remaining yours in Christ, and hoping to see you soon, D.C.”

CONVERSION OF A CARD PLAYER AND

BLASPEHEMER.

“DEAR SIR,-Though I am only a young man, I feel I am a

great sinner. I have been every thing that is bad—a drunkard,

a skittle and card player, and a blasphemer. I heard that Mr.

Carter was preaching at the Victoria. Theatre, and out of curiosity

I came to hear him, about six months ago. The first night I

was broke up, and when in bed could not sleep. I jumped out

of bed, fell on my knees, and cried unto the Lord. I could not

get peace for a long while. I kept crying, ‘God save me, I am

a sinner !” I believe that God did pardon my sins that very

night. I was in deep darkness because of my sins, but God

shone in upon my soul, and I have been rejoicing in the Lord

ever since. I have since brought my brother to the theatre, and

he now professes to have got peace from the Lord.—J. E. H.”
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CONVERSION OF A DRUNKARD.

“DEAR MR. CARTER,-I am a youngman who has kept very

bad company. I have sometimes got drunk along with my shop

mates. I was open to great temptation because if I was wanted

by my mates to drink with them and did not, they would call

me all the bad names they could lay their tongues to, and this

often induced me to drink and keep bad company when I should

not. I came about seven weeks ago to the Victoria. Theatre on

a Sunday evening. I had often been there of a week night to

see the play. You were preaching on the night I first came to

hear you, from “God so loved the world that he gave His only

begotten Son, that whosoever believeth inHim should not perish,

but have everlasting life.” When I heard that unbelievers

could not enter the Kingdom of Heaven but that they would be

damned, and were standing on the brink of hell and would sink

for ever into the flames, I feared lest I should be lost. I went

home, got my testament, and that night read the Gospel of John

right through. I felt a little happier, and again went to the

theatre the next Sunday. I got more peace. I then went to

the Victoria Hall of a week night, and I have been happy ever

since. I believe my sins are forgiven because Jesus died upon

the Cross to save sinners, and I believe he died for me.—G. H.”

MY DEAR BROTHER IN THE LORD,-It was on the eighth of

June, when you had a collection for the poor Lancashire Men

and Women and Children, that I went to the Victoria. Theatre,

and there the Lord converted my soul. I stayed till after the

service was over and some of the dear brethren came and spoke

to me about my soul, and they prayed for me, and now I pray

for myself and have joined the happy band of christians at the

Victoria Hall, and have been very happy from that time to this.

I was very bad before I was converted, but praise the Lord I am

not so now. I now sing hymns instead of songs.
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“DEAR SIR,-With the help of the Lord, I now take my pen

in hand to tell out the tale of my conversion. For many years 1

have been wavering about, having no place, as it were, for the

sole of my foot to rest upon ; but it pleased the Lord to lead me

to the Victoria Theatre, on the evening of the 9th of March,

1862, and it was then all my sins flew away. A dear brother was

appealing to the poor sinners, and asking them in a Solemn

manner, “what think ye of Christ?” three times, when the whole

assembly was moved to tears. Thewords went home to my heart.

My sins rose up like a mountain before me; I knew then it was

my sins that helped to nail Jesus to the cross, though I thought

there was none so bad as me. Then the passage of scripture came

to my mind, “though your sins be as scarlet, they shall be white

as snow; ‘though they be red like crimson, they shall be as

wool; then he spoke of the sufferings of Christ on the cross,

the agonies he endured. I saw plain that my sins helped to

nail him to the cross, and it was for such sinners as me Christ

died. Then he quoted the 16th and 36th verses, iii chap. John.

Then thespirit ofthe Lord opened my understanding and shed light

into my soul; from that time I have been resting on the finished

work of Christ. I was led to believe Christ died for me, and that

my sins were punished in His own body on the tree. Oh, what love,

to suffer that we might have everlasting joy and happiness, and to

know, when our toil is over in this world of troubles, we have

a mansion prepared for us eternal in the heavens, where we shall

dwell with Him who has washed us in his own precious blood

and made us kings and priests, and we shall dwell with Him for

ever. Then there will be no more sorrow; there he will wipe

all tears from our eyes; then we will sing praises to His holy

name for saving us from the horrible pit, and converting our

souls in the Victoria. Theatre.” “J. C.”

TEIE HOTEL WAITER,

“DEAR BROTHER,-It was on the 16th day of March last, that

God, for Jesus Christ's sake, pardoned all my sins. When at

D



102

home with my parents, I had to attend the chapel very regularly

and was not allowed to mix up with bad company. I was put

out to work at the age of nine, for although we had a good

mother, we had, I am sorry to say, a drunken, profligate father,

who spent the best part of his earnings in drink. After living

four years as errand boy, I accepted a situation as valet, and left

home, much against my dear mother's will. I got on well with

my master, but now that I was out of mother's sight I soon

began to attend theatres and other places of vice, and was

indulging in sins that must soon have brought me to a premature

grave. One day in the beginning of March last, I was standing in

Wellington Street, Strand, when my attention was called to a

large placard, announcing that a soldier and a number of working

men were to address a meeting in the Victoria. Theatre on Sun

day, the 9th of March. I was always fond of hearing speeches,

especially by working men. I resolved to go and hear the soldier.

I went, but the place was too hot for me to stay; one after the

other stood up aud told the tale of their conversion. I was

conscious that they had something which I had not ; the love of

Jesus was so beautifully told out that my heart was broken; I

left the meeting, and spent the following week in praying and

reading the Bible, but could get no peace for my troubled

soul. I went the following Sunday again, and the first hymn

you gave out was the coming of Jesus. Oh sinner draws near.

I thought if the heavens were to open and Jesus come down,

how would it be with me? I felt that I was a great sinner, and

if God had cut me off I should have gone to hell. After you had

finished your address, a brother came to me in the pit where I

was weeping, and read to me that beautiful verse, “For God.

so loved the world.” He then pointed out to me that God had

punished Christ on the cross, that sin was for ever put away, and

all my doing would not save me; that I must come at once with

all my sins to Jesus. I was enabled then to see that God looked

not at me but on Jesus. God was satisfied in the death of his
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Son. It was joyto my soul, when my eyes were opened, to see

that I was enabled to believe that Christ was my Saviour, and

all my sins were forgiven. I have been very happy ever since,

looking forward with joy to the time when Jesus shall come

again to receive me to himself.”

THE WORKHOUSE BOY.

DEAR BROTHER,-I have been a very bad lad in my time.

My parents died when I was very young and three of us were

left to take care of ourselves. We were put into the Union

Workhouse and afterwards I was sent to sea. Eventually I was

bound apprentice and the Lord has mercifully taken care of me.

In June I went into the Victoria. Theatre. After hearing you

preach, one of the brothers came and asked me “How do matters

stand between your Soul and God,” this went to my heart, for

I knew I was not saved, and I felt very miserable. But when

the last hymn was being sung—

“I do believe it, I do believe it."

... “I'm saved by the blood of the Lamb."

“My happy soul is free, for the Lord has pardoned me."

“Hallelujah to Jesus the Lamb."

the Spirit of the Lord revealed Jesus to me as my Saviour on

the spot where I was standing, and now I know all my sins are

forgiven, and I long to be with Jesus where I shall sing with

angels for ever and ever. Amen. S. W.

“DEAR SIR,-We are very thankful to tell you we are very

happy, and rejoicing in the God of our salvation. Dear mother

was converted in the theatre two years ago; for some time past

the Lord was working with me and convicted me of sin, and He

converted me afterwards at the Victoria. Theatre and saved my

precious soul on the spot, so here I am now a living monument

of grace. There are six of us in family, and two of us can now

say Victory ! Victory through the blood of the Lamb.—Yours,

M. and M. O.”
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“DEAR MR. CARTER.—For as such I must call you, for it was

through your instrumentality that I was brought to a full sense

of all my sin and wickedness before God. It is now about ten

months since I was first convinced of my dear Saviour’s dying

love towards me. It occurred in the Victoria. Theatre. I merely

came in out of curiosity, as I had heard talk of you by some

friends. At that time I was not a drunkard, but I had, previous

to that, been one for a number of years. Do not think that I

left it off willingly, but by God casting me on a bed of sickness,

and the doctor telling me that if I continued to drink it would

soon kill me, compelled me to leave it off; but it was God’s plea

sure to raise me up again. At the time I entered the Victoria

Theatre and heard from you how the Saviour had died for my

sins it seemed to me that I had never heard the love of my

Saviour so clearly expounded. I went away that night very

miserable, but continued to come for two or three Sundays, when

I felt fully convinced, for my whole soul seemed convulsed with

agony until a flood of tears came, and then I felt relieved of all

my sorrow. I seemed as if I was lifted from the ground,—my

heart felt buoyant within me, and I felt then that I had realised

happiness, and as long as my Heavenly Father permits me to

live, I will put my whole trust in my Saviour who died, bled,

and groaned for me. May the Almighty bless you in all your

doings is the desire of my heart.—C. C.”

“DEAR SIR,-I have the pleasure of relating in these few

lines the way in which I was brought to know the love of Jesus

as my Saviour. It was in the month of April that two of the

brothers, who were schoolfellows of mine, invited me to come to

the Victoria. Theatre, and I came and was converted on the spot.

Now I am resting on the blood of our Lord and Saviour Jesus

Christ. —T. F.”

“MY DEAR PASTOR,-I write to tell you what the Lord has

done for me. About twelve months ago I was very anxious about
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my future welfare. After a deal of enquiry, one Sunday, not

being very well, I went to the Victoria. Theatre, not thinking

the Lord took me there for any good purpose; but one of His

dear children invited me to her house at Pentonville. I did not

go as I promised, but went to the theatre on the following Sun

day. The third Sunday I went to the theatre, and to the

Prayer Meeting on Tuesday evening, and while coming home that

night I found I had a friend in Jesus, for His blood had cleansed

my guilty soul. I have to thank Him very much for the mercies

He is blessing me with daily, especially that of giving me and

other young converts such kind friends to instruct us in His

blessed truths. It is now about ten months since I knew that

the Lord died for me. I hope the Lord will make you and your

dear wife a blessing to many souls wheneveryou may be preach

ing His blessed word. I trust. He will make all His dear child

dren a help for His own glory.—H. L.”

“DEAR SIR,—It was one Sunday, about the middle of Dec

ember, 1861, that I went to tea with a friend. He told me that

he and a friend of his had thought of going to the Victoria

Theatre to hear Mr. Carter. He asked whether I should not like

to go too, I consented, so we and another went together. Imust

not forget to say that these people were unconverted. When we

got there the people were very anxiously awaiting theappearance

of the preacher, and I felt as anxious as anybody to see him.

You very soon came, and as I looked at you, something within

seemed to tell me that you had a message from God to me, so

with the deepest interest I tried to catch every word you said.

You said something like this, “That if there was but one soul

saved that night, it would more than recompense you for the

time and expense of opening the theatre for preaching, since

every soul was precious to Jesus.” I then felt a secret desire that

the soul saved might be mine, for I felt then that I was indeed a

lost sinner. After the service I went home, being in a most de
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plorable state of mind. I had an idea that I could not be saved

while I was unable to read the Bible;—I felt convinced that the

Bible pointed out the way of salvation, and when any person

kindly offered to read to me, I was fearful lest they should not

read that which would give me comfort. I continued in this

state of mind, although night after night I was under the sound

of the gospel, until the 16th March, 1862. Well, on this night,

before going to bed. I prayed that I might not awake again with

out the knowledge of sins forgiven, or that I might wake up in

Heaven, for I could not remain in that state of mind. About

three o'clock the next morning, which wouldbe the 17th March,

I awoke, and at that moment I heard a sweet voice whisper in

my ear these words, “Be reconciled to God, God is reconciled to

you. Your salvation is in Heaven.” “I knew at once that it was

the sweet voice of Jesus, my soul was instantly filled with joy

and peace, in believing. I really felt that God was indeed re

conciled to me, and I to him. I, at that moment felt that Jesus

died for me, that my sins were pardoned, and I was therefore

made a fit subject for glory. Bless the Lord, Ihave been happy

ever since, for I know the precious blood of Jesus has washed

me clean, and I never have any doubts or fears now, praise the

Lord they are all gone, and if Jesus were to call me to Himself at

this moment I am ready to go. I thank God that ever He drew

me into the Victoria. Theatre to hear you, and I pray that the

Lord may more abundantly bless the labours of His servant in

bringing many more poor sinners to the feet of the Lord Jesus,

for the honour and glory of Him who redeemed me.—N. L.”

DEAR SIR AND BROTHER,-We do thank the blessed God and

Father that ever He guided us to the Victoria. Theatre, for it was

the best thing we ever did in our lives. We were most miser

able creatures before we came to hear you preach, but thanks be

to God, we are happy now, both me and my wife in the

blessed Lord Jesus Christ. Thanks be to God it has made our
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home a happy one, as it was before miserable, praise the Lord

for it. It was a happy night for us when my wife heard those

words, “Verily verily I say unto you, he that heareth my

word and believeth on Him that sent me, hath everlasting life

and shall hot come into condemnation, but is passed from death

unto life.” Praise the Lord, it was a most precious night for

myself when, by the blessing of God, I heard those words,

“Verily verily I say unto you, he that believeth on me hath

everlasting life.” Praise the Lord for it, for we are now going

hand in hand together as happy as two doves, and I do thank

the Lord for it. From your sincerebrother and sister in Christ,

D. B. and C. H. B.”

THE SHIP PLUNDERER.

DEAR SIR,-I write to inform you that it was on the second

or third Sunday in February, when you were preaching in the

Theatre, that I was converted, you, by the power of the Holy

Ghost was lifting up Jesus, when I saw it was my sins that

turned the face of God away from His own dear Son, and I

believed and got peace, and went home rejoicing. Sir, my life

before I was brought to the knowledge of my sins, forgiven

through the blood of Jesus, was a very wicked one. I got my

living by unloading Ships;—I used to plunder the cargo and get a

deal of money which led me into company. I was eighteen

months without going to bed except on Sundays. Sir, I have

been one of the vilest of the vile, but thank God through Jesus

Christ that the past is a blank. Sir, I have much to put up

with where I work, it is like Sodom, nothing but sin. They

know my former life, and now know the difference. T.E.

A WOMAN SAVED FROM DROWNING.

“SIR,-I am happy to write a few words respecting my conver

sion. One Sunday evening last winter I entered the Theatre, I
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had wandered about the street all day, in deep distress of mind

and great perplexity, and I was meditating self destruction and

was on my way to the Thames to effect my purpose, but I stood

for some time under the doorway of the Theatre, somebody

invited me in, you were preaching, and used these words,

‘Whosoever believeth that Jesus is the Christ, is born of God.”

I had heard of being born again, but never understood that

Jesus died to save sinners such as I, but I found it was so,

for a sudden peace took possession of my soul just then,

and I have never lost it. I believe I was led by the Spirit of

God to that place; may He keep me by His grace, and reward

and bless you, is the prayer of your grateful sister in the Lord.

M.A.”

“DEAR BROTHER,-One Evening in last December while I

strolling about to kill time, I passed the Victoria. Theatre, and

was invited to come in by a young man, who used gentle force

as well as persuasion, and I entered and the Lord convinced me

of my danger, through you His chosen servant. Before I left

I had the witness that I had passed from death unto life, and that

all my sins had been washed away in the blood of the Lamb, to

be brought to God's remembrance no more. All Glory to

Jesus. Amen. F.B.”

** DEAR BROTHER,-I sought for happiness in the pleasures

of the world, but I found them like the Mirage of the Desert,

(a great delusion), but going to the Victoria. Theatre with my

husband, one Sunday in last January, the Lord Jesus met me,

and showed me my state and danger, and converted me on the

spot, while sitting in the Boxes hearing you preach. Now

instead of trusting to good works and God’s mercy I know that

God has, for Christ’s sake, pardoned all my sin, and I have got

the true happiness and everlasting life through the blood of

the Lamb, which cleanses us from all sin.—Mrs. V.”
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CHAPTER IX.

GROWTH OF THE CHURCH IN VICTORIA HALL,

AND THE OBEDIENCE OF FAITH.

By this time the disciples had multiplied greatly, about

two hundred were in communion, and many of them became

greatly concerned about baptism. It is very difficult in London

to baptize in the public baths, so I said to them, “Now, my

lads, if you will take up the flooring in the Hall and dig out the

hole and build up the walls, I will buy the materials.” They

gladly acquiesced and most willingly did they work. Some gave

one day, others two days, many worked all night; so that within

a week the baptistry was well built, and yet there was not a

carpenter or a bricklayer among the converts who did the work.

Since that time about two hundred believers have been baptized

in the name of the Lord Jesus. On Whit-Monday the first

baptism took place when upwards of forty were immersed, and

they all witnessed a good confession.

CONFESSION OF A MATERLALIST.

One dear fellow stood in the pool and addressed the spec

tators thus, “Three years ago I was what they call a ma

terialist, that is, I did not believe there was a God. I did

not believe there was a devil, neither did I believe that I

had a soul. The first time I went into the Victoria. Theatre

was to hear Richard Weaver, but William Carter preached

in his stead; that night God sent an arrow into my soul.

I went away declaring that the preacher was mad, and I

pitied him accordingly; but God afflicted my family, and by the

testimony of my own child I was convinced of the divinity of

the Scriptures. Prior to this I was a sober man and used to look

upon the drunkard with scorn and pity, but as soon as I was

convinced of sin I flew to drink to drown remorse; the last



110

eighteen months I have nearly killed myself drinking rum.

The Lord took me again into the Victoria Theatre, and that

night Mr. Carter was preaching upon justification. I then

realized peace and joy through believing in Jesus. I saw at

once how God could justify me on the ground of the shed

blood of Christ. Now I believe that I have got a soul. Now

I believe there is a living God up in heaven, and the living Lord

Jesus by His side. I know I am saved. My sins are washed

away, and this is why I am now going through the waters of

baptism in testimony to God and to you, that I believe my

old Adam nature was judged at the cross. God has judicially

done with it, and I mean by the grace of God henceforth to

reckon myself dead indeed unto sin.” He was then baptized

amidst the most profound silence. This man had been an infidel

lecturer, and this will account for the clear and intelligent

manner in which he expressed himself. On the evening of this

day we had a converts' tea and fellowship meeting. At these

meetings we encourage those who have recently been converted

to speak, and that is what makes them so deeply interesting.

A great number witnessed a good confession.

A PRAYING SON AND HIS MOTHER.

One young man spoke most touchingly to his own mother and

urged her, with tears in his eyes, to come to Jesus; and then he

fell down on his knees and prayed in a most thrilling manner for

her. The mother was broken up and she fell on her knees in the

presence of all the people and cryed for mercy, and the Lord

saved her on the spot. This dear woman is now a rejoicing

Christian and is in communion with us at the Victoria Hall.

God has given signal blessing in the Victoria Hall, as the sub

joined LETTERS and EXTRACTS will show:—

CONVERSION OF A REGULAR CHURCH GOER,

AND HER TWO BROTHERS.

“DEAR SIR,-It is about five months ago as my brother was

passing along the Blackfriars Road he had one of your bills given
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to him; he brought it home and gave it to me, and I and a

young lady, one of my companions in the Sunday School, came

on the following Tuesday evening. We were disappointed in not

hearing you, but a lady who was there spoke to me, and invited

me the following Sunday evening to the theatre. I had never

been to such a place, not even on a week day, and I knew mother

would not consent to my going, because we had often been told it

was only for the lower classes, who were not able to dress respect

able enough to go to church, but the lady said if my brother

came with me and went into the boxes we should be very quiet.

I told my brother, and he consented to go with me the next

Sunday. We came, and you took for your text the 20th chap. of

the Revelations and the I1th and following verses. I shall never

forget that evening. I never knew what a sinner I was before.

I used to think I was very good because I was so regular at the

Sunday School and at Church, and knew so much of the Bible.

I used to feel quite proud of my religion, but it was only

outward, for when we had parties at home I was just as worldly

as those who never went to church, and joined in the dance and

the song as gay as the gayest ; but while you were lifting up

Jesus my heart was broken. I saw it was my sins that caused

Him to bleed and to die, and to suffer all that untold agony. I

cannot describe all I felt, but I seemed to forget every one but

myself and Jesus. I was afraid I was too vile a sinner for Jesus

to save. My brother would not stay to the after meeting, but

he left me with my young friend, and she was converted. Dear

Mrs. Carter spoke to me, and I did get a sight of Jesus, but 1

was afraid to believe I was saved; it seemed too good to be

true, so I did not go home happy; but on Monday evening at

the preaching in the Victoria Hall, while we were singing

these lines—‘Oh! the Lamb, the bleeding Lamb, the Lamb

upon Calvary, the Lamb that was slain and liveth again to

intercede for me’—all my doubts and fears were gone, and I

felt I could trust to the finished work of Jesus and my sins were
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all washed away in his blood. I went home so happy and told

my mother and brothers what joy I experienced, that my soul

was saved, and if Jesus was to come that night I was ready to

meet Him,-but they only laughed at me and called me a fanatic,

and said I was going mad; and when I told mother I should

like to be baptised, she was very angry, and said I should never

have her consent, and for a month afterwards she never spoke

kindly to me; and when I used to come home from the meetings

she and my brother used to persecute me and say all manner of

unkind things to me, but I used to pray to Jesus and He gave

me strength to walk in His footsteps, and I never answered again.

I heard mother say once how altered I was, because before I was

converted I used to be so haughty that I would not be contra

dicted by any one. Mr. Truncheon called one evening and

mother said I could do as I pleased, so I was baptized on the

following Monday evening. I shall never forget what a happy

time that was. I was so rejoiced to think that my old man was .

buried, typically. I pray that he may never rise again. I only

want to live to glorify Jesus. I feel I am very weak. I am

afraid sometimes to speak for fear I should say anything to grieve

Him. I would rather die than leave His precious bleeding side.

I do have such happy days and weeks. I love to sing—

‘Oh! happy day that fixed my choice

On Thee! my Saviour and my God.

Well may this glowing heart rejoice,

And tell its raptures all abroad.”

“I do thank God that He inclined me to go to the Victoria

Theatre, for if I had died as I was, although regular attending

the Sunday School and church, I must have been lost, because

I did not know Jesus. Dear Sir, my brothers wished me to tell

you about their conversion. I used to feel very anxious about

them, and I prayed constantly that the Lord would bring them

to the theatre and save them; and the first evening you were

out of town the preacher took for his text “The wrath to



113

come, and they were both convicted and staid to the after

meeting. My heart swells with gratitude to God for His goodness.

While we were at supper I saw the tears trickling down my

dear brother’s cheeks, and he told me afterwards that he had

not bowed his knees in prayer for a very long time, but he was

constrained to do so that night. They were both converted the

following evening at the Victoria Hall, and now they are very

happy, and we can rejoice together in Jesus; they are both

striving to glorify Jesus in the houses of business where they are

engaged during the week, and in the neighbourhood where we

live. And now there is my dear mother, I believe the Lord will

soon bring her, she is greatly altered. When I was first converted

she positively refused to come to any of the meetings, but now

she very often complies with our earnest request, and she says

she likes to hear you preach. She does not exactly understand

us, she says we think too much about religion, but I tell her

she would not say so if she felt the love of Jesus in her heart,

she would be compelled to sing—

‘My heart is full of Christ, and longs

Its glorious matter to declare,

Of Him I make my loftier songs,

I cannot from His praise forbear.”

“My ready tongue makes haste to sing

The glories of my heavenly King."

“May the Lord soon bring her to His fold for Christ's sake,

Amen.

& 4 A. E.”

“DEAR SIR,-I write the experience of my conversion, prais

ing the Lord that I am not now in the bottomless pit, for had it

not been for the Lord’s great goodness I should have been there

long before now. I have great reason to thank the Lord for

inclining you to open the Victoria Hall for preaching the Gospel.

I came into the hall on the 17th of April, and there I heard a

gentleman preaching Jesus and him crucified, and by the eyes of
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faith I was taken to that glorious spot called Calvary; and there

I saw Jesus the Saviour suffering for poor sinners, and I was at

once brought to rest on the finished work of Christ but not

until I felt myself a poor lost and undone sinner. I have lived

fifteen years in the midst of wickedness and strife, and well

deserving the lake of fire. All praise belongeth to the Lord who

has washed me in his own most precious blood. And now I can

sing, ‘I never shall forget the day when Jesus washed my sins

away.” “E. W.”

“DEAR SIR,-It was on the thirteenth of May that the Lord

met with me in his great mercy and loving-kindness. I went to

the Victoria. Theatre (I think it was in March) when the young

converts told of their conversion, and that was the first time I

had heard anything about conversion. I did not stay to the after

meeting, but I found out the Victoria Hall, and a brother was

preaching from ‘What shall it profit a man if he gain the whole

world and lose his own soul?” They invited me into the little

room, and Mr. Holroyd began to talk to me about my soul; just

then I was in a miserable condition, seeing my utter badness

and my need of a Saviour, and before I left that room, after two

or three speaking to me, I believe I was quickened from death

unto life. I realised all my sins forgiven; and now I praise the

Lord for it, not for what I have done but Jesus did it all, and

I was baptised on the 23rd of June. My life before was a moral

life. I had just recovered a very long illness of nine months,

and during that time I was in two hospitals and rejecting

Christ, and now I do thank the Lord for not cutting me off then.

You must excuse this simple and unrefined manner in which I

have laid it before you.

- “I remain, your humble servant,

© C. E. T. 22

“DEAR SIR,-When I was at the Victoria Hall to witness the

baptism of my son on Whit-Monday, I was so overwhelmed with
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the presence of God, that I was enabled to rest on Jesus as my

Saviour, and I realised the pardon of all my sins. I could sing

“Happy day when Jesus washed all my sins away, and I have

been rejoicing in my dear Saviour ever since, and shall ever have

reason to bless the Lord for being brought under your ministry.

My dear sister found the Saviour at the Victoria Theatre the first

time you preached there, (about two years ago) and she is still

happy in our precious Jesus. May the Lord bless you abundantly

is the prayer of -Yours truly, J. B.”

“DEAR SIR,-I write these few lines to you, and I am thank

ful for ever coming into the Victoria Hall and Theatre. It was

one Monday night, about three months ago, and there were some

of the young converts who gave their testimony how they found

the Lord. I felt so miserable at the time and I thought how

happy they were, and I wished I could be like them. Well, I

felt as if I was a sinner, and I went home that night very

miserable about my sins, and on the next Sunday me and my

mother went into the Victoria Theatre after we had comeout of

church, and we stopped till the after meeting, when one of our

dear brothers came up to me and spoke to me about Jesus, and

told me that he died to save poor sinners like me, and I did

believe it that Jesus died for me. But I have had a great many

temptations since, but I look to the Lord for help and he gives it

to me; and now I must conclude with my love to you, and the

Lord be with you.

& © J • P. 25

“DEAR SIR—I went to hear you preach the Gospel in theVic

toria Hall, it was on the 13th of April last, 1862, I went in very

careless about my soul, but thank God, sir, I came out broken

hearted. You sung that night that blessed hymn “The pearly

gates are open.” Oh! sir, that went right home to my heart,

and I stopped at the after meeting and one of the brothers spoke .
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to me about Jesus on the cross, and then you afterwards spoke

to me, and I never shall forget the night. I went home broken

up and prayed to God, and after going to bed I did not sleep until

midnight, and there I see Jesus. Oh, what a happy feeling I

had come within me all at once bless the Lord. I have been

happy ever since. I told my wife what had happened, and

thank God, sir, he saved her, so we are both in one mind.

“I remain your brother in the Lord Jesus Christ,

& G. W. H. 3?

[The wife of this dear brother has since fallen asleep in Jesus].

“DEAR SIR, —I was converted and brought to know the

love of our Saviour Jesus Christ in the latter part of June. I

was invited by one of my mates to come to the Victoria Hall.

I promised to come the next night, but I was told not to by one

of my companions. However, I kept my promise, and was con

vinced of my sins by the power of God working in me. The

preacher was telling out the terrors of hell and the delights of

heaven. It so affected me that I could not answer the questions

put to me by one of the brothers. On the following Sunday I

came again to the hall, but could not get what I desired, but in

the evening I came to the Victoria. Theatre, and the words which

you spoke went right home to my heart there and then; they

were these, ‘For God so loved the world that he gave His Only

Begotten Son, that whosoever believeth in Him should not

perish but have everlasting life.” When it was all over I went

home, and was much scolded by my mother for stopping out so

late; she said, “She was sure that Mr. Carter did not keep

me so late in the evening.” I asked her to come and see;

she did so, and was converted on the spot both her and my

sister. ‘‘ C. M.”

DEAR SIR,

I hope you will excuse me, but I feel I must, and ought to

bear my testimony to the goodness of God in saving my soul.
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and also my dear wife. We were living without fear or love of

God, but circumstances brought us to live in this part, and we

were induced by my dear brother and sister, to attend on the

means of grace, and blessed be his name. he has led us to feel our

lost and ruined state, and to come to that fountain, which is

opened for sinners. “Oh ! Sir, I was a drunkard, and when 1

look back, the thought comes across me, Oh! had I been cut off,

where should I have been ?” but bless God he has spared me.

I trust to serve him truly for the rest of my life; he spoke peace

to my soul on last Good Friday. My dear wife found peace at

another time, and blesses the time she ever went to the meeting,

and as we once loved this world, and its false pleasures and

served sin and Satan, may we now, with a hundred times more

zeal, serve our Jesus, who has died that we might live with him.

May God bless and strengthen you in your labour, for Christ's

sake. ** J. L. & R. L.”

“DEAR SIR,-I feel it my duty to give my testimony of what

the Lord has been pleased to do for me—he has saved my soul,

and also my dear wife. I was living without fear or love of

God, but my wife's inclination was to attend a place of worship,

and always tried, but never could induce me to go with her un

til I went to the Victoria. Theatre and heard you preach the

gospel, and, blessed be His name, He has been pleased to bring

me to see myself a sinner, and to trust to Him for salvation, and

to come to that fountain which is opened for sinners. Oh, Sir,

I was a great drunkard and swearer; and when I look back and

think, had I been cut off then, where should I have been; but

bless the goodness of God He has spared me. Hespoke peace to

my soul last Good Friday, and my brother on the same day.

My dear wife, though following chapel sometimes, never found

true peace till she came to hear you. Me, my brother, and our

two wives, have reason ever to bless God for sending you amongst

us, and now instead of serving sin and Satan, we may now with
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much for us, may God bless and strengthen you.

** H. L., & E. L.”

“DEAR SIR,-I was first impressed when I heard you at the

Surrey Theatre, butbecame much more convicted at the Victoria,

and I found peace at the Victoria Hall about three months ago.

I am truly thankful to the Lord that ever I heard you, and I

pray that the Lord may abundantly bless you. I am thankful

to say that I am now resting entirely upon the blood of Jesus,

and very happy in fellowship with the church at the Victoria

Hall. “H. T.”

CHAPTER X.

RE-ENGAGEMENT OF THE VICTORIA THEATRE

FOR TWELVE MONTHS.

About this time the seven months’ engagement expired. The

dear young converts were most importunate in prayer to God

that he would not allow the theatre to be closed, but that he

would keep it open for a lighthouse to the south of London. I

was very much exercised in, heart about it. After much prayer

I decided to re-engage it. Accordingly I made proposals to the

lessee of the Theatre, which were accepted on condition that I

paid one hundred pounds down. I again communicated with a

few Christians who once more happily had fellowship in the

expenses, and at the day fixed for payment the whole of the one

hundred pounds had been subscribed. I paid the money and

secured the Theatre for twelve months.
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THE GOODNESS OF GOD.—REST AND REFRESH

MENT.

At this time I was nearly worn out, what with my weekly

engagements in the provinces, and my Sunday labours, I felt

quite jaded; and as my children were just coming home from

school I thought it would be for the glory of God if I could

rest for a month,-but I was cast upon God for funds, and

while we were praying and deliberating, a friend sent my

dear wife £25, expressing a wish that we might go to the sea

side for a change,—at the same time a brother sent me a

cheque for £20; so that I was enabled to clear all up and

leave everything straight at home, and myself and family

went and spent a month’s quiet at the sea side, for which I

was very grateful. It strengthened my nerves and im

proved my mental vigour. While from London, a dear brother,

Mr. James Holroyd, of Frome, Somerset (whom the Lord has

much used in his own town) preached in the Victoria. Theatre;

also Mr. John Vine preached in the Theatre, who was then

engaged in reading the Word of God in the open air in the

neighbourhood of the Exhibition during the summer, and the

Lord blessed the Word. On my return to London I resumed

my labours in the Theatre on Sundays and in the provinces

during the week. Some friends thought that we should not get

the people into the Theatre so readily in the summer; but in

this we have reason to thank the Lord they were mistaken, for

on an average we have had near three thousand present every

Sunday,–as the dark evenings came on, the congregation became

larger, and best of all, God was with us.

A BACKSLIDER RESTORED.

A CRY OF TERROR-A. CRY FOR MERCY.-CONVERSION OF A

ROMANIST.

One Sunday, on leaving the stage, a poor backslider followed

us behind the scene. He fell down at my feet and sobbed aloud.
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Dear James Pugh, who had been helping me in the service,

went with the man into a back room and urged him to drag his

sins into the light and call them by their right names. He did so,

and we have every reason to believe that God has restored his

soul. One night I stepped off the stage into the stalls, and a

man fell flat on the floor, and cried out in the bitterness of his

soul for forgiveness, which caused a thrill to go through the whole

assembly. Another night a man fell down in the middle of the

pit and cried aloud for mercy. This man was brought to realize

settled peace, and his wife, who was a Roman catholic, has since

been clearly and unmistakably brought to Christ.

A SOLEMN WARNING TO YOUNG WOMEN WEIO

HAVE A PASSION FOR DRESS.

On a very recent Sunday night, after ten o’clock, when the

anxious enquirers were all dismissed, a gay young woman lin

gered at the far end of the pit. A brother had been speaking

with her for some time; at her request I went to her and sought

to find out her condition. For awhile her sobs choked her utter

ance and her face was buried in her hands. At last she lifted

up her head and said, “Oh, Mr. Carter, you know me. Would

to God I had taken your advice some time ago, but it is too late

now ! I am A.FALLEN GIRL. I am LOST | LOST | | LOST | | |’’

To my astonishment I found that she was a person whom I had

known some years since: a daughter of respectable Christian

parents, and one with some other young women who professed

the name of Christ, that I most solemnly warned against the love

of dress, very much to the annoyance of a Christian brother who

thought different to me on that subject. I trust the recital of this

will prove a warning to young women who have a passion for

dress; for, verily, in the day in which we live, there Is MORE

IDRUNKENNESS IN DRESS, AMONG WOMEN THAN THERE IS WITH

STRONG DRINK. Two days after my intercourse with this poor

girl in the pit of the Victoria. Theatre I received a letter from

her, of which the subjoined is an extract:—
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CONFESSION OF A HARLOT.

“My life is one of sin and sorrow, sometimes I feel that I

could lay down and die with grief, and then it passes off for a

short time. When in the ball room I think of nothing,—but

when returning home in the morning to lay my weary head

down to sleep, I think of my home and friends and how far I

have wandered from God, too far ever to be reclaimed. Some

day, I fear, I shall die broken hearted exposed to everlasting

shame. On Sunday night when you were shouting “ETERNITY,

ETERNITY, ETERNITY,” it went through my heart. Wherever

I go I can hear ‘ETERNITY” ringing in my ears, I AM

LOST TO ALL ETERNITY.”

RESTORATION,

The reading of this letter broke us up. Myself and dear

wife prayed much for wisdom and grace to help this despairing

one, and at my wife’s request I went straight to the house to

seek this poor girl. I knocked at the door, a servant opened it.

I asked for the girl, and was shown into the drawing room. It

was twelve at moon and she was still in bed. I waited while she

dressed, and the moments seemed like hours. I was in a brothel,

my feelings were indescribable. When she came, I felt I could

not converse with her in such a place. I took her by the hand

and said, “My dear girl, if you desire to be helped we are willing

to help you; will you come and see Mrs. Carter this afternoon?”

“Yes,” she replied. I looked her full in the face and repeated

thrice, “ETERNITY, ETERNITY, ETERNITY.” She

shuddered and wept. I immediately left the house. In the after

noon according to promise she came to see us, and after a lengthy

conversation she gratefully accepted Mrs. Carter’s offer of a home

in our house, and went and fetched her clothes and came back in

a cab. After this, for many days she ate scarcely anything, but

was broken up, softened and subdued. I have no doubt but that

she will be saved both body andsoul.
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LETTERS AND EXTRACTS

From some of those who have been converted since the last

engagement of the Victoria. Theatre.

THE CONCERT ROOM WAITER.

DEAR BROTHER IN CHRIST JESUs,'—I now express my love to

you which I have to Christ Jesus, for saving my soul. I was a

waiter at a Concert Room, and used to stay out till all hours of

the night and have gone home beastly drunk, many a time being

obliged to be led home by one of my mates. When in doors

I have taken the clothes off my back and thrown them from one

end of the room to the other. Many a time have I got up in the

middle of the night and whack’d into the wall, and my wife has

fled out of the room and been afraid to come in again, she has

sat up all night, but blessed be God, it is not so now. My

brother and his wife were converted in the Victoria. Theatre,

and then she got telling my wife how happy she had been since

they had found peace with the Lord Jesus Christ. My wife

often said, “I wish we were as happy as Jessie and Bill are.”

I used to laugh at that, to think that Bill had turned religious

My wife told me about her brother and his wife being so happy,

and something seemed to strike me, and Isaid to my wife so should

I like to be. Well that week her mother invited us over to tea.

the following Sunday,-me and my wife went over on Sunday,

when we got to her mother's house, they were out,—well I thought

it strange to invite us both over to tea, and then to be out, but

I suppose it was God's will. My wife said to me let us go round

to Bill, and we went round and had tea there, well we drew up

to the table, and my brother-in-law said to me, we say grace. I

said, do you, so after tea he said, Henry we go to the Victoria

Theatre, I come with you was the reply, for I have never been

there, and I followed my brother-in-law, and we come to the

Victoria and went and sat down on the stage that night, and
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there the Lord blessed His word to the conversion of our

souls, me and my dear wife. There we found peace in the Lord

Jesus Christ, who had saved our souls and now we are able to

bless Him for what He has done for us; and now me and my

dear wife are able to tell poor sinners of that Dear Saviour that

came into the world to die that, “Whosoever believeth on Him

shall not perish but have everlasting life.” Blessed be God for

that “Whosoever,” it reached my heart while I was on the

stage of the Victoria. Theatre, I did tremble, I shook from head

to foot, I soon found out I was a great sinner, even me one of

the Whosoevers. Then I was made a happy man when I had

found my blessed Saviour Jesus. Christ, and my dear wife was

made happy the same night. My heart is full of joy and happi

ness, and I cannot praise Jesus enough for what he has done for

me. We went home, and in the middle of the night I dreamt

that my dear Saviour was in the middle of the room looking at

me, and the angels both sides of Him; and when I awoke I

thought, oh, I am not saved, but that soon changed, for I soon

found the love of my dear Saviour again, and I left my wife so

happy that morning, and I was overcome with joy; but night

came; I had to go to that concert room. Well, I waited on the

people. Oh! but there was a dread ran through me, saying

you must come out of this. Praise the Lord, He brought me

out of that concert room; I never waited there after that. I

could not stop, for my dear Jesus would not let me stay in a

place like that. We came and lived over this side of the water,

and now me and my wife come to the Victoria and hear you tell

out God’s Word, and heartily thank God for what He has done

"Or uS.

Happy day! happy day! when Jesus washed our sins away.

H. B.

DEAR SIR,-On the 10th of August last, I attended your

service at the Victoria. Theatre just to satisfy my curiosity and
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while you were addressing the people, I became very much de

pressed with the consciousness of my sins; but, at the close of

the services, the Devil told me to go home and try to pray, but

my friends wishing to stay to the enquirers meeting, I joined

them and I can praise the Lord now that He was stronger than

the Devil, and gave me to realize peace in believing, for, I went

home rejoicing in the glorious liberty of the children of God.

The love of Christ quite overcame and won my heart, and I felt

the light dawn into my soul and praise his holy name, it has

been there ever since, and I am now penning this letter with the

full assurance that the precious Blood of the Lord Jesus Christ

has cleansed me from all my sins. You have been acquainted with

me since, and can join with me in my great joy, that Jesus, my

Blessed Jesus hath done all things well. May that Theatre be

the Spiritual birthplace of thousands of precious Souls is my

prayer to God. I must now conclude with my sincerest love to

you as my Pastor and Brother in the Lord, and may his grace

ever abound within us, and his Spirit guide us, till we reach our

home above for his dear name sake. AMEN. J. W.

DEAR SIR,-I write these few lines to you to tell you when

and where I was converted. It was at the Victoria. Theatre,

in September, 1862. It was while you was in the 3rd Chapter

of John, 18th Verse. It was then that I was led to believe oil

the only beggoten Son of God, and felt the pardon of my sins,

in believing and trusting in His precious blood, that was shed

for me on the cross. I thank the Lord for the peace and happi

ness which I enjoy from day to day. I can say, that when the

Lord Jesus comes, I am ready to meet him. I thank the Lord

for opening the Theatre, and for raising you up to preach the

gospel there. May the Lord bless you and your dear wife, and

may you be the means of bringing many other poor sinners to

Jesus. I do believe I am saved through the blood of the Lamb,

my happy soul is free, for the Lord has pardoned me. Hallelujah
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to Jesus the Lamb. I am also happy to tell you that my sister

was converted at the Victoria Hall, a short time since. E.C.

DEAR SIR,-I take up my pen to write to you the particulars

of my conversion. It was on a Sunday evening in June last,

at the Victoria. Theatre, you, after a beautiful discourse on

the crucifixion, said these words—“I hope no sinner may have

rest till they seek Jesus.” I was one of the sinners there, and I

had no rest. I went to the Victoria Hall the next night, and

very miserable I was. I went into the little room with several

others. A brother and Mr. Richard Cory, from Wales, were

there, and they offered up prayer, but I was still very wretched,

and remained so till the 9th July, when Mr. Truncheon called

on me and explained several parts of scripture, and referred me

to the 9th chapter of Hebrews, 12th, 13th, and 14th verses. On

reading these my eyes were opened and the joy I felt was un

speakable. I could scarcely wait till the evening to come to the

hall and sing—

I do believe, I can believe, that Jesus died for me;

That on the Cross He shed His blood, and died to set me free.

My daughter also found peace at the baptism. A. B.”

“DEAR SIR,-I write to tell you that the Lord gave me to

see Jesus bearing all my sins, on Sunday, the 1st June, in the

Victoria. Theatre, and I have been happy in the Lord ever since.

Dear sir, I have to bless God that ever Heled me into the theatre.

I now strive to bring others there too. Up to that time I had

always attended a place of worship, but I never got converted.

I feel now, sir, temptation very powerful, but Jesus was tempted

in all points like as we are, yet without sin. I now conclude,

praying that God will bless you, and that you may be the instru

ment in God's hand of numbers being converted. T. P.”

THE NAWWY.

“DEAR SIR,-It is little more than a month ago that I first

went into the Victoria. Theatre to hear the preaching. I had



126

been in London about nine months and had never been into a

place of worship. I have been a thorough bad sinner, I have

been a drunkard and everything else almost that is bad. I would

never give any ear to what is called religion. On the Sunday

night I came to the theatre,—for about an hour I stood about by

a public house outside, for it was my custom to spend Sunday

evenings in some ale house. I stood so long because I felt as

though there was a power drawing me from the public house to

the theatre. At last I went in to rest myself, being tired of

standing; you were preaching about the sufferings of Christ, and

I trembled when I thought He had passed through such sufferings

for me. The anxious were invited to stay to be spoken to. I

felt very bad, but said to myself, “I won’t stop.” I wanted to

go, but felt I could not. I stopped to overhear all I could. A

young man came up to me, and putting his hand on my shoulder,

asked me “Whether I felt my sins?” This broke my heart till

the tears were forced to flow out. After a little you came and

spoke to me. While you were speaking I felt a deal easier, and

though I thought my sins were forgiven me, it seemed as though

a load was still upon my heart. I was invited to go to the Vic

toria Hall the following night. I went, and got perfect peace,

and have been happy ever since. I know my sins are all forgiven

because I believe Jesus died for them. I have since joined the

church in Victoria Hall, and am never so happy as when along

with my brethren in Christ. I used, I thought, to be happy

when with my mates in the public house, with the devil and his

angels, and up to his games. But I was deceived. I do enjoy

reading the Word of God now, I wish I had been saved a long

time before I was. J. W., the Navvy.”

“MY DEAR SIR,-About five months ago I went to the Victoria

Theatre, and you were preaching on ‘God so loved the world.’

I was so deeply affected and cut up, that I could not stay, and I

was wretched all night and the next day. In the evening I went
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to the Victoria Hall, and during the preaching, I was enabled to

receive Jesus my Saviour. I have been happy ever since. May

the Lord bless you. M. W.”

THE WOMAN THAT WAS A SINNER.

DEAR SIR,-I found peace on the 27th of August, 1862, in

the pit of the Theatre, after seeking for five months. I was

afraid to live and afraid to die, I could not believe there was the

least hope for me after living eleven years in fearful sin, (this

was the sin of Adultery). After I was convinced of my sins, I

was of all the most wretched. I remember one night, a bird cage

fell from the wall, and it awoke me, I cried for the Lord to have

mercy on my Soul, for I thought the end of the world was come.

I could not sleep for nights. Bless the Lord I can sleep now, I

am not afraid to live or die, I have given up all for Christ. I am

happier than ever I was in my life... I can truly say, Jesus is

precious to me since I see that He bore my sins in His own body

on the cross; that fills me with love to Him, although not half

as I ought when I think of what He has done for me in the past

two months, with his help, and He does help me,and care for me,

I will cling to my Jesus come what may. I have a great temp

tation to withstand, but I go to Him for grace to help me to the

end, for He promises to guide me and direct me and all who

come to Him into the way of peace. It is so sweet to have Him

for a friend in all my trials. Be kind enough to ask the prayers

of all God’s children for me that I may be kept to the end.

E. H.

THE HYPOCRITE.

“DEAR BROTHER,-It is with heartfelt gratitude to Almighty

God I thus address you as a brother in Christ Jesus our Lord.

Such is my happy position. I have penned this to you to let you

know that you were the instrument in God’s power to let me see

the awful delusion in which Ihave been for many months, namely,
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one who passed for what he really was not. How many times

have those who thought by my outward profession I was one of

God’s children been deceived. I was one of those awful charac

ters you were describing last night, but, blessed be the Lord, by

the power of His grace He shewed me what I was, and, best of all

is, the blood of God’s dear Son has healed the wound and bound

up the broken heart, and I bless God’s holy name that He did

not cut me off in the state I was in. I know now and feel what

it is to realise the happiness of sins forgiven. Last evening I

seemed drawn by such Almighty power that I could not resist it,

and, bless His name, I now partake of that which I so wished to

realise, but could not on account of having such a vain boasting

of my own righteousness. Blessed be His holy name, He has

shewn me that all my righteousness is as filthy rags, and

that from the crown of my head to the soles of my feet is nothing

but sin and pollution of the deepest dye. I am the person you

spoke to at the Victoria one Sunday evening in the pit, and you

asked me whether I ever found Christ. Bless His holy name,

now I have found Him, He having first sought me. I must tell

you that I was a member of a chapel but not a member of Christ,

but, blessed be His holy name, I can testify that God by his

Spirit and the sacrifice of His dear Son has made me a member

of His own Church, of which Christ is the chief corner-stone, but

not till this morning have I enjoyed that peace which the world

cannot give or take away. After I had professed religion for

some time I became one of that class who deny there is a God,

and having read much, I could, prompted bythe devil, overturn,

as I thought, the arguments, and used to be looked upon by my

companions as the victor; but, blessed be God, He is the victor

now, He having gained the battle after a severe and terrible

conflict with the devil.” ‘‘ G. F. B.”

The following is a verbatim copy of a letter I received from

one of the dear converts. I give it thus as a specimen of some

of the communications I have received:
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THE CONVERTED CHIMNEY SWEEPER.

“DEAR BROTHER IN THE LORD, this Coums from Charles

Gorin, your umbell Converted Chimney Sweeper. Dear sir it is

near 6 monts since your umbell Brother in Crist first found

pais in the Wicktori and o What happens to Be abele to say so

much of Blesed Geses it Was the surmand you Prech on that

Blesed sunday Night that I found that Gesus Loved me and I

loved him and now I Cain toork to and Gide Poor Sinners the

way to find murcey With the Blesed Savour and may the Blesed

Geses strenen you to Convurt mainey thousends moor like you

Ded your Poor Sweep on the Spot on that Bleed Sunday Night.

Drectohans No. 3, Griffiths Rents,

Burmondsey Street.

Sir I haim self tought.

[INTERPRETATION.]

DEAR BROTHER IN THE LORD,—This comes from Charles

Goram, your humble converted Chimney Sweep. Dear sir, it

is near six months since your humble brother in Christ first

found peace in the Victoria. Theatre; and oh! what happiness to

be able to say so much of the blessed Jesus. It was under the

sermon you preached on that blessed Sunday night that I found

that Jesus loved me. And now I love Him, and can talk to and

guide poor sinners the way to find mercy with the blessed Saviour.

May the blessed Jesus strengthen you, and may you be made the

means of converting many thousands more, as you did your

poor sweep, on the spot, on that blessed Sunday night.

Direction,—No. 3, Griffiths Rents,

Bermondsey Street.

Sir, I am self taught.

THE SCAPEGOAT.

PRAY ON - MOTHERS.

“DEAR BROTHER IN CHRIST,-By the help of God I will in

a few words, and as well as I can, tell you what the Lord in his



130

great mercy has done for my soul. When a boy I was blest

with Christian parents, but to my shame and sorrow I set at

nought all their advice and scoffed at their earnest prayers in my

behalf; nay, I persecuted them very bitterly; and in this state

of mind I left their humble roof, but before my departure my

mother prayed earnestly for my welfare—“Father, save my boy

and bring him to a knowledge of thyself.” For seven long years

I wandered about as an outcast, and felt that God hid his face

from me; I felt myself a great sinner, in fact, too great a sinner

for God to have anything to do with, and so I went on with my

burden strapped as tight as ever. When next I visited my

parents I found no change in them, and none in myself for the

better. My mother’s prayer was still—‘Lord Jesus save my

boy.’ And very shortly after this I left my home again and

settled at Stratford, where I entered the locomotive department

of the Eastern Counties Railway, and there remained four years.

And during this time I witnessed many accidents (some fatal)

which told out to me that in the midst of life we are in death.

The words ‘art thou prepared to meet thy God,” and my mother’s

prayers, ‘Lord Jesus save my boy, ringing in my ears had

such an effect upon me that I was obliged to resign my situation

and come to London, but here, as in other places, I went on

the downward course to ruin, trampling upon the blood of Jesus,

and for the last six years I don’t think I attended a place of

worship six times. One Sunday night, about last April, I laid

me down to sleep and my conscience smote me, and I asked

myself this question, “If the devil should come to my bedside and

demand my soul, what excuse could I make why he should not

take it? Not one—no, not one. With these thonghts in my

head, or rather in my heart, I went to sleep and dreamt a dream,

I thought the end of time was come, and I saw my mother and

her sister walking the streets of the New Jerusalem clothed in

spotless robes and I was a cast away, and I was sure my mother

saw me in the lake of fire and she did not pity me. This cut



131

me up worse than all. I awoke in a great fright and thanked

God it was not a reality. I now saw more plainly what a great

sinner I was before God, and unless. He changed my heart my

portion would be in the lake of fire. As I had a very bad disease

I thought I needed a great physician, and accordingly I went to

chapel, but there being such a crowd of people I was not

able to get admission, so I returned home disappointed. In the

evening I was invited to the Victoria Theatre, when the subject

of the discourse was taken from Leviticus, 16th chapter, 20 and

21 verses, and my soul drank in every word, and you, dear,

dear Brother, let these words fall from your lips,—“As this

ordinance then took a camp-wide aspect, so the shedding of

the blood of the Lord Jesus Christ on Calvary takes a world

wide aspect.’ I said, “If it includes the world it includes me,’

and then that beautiful ‘whosoever was sounded out, and I felt

that the strap was unfastened and my burden fell off at the foot

of the Cross. God blessed your message, or I should rather say

His message through your lips to my soul most sweetly, and I

went home rejoicing in God my Saviour,-and in a fortnight

after, in obedience to Christ, went through the waters of

baptism and typically buried the old man, but I find he dies a

lingering death. The Lord give me strength to keep him

beneath my feet, and now here I stand a living monument of

his mercy. Praise the Lord, oh my soul, yea, all that is

within me praise his holy name. A few days back I sent my

mother word what the Lord had done for me, and the answer

she gave me was, “I received your letter; I have been looking

for it these twelve years; thank the Lord He has saved my boy

at last.’ Oh! that every mother would be careful to train up

her children in the fear of God. Oh! that every son and

daughter would obey such parents in all things, then we should

be spared many a pang. Dear Brother, I am trespassing too

much on your valuable time; please to excuse what you may see

amiss in this, and please to remember that I am very young in
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Christ. Peace be to the Brethren, and love with faith from

God the Father and the Lord Jesus Christ. Grace be with all

them that love Our Lord Jesus Christ in sincerity, Amen.

“T. H.”

DEAR PASTOR,-As a Victoria convert I write to inform you

how I was converted. I went into the Victoria. Theatre one Sun

day evening out of curiosity, and to see how the people behaved

themselves, expecting to hear a deal of noise, but to my surprise

I never was in a place of worship where the congregation was so

quiet. When the Hymn was given out, the congregation singing

from the heart, I was surprised, and Brother Truncheon prayed,

calling upon God to glorify Jesus, by the salvation of a multitude

of sinners, bringing them to Calvary and dipping the sinners in

the precious Blood of JESUs, for the blood of Jesus Christ, God’s

Son, cleanseth us from all sin, and without shedding of blood

there is no remission of Sin. The Sermon was, JESUS CRUCIFIED,

and you read these Scriptures, “For God so loved the world,

that He gave His only begotten Son that whosoever believeth in

him should not perish, but have everlasting life.” “Behold

the Lamb of God which taketh away the Sin of the world.”

“When I see the blood I will pass over you.” You brought the

poor sinner to the cross, and shewed him Jesus bleeding, groaning

and dying the accursed death in the sinner's place. You spoke

of His thorn pricked brow, His wounded hands and feet, and

open side, and said “It is finished.” -

. . . “It is finished," yes indeed, finished every jot,

Sinner, this is what you need, tell me is it not,

Weary working, plodding one, wherefore toil ye so,

Cease yourdoing, all was done, long, long ago.

Till to Jesu's work you cling, by a simple faith,

Doing is a deadly thing, doing, ends in death,

Cast your deadly doings down, down at Jesu's feet,

Stand in Him, in Him alone, gloriously complete.

Bless the Lord, He took the scales from off my eyes. As a

working man I bless the Lord for going to the Victoria Theatre.

from your Victoria convert. H.R.
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DEAR BROTHER CARTER,-I acknowledge according to my

conscience, with feelings and not lips, but in answer to my

heart's feelings. Three years ago my senses were aroused that

Jesus was the only friend of sinners, but Satan told me I was too

bad, as I must do this and that, before I could come to Christ,

and I was buffetted about in a sad state of mind for Eighteen

months. On one Saturday night I went up stairs and prayed to

the Lord, that he would lay me on a bed of sickness or take me,

rather than let me do the awful sin that Satan told me I must

do, and the Lord answered my prayer, and I went to bed in

bitter agony, but blessed be the name of Jesus there I see glory.

I was laid up for three weeks, since then I have been to differ

ent places of worship, but at last I went to the Victoria. Theatre

and there I got converted. Brother Carter I must say I dearly

love you, , because you are a true brother in Christ, your simple

ness of preaching God’s blessed truth is interesting to any poor

sin-sick soul. I remain yours W. T. The Donkey driver.

COMMENCEMENT OF THE WINTER's CAMPAIGN.

CIRCUMSTANCEs, over which I have no control, confines me

to London during this Winter. I had long since felt it most

desirable to gather various classes of men together, in companies

of from four to five hundred at a time, to take a social cup of

tea, but the way was not made plain, till I found myself

compelled to relinquish my country work for the winter. I at

once felt it on my heart to carry out my project. I did so, and

have held seven meetings of different classes in the Victoria Hall.

The account of these meetings will now follow in succession, but

Ideem it right first to state that in the next sevenchapters many

coarse expressions will be found that no doubt will grate on the

sensitive ear and offend the good taste of some, but the intellee

tual reader will remember that my object is to give a truthful

phase of men and circumstances as near the reality as possible;

E.
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also in some instances I have given my own words as I uttered

them, adapting my speech to the persons whom I addressed,

“making myself all things to all men, if by any means I might

save some.”

The first class I invited was the Costermongers, the following

is a copy of the card isssed.

THIS TICKET WILL ADMIT TWO PERSONS FREE

To THE

COSTERMONGERS’ TEA MEETING,

ON MONDAY, OCTOBER 13th, 1862,

IN THE

vic To RIA HALL, UNIo N st REET,

FRIAR STREET, BLACKFRIARS ROAD.

TEA AT 5 O'CLOCK.

Wm. Carter, Preacher of the Victoria Theatre, and several Colliers

from the Coal Pits of Baddersley, Warwickshire, will address the Meeting.

NO COLLECTION WILL BE MADE.

NoNE BUT COSTERM ONGERS AND THEIR WIVEs ADMITTED.

And the subjoined is the copy of a letter I wrote to a friend im

mediately after the meeting.

CHAPTER XI.

COSTERMONGERS TEA MEETING.

EXTRACRDINARY PROCEEDINGS.—WILD LONDON ARABS.

HUNGRY WOLVES.—DEXTEROUS THIEVES.

THE Costermongers of the South of London responded to

the invitation given to them to take tea in the Victoria Hall.

They began to congregate at four o’clock, and as each fresh

comer entered the door, especially any of the notorious characters
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among them, those within gave these a hearty welcome—such

waving of caps and shouts of hurrahs. This went on till five

o'clock, when about four hundred were congregated together.

With some difficulty silence was obtained, I then told them how

much I loved them and desired to make them happy, but that I

had convened them together on purpose to tell them of one who

loved them a great deal more than I did, for he had laid down

his life for them, and that he did indeed desire to make them

happy both now and for ever and that after we had taken tea,

we would tell them more about Him. But we must first ask the

blessing of God upon our coming together. I then said, ‘Now

my dear fellows, will you be still while I ask God to bless you?”

After a few cheers they were silent, and I prayed God to bless

them for Christ's sake. They remained quiet until I had finished,

but immediately my voice was still they signified their approval

by such clapping of hands, stamping of feet, and thundering

cheers as was quite startling. (Surely nothing could more fully

testify of the heathenish condition of these men than this fact.

I solemnly believe that the majority of these costermongers had

never sat still for five minutes before while prayer was being

offered up, and that they really did not understand anything of

the nature of prayer). We then began to serve the tea, and as

soon as the first tray of bread and butter appeared, they all rose

simultaneously and a burst of applause saluted our ears which

continued for some minutes, and then the rush to get the provi

sion was terrible. It disappeared like magic. Every tray was

assaulted as soon as it came within reach, and while some were

scrambling for the food, others were dexterously picking the

waiters pockets—one brother was upset, and the bread and butter

scattered—like hungry wolves the fellows pounced upon it,

and in a few seconds it was either eat or pocketed. At last I

£ound it necessary to stop the supplies, but not till they had de

voured nearly all the provision that we had got in for the chimney

sweeps the next day as well as their own. Truly I felt my own
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weakness and was cast upon God for power and guidance, for I

felt if their attention was not got, the end for which the meeting

had been convened would not be gained. I prayed in spirit and

my dear helpers went into a room at the back and continued in

prayer for some time. Meanwhile two or three brethren ad

- dressed the meeting amid all the confusion, and then the dear

colliers from Baddesley, spoke to them; but at least one hour

passed away before anything like order could be obtained, and

then the Lord gave special power in testimony, and some of the

converted Costermongers now in communion with us told

out in a most - touching manner their simple tale with telling

power. These were known to most ofthose present, for they were

formerly as ignorant and wicked as any of their mates.

The following is the substance of the addresses as taken down

at the time by a brother:—

THE BADDERSLEY COLLIER.

Absolam Hough said – “My dear brothers, I am very

thankful to God for permitting me to meet you here to-night,

and I rejoice to know that the blood of Christ was shed for you

as well as for me. Jesus loves you costermongers as much as He

does the Queen on the throne. Yes, my dear fellow creatures,

the blood of Jesus Christ, God's Son, cleanses us from all sin,

and I am sure that it will wash you to night, and make you fit

for heaven if you believe in Him. Why, bless you, a few weeks

ago Mr. Carter came down to preach at Baddersley; I love Mr.

Carter, and hundreds, aye thousands, will have to bless God

throughout eternity that ever he visited that place. Well, I

believe that Mr. Carter's object in all his preaching is to tell

poor sinners of the blood, to point them to Jesus, that their

sins may be washed away. Oh! may God wash many of you

black sinners white in the blood of Jesus to-night. Well, as I

was telling you, since Mr. Carter has been to preach amongst us

we have had men and women of the deepest dye who have been
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washed in the precious blood of Christ, and, thank God, what

the blood has done for them and us it can do for you, for there’s

enough for all, enough for each and enough for evermore. The

blood of Christ is just as pure now as it was when the first sin

ner was washed in it, and it will be pure till every poor sinner

that trusts to it is washed and made fit for heaven. I can tes

tify to you London costermongers that the blood of Christ has

cleansed away my sins; Jesus has made a good job of me, and if

you will come to Him He'll make a good job of you, or He'll

make no job at all. But I was telling you of Mr. Carter’s

coming to Baddersley to preach. Well, before he came, as soon

as we knew that he was coming, we began to pray, we prayed

every night—THE CHURCH PRAYED—and sure enough God did

answer prayer, as it says, before you call upon Him, He will

answer. Oh! the Lord did indeed save poor sinners, poachers,

thieves, drunkards, and all sorts of sinners. And now the

poachers have sold their nets and left off their poaching, the

thieves have given up their thieving, and the drunkards have

become sober men through believing in Jesus and being washed

in His blood; and now these people are blessing and praising

God for sending Mr. Carter down there to preach Jesus and to

stell of His dying love which washes poor black sinners and

makes them white as snow, and I believe that Mr. Carter’s

name will live down in these parts when he is in his grave.

Why, even little lads have been converted, and now hold prayer

meetings down in the pits. Instead of swearing, now its sing

ing and prayer and praise to God. And I can tell you this,

that even the wicked men now look round before they swear, to

see who is there, for they seem afraid to swear when they see

those who have been saved standing near them. Ah! my dear

fellow creatures we have indeed to rejoice that ever Mr. Carter

came among us; and I would say to you, come and hear Mr.

Carter preach Jesus, and he will tell you that, what Christ has

done for so many down at Baddersley, He is able and willing to
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do for you, for all that come unto Him, whether Barbarian,

Scythian, bond or free. Why, bless you, there was a man as

was only let out of prisin in the morning, and he came to hear

Mr. Carter on the common in the evening, and was converted

that night, and there's no mistake about it, for he is now living

to Christ. May God save you, London costermongers. Amen.”

THE BERMONDSEY COSTERMONGER.

Mr. Wyley, a costermonger, who is also well known in Ber

mondsey, then spoke. He said, “I am sure if there's one here

that's been wuss than another, it's me. Up to the time of my

goin to the theatre to hear Mr. Carter preach, I was everything

that’s bad. It was Charley, the chimney sweep, as got me to

go. He tried lots o’ times to get me there before I went ; but

this night he pressed me so wery much, that at last I says, “Wery

well, Charley, blowed if I don’t go to-night.” When I got there,

I heard Mr. Carter a-preachin about Jesus saving the dying

thief; and he told us that Jesus prayed for his very murderers,

saying, “Father, forgive them, for they know not what they do.”

He went on, telling us how much Christ had suffered on the

cross, and that the poor dying thief was forgiven by believing in

Jesus. Ah! but I thought, He'll never forgive me. I thought

it was impossible for Jesus to die for me. But blessed be God,

before I went out of the place that night, God show’d me that

Christ did die for me, and the Lord show’d me that I was for

given, for I did believe in the Lord Jesus Christ, and now I

know that, although I have been worse than a beast, the blood

of Jesus Christ, God’s Son, has cleansed me from all sin. And

I am sure the Lord can save any of you that are here to-night.

Bless the Lord, he died for us costermongers. Only believe in the

Lord Jesus with all your heart, and then no matter how black

you have been, the blood of Christ can cleanse the vilest sinner

here. I’m sure it can. Oh! may the Lord save you to-night.

Amen. - - -
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After this, the Lord gave me power to lift up Jesus and tell of

His love, and never did the thirsty ground drink in the refreshing

shower more readily than did these wild London Arabs drink in

the word of life. I said—

My dear fellows, I promised to tell you more about the love

of God. I do not think there is a portion of the Old Testament

Scripture that more beautifully expresses God’s love than the

22nd chapter of Genesis. Abraham had but one son; a child of

promise, an only begotten. He called his name Isaac, which

means beloved; and Abraham did love Isaac most dearly. One

night, when Abraham was fast asleep, God woke him by calling

out his name, “Abraham: and he said, Behold, here I am.

And God said, Take nowthyson, thine only son Isaac, whom thou

lovest, and get thee into the land of Moriah; and offer him there

for a burnt offering upon one of the mountains which I will tell

thee of. And Abraham rose up early in the morning, and saddled

his ass, and took two of his young men with him, and Isaac his

son, and clave the wood for the burnt offering, and rose up, and

went unto the place of which God had told him. Then on the

third day Abraham lifted up his eyes, and saw the place afar off.

And Abraham said unto his young men, abide ye here with the

ass; and I and the lad will go yonder and worship, and comfe

again to you. And Abraham took the wood of the burnt offer

ing, and laid it upon Isaac his son: and he took the fire in his

hand, and a knife; and they went both of them together.”

Just look at the hoary-headed patriarch and the little lad walking

by his side. The father has a great knife in one hand, and fire

in the other. Isaac, panting under the weight of the wood, kept

pace with his father. Isaac had often been with Abraham be

fore when he had offered burnt sacrifice, and therefore it was no

new thing; but all at once the thought struck the lad, Why, we

have brought no lamb. Isaac did not know that he was to be

the lamb; and looking up in his father’s face, he said, My father,

behold the fire and the wood, but where is the lamb for a burnt
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offering? And Abraham said, My son, God will provide him

self a lamb for a burnt offering. So they went both of them

together, and they came to the place which God had spoken of ;,

and Abraham built an altar, and then took the wood off the

shoulder of Isaac and laid it in order on the altar, and then bound

hand and foot Isaac his son, and laid him on the wood on the

altar; then he grasped the great knife, and Abraham stretched

forth his hand to slay his son. His arm is uplifted; in another

moment the knife would have been plunged into the bosom of

Isaac. But a voice from heaven stayed his hand. God had been

looking on, and Abraham had gone far enough to answer God’s

purpose, and therefore God said, Lay not thy hand upon the lad,

neither do thou anything to him, for now I know that thou fearest.

God, seeing that thou hast not withheld thy son, thine only son,

from me. This was a type, that is, a representation of God’s

love in giving up his only begotten Son to be a sacrifice for sin.

“For God so loved the world, that he gave his only begotten

Son, that whosoever believeth in him, should not perish, but

have everlasting life.” God sent his beloved Son from heaven.

down to earth, and he became a man, and lived among the Jews

for three and thirty years, and went about doing good to the

* 's and bodies of men. He fed the hungry, and healed all that

were flicted of the devil, for God was with him. He opened the

eyes of the blind, cured all manner of diseases, and even raised the

dead, and then out of love he went to the cross and died for us.

The night before he suffered he gathered his disciples together

in an upper room to supper; and after supper he took bread and

brake it and gave to his disciples, saying, “take eat ye all of

this, for this is my body which is broken for you, and in like man

ner he took the cup and gave it to his disciples saying, drink

ye all of this, for this is my blood, which was shed for you; ”

then in the darkness of the night, Jesus and his disciples left.

the upper room, and wended their way through the labyrinths.

of the City, they pass its environs, they cross over the brook.



141

Kedron, and enter a lonely garden called Gethsemane at the foot

of the Mount of Olives. As they entered this garden, Jesus said

‘to his disciples “My soul is exceeding sorrowful even unto death,

tarryye here and watch, and I will goyonder and pray.” “And he

was withdrawn from them about a stone's cast, and kneeled down

and prayed, saying, Father, if thou be willing, remove this cup

from me: nevertheless not my will, but thine, be done. And

there appeared an angel unto him from heaven, strengthening

him. And being in an agony he prayed more earnestly: and his

sweat was as it were great drops of blood falling down to

the ground.” Behold the Lamb of God, see the blood oozing

from every pore of his blessed body. Isaac knew not his

father’s purpose, and therefore he had no suffering before;

but Jesus knew full well God’s purpose, and therefore all

this suffering in spirit in the Garden. Jesus knew the end

from the beginning. He knew that the murderous band of ruf

fians were on the road, with Judas as their guide, to that garden

to secure him. Hence he was prepared to meet them; and when

they laid hold of him, he suffered them to take him prisoner,

and submitted to all their insults and cruelty with which they

treated him. They platted a crown of thorns and put it on his

head. They spat in his face, and buffeted him, and smote him

on the head with a reed, and yet he never murmured. After

this they put the cross on his shoulder, and led him out to be

crucified. Abraham and Isaac were but a picture; but God and

his Son were a dread reality. Though men did not see God, he

was there walking side by side with Jesus, in full fellowship,

just like Abraham walked side by side with Isaac. God had the

sword of divine justice in one hand, and the fire of his wrath in the

other. Jesus carried the cross, but Jesus did not lookup into the

face of God, and ask him where was the lamb for a burnt offering.

No, Jesus knew full well that He himself was the Lamb. Therefore

he walked with measured steps up Calvary’s hill, over the very

ground that Abraham and Isaac trod two thousand years before,
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and when they reached the summit of Calvary, wicked men nailed

His blessed hands and feet to the rugged Cross and lifted Him up

between earth and heaven, a spectacle to men, angels, and devils.

Then God raised His arm and plunged the sword of divine jus

tice in the bosom of Christ. No power could stay His hand.

God could and did spare Abraham’s son, but God spared not His

own Son, because He loved poor sinners. Well might the Sun,

moon, and stars refuse to shine; the mountains move and the

hills tremble; and the graves vomit out their dead when God was

offering up His own Son. Oh! mystery of love. My dear fel

lows God really loves you, and here is the proof of it—

Behold, behold, the Lamb of God—on the Cross,

For us He shed His precious blood—on the Cross,

Oh! hear His all-important cry,

Eloi lama Sabbacthani !

Draw near and see your Saviour die—on the Cross,

Oh! see the blood flowing from His open wounds. Was ever

love like this ? Greater love than this hath no man, than that a

man lay down his life for his friend; but God commendeth His

love to us in that, while we were yet sinners Christ died for us.

This clearly proves that the only qualification that is necessary for

any man to come to Christ is that he realizes his guilt and danger,

and then Christ will save him. Yes, my dear fellows, just as

you are, and just where you are, Jesus will save you if you only

take your true place as wicked hell-deserving sinners before God.

The Lord Jesus Christ, by His dying on the Cross, has given to

God infinite satisfaction for all your sins; and there is power in the

blood of Christ to wash the vilest sinners spotless white this very

night, where you sit, on the spot, if you have only an eye to look

at Christ, and a heart to believe God’s testimony about Him.

The proof that God is satisfied with the atonement Christ made

on the Cross for sinners is in the fact that God raised Him from

the dead, and set Him at His own right handin Heaven, even as

Abraham received Isaac back again from off the altar of burnt
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sacrifice, so God has raised Christ again from the dead. Jesus is now

alive and He liveth for evermore. Wherefore He is able to save

them to the uttermost that come unto God by Him seeing he ever

liveth to make intercession for them.

MARVELLOUS CONTRAST.

THE POWER OF GOD. —DEEP SOLEMNITY.

CONVICTION OF SIN.-CONVERSION ON THE SPOT.

I then said, “My Lads, 1 want you to learn a verse of the

12th Hymn and the chorus,” (each on entering had one of my

hymn books given him). The hymn begins thus—

“Behold the Saviour of Mankind

Nailed to the shameful tree,

How vast the love that Him inclined

To bleed and die for me.”

And the Chorus—

“Oh, the Lamb! the bleeding Lamb,

The Lamb upon Calvary,

The Lamb that was slain,

That liveth again

To intercede for me.”

The Chorus we sung over and over again until they got it by

heart. Some leant over the seats weeping and sighing, and some

stood. I then asked them all to be kind enough to take their caps

off, bow their heads, shut their eyes, and for five minutes, each for

himself, have to do with Godabout his own soul. It seemed as though

God had got them in his hands and would do as he liked with them,

for they all obeyed, bowed their heads and maintained the most

profound silence—not a breath was heard—it wasawfully solemn.

The contrast between the former and the latter part of the meet

ing was truly wonderful. ... I closed the service, thinking of

getting personally at those who were anxious, but none would

move, and the hall being crowded we could not get in among

them; so we began again and I showed them from scripture how

Jesus suffered, died, and rose again—that on the ground of His

shed blood God could righteously pardon all their sins on the

spot if in their hearts they believed God's testimony about Jesus.
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I read from the 15th verse of the 15th chapter of Mark, and

I really belicve that hundreds of them had never listened to the

tale of the cross before. We sang the 12th hymn again, for I

wanted them to learn it. I closed the meeting once more, but

they would not move, so we got in among them and spoke indi

vidually to them as best we could, and we have every reason to

hope that many of them were savingly brought to Christ—others

were deeply affected and all were thoughtful and solemn. After

many had prayed, we eventually closed the meeting, and then

remained for some time speaking to those who were still anxious.

Among these were some of those who had been most vociferous

at first, and who are well known as ringleaders among their com

panions. Many of these dear fellows came up on Wednesday to

our adult class to learn to read. I believe few have any rea

conception of the ignorance and heathenish darkness among the

masses of the South of London. Notwithstanding all the efforts

that are put forth thousands are not reached, and I do think,

that nothing is so calculated to reach them as thus getting them

together to tea. I have several other classes of men that I should

like to get at in this way, if the Lord will supply me with funds.

The second class of men I invited was the chimney sweeps, and

the following is a copy of the card issued:—

THIS TICKET WILL ADMIT TWO PERSONS FREE

TO THE

CHIMNEY SWEEPS’ TEA MEETING,

ON TUESDAY, OCTOBER 14th, 1862,

IN THE

V 1 C T ORIA H ALL, UNION STREET,

FRIAR STREET, BLACKFRIARS RoAD.

TEA AT 5 O'CLOCK.

Wm. Carter, Preacher of the Victoria Theatre, and several Colliers

from the Coal Pits of Baddersley, Warwickshire, will address the Meeting.

NO COLLECTION WILL BE MADE.

NoNE BUT CHIMNEY sweBPs’ AND THEIR WIVES ADMITTED.
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CHAPER XII.

CHIMNEY SWEEPS’ TEA MEETING.

MOTLEY GROUP.-NOVEL SCENE. –LIVERPOOL SWEEPS.--THE

MALVERN SWEEP,

On Tuesday, I was rejoiced to see the Chimney Sweeps swarm

ing to the Victoria Hall from all parts of London. Between

four and five hundred sat down to tea. It was a motley group—

numbers of them were sooty, with black faces, just as they had

come from their work others had washed their faces, but half

smutted them again with their sooty clothes. Some came clean

and dressed up, so that altogether they presented a novel scene.

My heart yearned over these dear fellows, for surely they are an

ignorant and neglected class of men. Many of them never go to

either church or chapel, or ever hear the gospel, and might well

say, “Who careth for our souls ''” We had special prayer in

secret before going to the meeting for God’s blessing to rest upon

the people and for wisdom and power to testify of His love, and

of the precious blood of Christ. The Lord was manifestly with

us from the first of our coming together, and the power in testi

mony increased until the close. The tea passed off well, indeed

they behaved themselves admirably in comparison with the

costermongers the day before. I commented the meeting by

telling them of my visit to Liverpool, and the deeply interesting

meeting I had with the chimney sweeps at Hope Hall, where

some Christians had invited them to a supper. I also told them.

of the striking conversion of George Slater, the chimney sweep,

of Malvern, which place I visited more than a year ago. They

were all deeply interested, and when I had done,

THE CHELTENHAM, CHUMMY,

A MASTER Chimney Sweep from Cheltenham, of the name of

Russell, rose and said, “George Slater was my apprentice, and

when I left Cheltenham this morning, I left him at my house. He
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came from Malvern on Saturday to spend a few days with me, and I.

can tell you there is no mistake about it. He is really converted

to God! why he is turned right round. He is no drunkard now,

no fighter now, no blasphemer now; no, the lion is turned into

a lamb. I could box as well as George Slater at one time, but'.

God has converted my soul, and I am sure that the blood of

Christ, which has washed me and Slater of Malvern, can wash

you London Chummys if only in your heart you believe in the

Lord Jesus Christ.”

THE BERMONDSEY CHUMMY.

A DIRTY BLACK, DRUNKEN, BLACKGUARD sweFP.

MR. GoRAM, a Chimney Sweep, living at Bermondsey, who

was converted in the Victoria. Theatre, next spoke in a most

touching way:—

He said, “I am well known to many of you here, and those

of you who do know me, know that I have been one of the

vilest of the vile. There are plenty living in Bermondsey who

know me as being a drunkard and swearer and everything else

that’s bad, and so I continued up to the time that I went to the

Victoria. Theatre. Well, the Lord Jesus took hold of me, a

dirty, black, drunken blackguard sweep, and saved me. A dear

brother that’s sitting over there took a good deal more trouble

with me than ever I took with myself. He came after me lots

o’ times to try to get me with him to the preaching at the Vic

toria. Theatre; so after he had come so many times at last I said,

*Very well, “Whippy,” so I will.” So I went to the Theatre.

this night, and sure enough, whilst I was listening to Mr. Carter, .

all the whole of my weight of wickedness came down upon me,

all my sins struck me at once; so I’ll leave you to guess how I

felt, for I was, as I told you before, a dirty drunken sot. I was

all bad, and no good at all. You may depend upon it I was

miserable and wretched. So, after the preaching, I was in the

pit of the Theatre, and I felt as if I should soon be sinking in.
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the pit of hell. Just then, Mr. Carter came and touched me.

He put his hand upon my shoulder, and it seemed to me just as

though it was an angel from heaven; for, in a moment, I felt

such happiness and joy that I can’t tell you. I saw Jesus plain

enough though, and my sins was all gone; and now the Lord has

mademe happy, and the Lord has taught me to pray to God for

my wife and many others. I bless God that now every night I

kneel on my knees, and my wife too goes down on her knees to

pray; but she keeps it all to herself, she does not let you hear

anything that she prays, [his wife is a Roman catholic] but

blessed be my Jesus I’m not so greedy; I don’t mind letting all

the people in the house hear me pray. Now, I’m not ashamed

to own that, before I was converted, I lived with my wife,

although she was not my wife; but as soon as ever I was con

verted I knew at once that was wrong, so I told her I would not

live with her any longer unless we was married. My friend who

first took me to the Theatre asked me about sitting down to

the table of the Lord and about baptism; but, I said, ‘No,

not till that little job was done.’ And now, my dear brothers

and sisters, if there's any of you here that’s living as I was,

let me ask you to go and do as I have done. Come, be up to

your work; and if you can’t get the money together to be

married with, borrow it of somebody, and then be honest enough

to pay it back again.”

A WANDERING ROGUE.

1MR. SMITH nextspokein amost stirringmanner. Hesaid, “My

dear friends, although I am not a chimney sweep, yet I know

there is not one among you that’s blacker than I was, there

could not be a bigger black than I was up to the time that God

in his mercy took me to the Victoria. Theatre to hear Mr. Carter

preach.” He then told out, in a most touching manner, the

way he had been induced to go to the Victoria. Theatre, and how

vthat the word preached had arrested his attention, and that
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eventually he was brought to the feet of Jesus, and did indeed

give a very blessed testimony of his conversion to God through

believing in Jesus. During the recital of this the dear fellow

was himself melted into tears, and the simple, earnest and

pathetic appeals he made to the chimney sweeps were truly

blessed. He urged them at once to bow the knee to Jesus, to

believe in Him as their own Saviour ere it was for

ever too late, and to encourage them, he insisted upon it, that

there could not be a blacker sinner present that he had been.

He was, he said, as bad a vagabond as had ever walked London

streets. He had never known father or mother, had been

brought up both in ignorance and sin; had been a terrible drunk

ard and everything else that was bad up to the time that God

took him to the Theatre and he heard those blessed words from

the lips of Mr. Carter, “God so loved the world that He gave

His only begotten Son, that whosoever believeth in Him should

not perish but have everlasting life.” He said, “I thank God

that from the moment I believed in Jesus He has enabled me to

become an altered man. Before this I was a poor wanderer,

buying and selling and cheating wherever I could. But its not

so now, praise the Lord I have now a happy home, and am not

ashamed of the Lord Jesus, but speak a word for Him wherever

I can. I am a whip maker by trade and am well known by

cabmen who deal with me, and you may depend upon it that no

one comes to me now for a threepenny article without myhaving

a word with him about Jesus. No, my dear friends, I am not

ashamed of the Lord Jesus, He's everything to me. Oh! do

come to Him to-night. Come just as you are, for as the Lord

has saved me I am sure there is not one of you Chimney Sweeps

that’s worse than I was, and if you will come to him. He will

save you on the spot.” -

MR. LANCE, from Kingsbridge, also spoke very affectionately

to them, and several others addressed the meeting. The Lord

was evidently touching their hearts by the power of his truth.
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My soul was fired, and I spoke with much realized power of the

judgments to come; I said—

IT IS wrLTTEN-‘‘I beheld till the thrones were cast down, and

the Ancient of Days did sit, whose garment was white as snow,

and the hair of His head like the pure wool. His throne was

like the fiery flame, and His wheels as burning fire. A fiery

stream issued and came forth from before Him: thousand thou

sands ministered unto him, and ten thousandtimes ten thousand

stood before him: the judgment was set, and the books were

opened.” There will be a resurrection of the just and the un

just, and there will be a judgment of the QUICK and of the DEAD.

The judgment of the living despisers of God’s mercy and wilful

rejectors of Christ will take place at the revelation of the Lord

Jesus to establish His millenial kingdom on this earth. (Read

Matt. xxv. 31, to the end.) The resurrection of the just will

take place at the same time; all those who have been washed in

the blood of Christ and have died in the Lord will now be raised:

as it is written, “And they lived and reigned with Christ a thou

sand years. But the rest of the dead lived not again until the

thousand years were finished. This is the first resurrection.

Blessed and holy is he that hath part in the first resurrection:

on such the second death hath no power, but they shall be priests

of God and of Christ, and shall reign with Him a thousandyears.”

The resurrection of the unjust will take place at the expiration

of this thousand years, and the judgment of the dead will imme

‘diately follow. Hell will deliver up the wicked spirits, and the

grave will deliver up the bodies of the wicked dead, and each

"spirit will be united to its own body never more to be separated;

for the body will be as immortalized as the soul, and all will

be arraigned at the bar of God. “And I saw a great white

throne, and him that sat on it, from whose face the the earth

and the heavens fled away, and there was found no place for

them. And I saw the dead, small and great, stand before God,

and the books were opened, and another book was opened, which
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is the book of life; and the dead were judged out of those things

which were written in the books, according to their works. And

the sea gave up the dead which were in it, and death and hell

delivered up the dead which were in them; and they were judged

every man according to their works. And death and hell were

cast into the lake of fire. This is the second death. And whosoever

was not found written in the book of life was cast into the lake

of fire.” This is emphatically the judgment of the wicked

dead. The book of life is opened to show that none arraigned

at this dread tribunal have their names written in it, if so they

would have had part in the first resurrection. Oh! unconverted

sinner: did it ever strike you that God keeps books, and that

your every day life is photographed in the book of His remem

brance, and that this will be a swift witness against you in the

judgment ? This book will then be opened, and your name

called out, and the long black catalogue of your sins blazoned

forth. You would not, now, like your nearest aud dearest

friend to know your SECRET SINs, but then they will be told out

before assembled worlds. Besides this book of remembrance

there will be at least three other books (or standards) by which

sinners will be judged, viz.:-the book of NATURE, the book of

the LAw, and the book of the GoSPEL. The Barbarian, who

never had God’s revealed truth, will be judged by the least of

these standards. Nature, according to the Scripture—“For the

invisible things of Him from the creation of the world are clearly

seen, being understood by the things that are made, even His

eternal power and Godhead, so that they are without excuse.

—Romans i, 20. For when the Gentiles, which have not the

law, do by nature the things contained in the law, these having

not the law are a law unto themselves, which shew the work of

the law written in their hearts, their conscience also bearing

witness, and their thoughts the meanwhile accusing or else

excusing one another.—Romans ii, 14, 15.” The Jews will be

judged by the law (Moses and the prophets); but the sinners
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that reject Christ, by the highest of all standards, even the

gospel of the grace of God. Jesus said—He that rejecteth Me,

and receiveth not my words, hath one that judgeth him : the

word that I have spoken, the same shall judge him in the

last day. Surely, if there is one place in the lake of fire more

tormenting than another, it will be the portion of those who

have heard of the wondrous love of God in giving His own dear:

Son to die for lost, ruined sinners, and yet have refused to:

accept Him as their own Saviour. Oh ! unconverted sinner:

if you turn your back on Christ now, the wiry worm that will

gnaw your guilty soul throughout eternity will be the bitter

reflection that you had Christ set before you as God’s way of

salvation, and that his precious blood cleanseth from all sin, yet

you trifled the day of grace away, and thus became your own

destroyer. But you will never cease to be. Annihilation is

impossible ! The misery of the second death consists in being

banished from God’s happy presence into the lake of fire, burn

ing with brimstone, where the worm dieth not, and the fire.

never shall be quenched. ETERNITY | ETERNITY | 1.

ETERNITY!!! Oh! sinner ! who can dwell in devouring flames!

Who can endure everlasting burning? Flee at once to Christ !

Believe in the Lord 'Jesus Christ, and thou shalt be saved.

Behold! now is the accepted time. Behold ! now is the day of

salvation.

BLESSED RESULTS.

MANY BROKEN HEARTED.

The effect was thrilling. Many sobbed aloud, and of their

own accord came up to the far end of the room to be spoken to.

It was truly affecting to see so many of these,rough black

fellows broken up. It was indeed a Bochim seene, one man

sobbing aloud, declared that up to that night he was an avowed

infidel and a blasphemer, but that now his scepticism was all
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gone and he felt himself a lost ruined sinner, deserving no

thing at the hands of God but damnation. We were with

him and others till a late hour. This infidel left broken hearted

I have had personal intercourse with him several times since,

and trust it will prove a genuine case of conversion. My

settled conviction is, that God was abundantly glorified in

this meeting, and that many really got life for a look at the cru

cified one as did the dying thief, and I trust that much more will

yet be manifested. We have appointed a second tea meeting for

Chimney Sweeps on the first Tuesday in January. I have also

had an interview with Sir Richard Mayne, in reference to the

Policemen’s tea meeting. The project meets with his sanction

and cordial sympathy, and he has instructed the three Superin

tendents of the three divisions of the Southwark Police, to render'

me all the assistance they can in carrying out my plans, so that

we expect to get four or five hundred policemen together next Tues

day, and as many Postmen on Wednesday next, if the Lord will,

but I am cast upon God for funds. I am sure He will give good

interest for the outlay. The last two meetings have been rich in

results. I forbear to give further details of those who professed

to rest on Christ, but their lives will soon manifest if it be a

genuine work of God, which I trust it is. - -

CHAPTER, XIII

POLICEMEN’S TEA MEETING.

IT was very gratifying to see the prompt attendance of the police

men on Tuesday at the appointed time, viz., seven o'clock. We

commenced tea punctually because the time was limited, as the

men had to leave by eight o'clock to go to their varied duties

339 sat down to tea, and the meeting commenced about five o'clock.

Mr. W. USHER, a serjeant of police, from Wandsworth, first spoke,

simply recommending Jesus to his brethren. Next Mr. E. Usher
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the brother of the above from Manchester, addressed them in a

most humourous manner, after which Mr. LANCE, from Kings

bridge, Devon, spoke with much power. I followed him, and God

gave me power and liberty.

THE following is the substance of what I said:—

I read the 24th chapter of Luke from the 13th verse,

dwelling especially on the 26th verse, “Ought not Christ

to have suffered these things and to have entered into His

Glory?” Then said, Men and brethren, I purpose, the Lord

helping me, to take up seven links in the blessed chain of truth

implied in this scripture that I have read, viz., Christ's suffer

ings on the Cross, Christ in Resurrection, Christ in Glory at the

right hand of God, Christ manifested in Glory as the Judge of

quick and dead, the remaining three links I will speak about at

the close of my address. The Cross teaches, two grand funda

mental truths; first, Man’s thorough badness, and second, God’s

infinite goodness. Christ was “delivered by the determinate.

counsel and foreknowledge of God the Father, but was taken by

wicked hands and crucified and slain.” Now the presence of you.

police officers here to night is a proof of human depravity. Sin

has entered into the world and poisoned the springs of man’s af

fections, and corrupted his whole inner being. God, prior to the

Cross, tried man with law and without law, and proved him to

be thoroughly bad. Not that God needed to try him for his own

satisfaction—for he knew what was in man—but God did it to

prove to us our inherent badness. But the Cross was the climax,

of man’s wickedness. All the venom of man’s heart came out.

Both Jew and Gentile conspired together to put Christ to death.

They hated him without a cause, and had you and I have lived

at that time, unrestrained by God, we should have been among:

the number that clamoured for His blood. The Cross is the con

demnation of the world; but it is also the life of the world, ,

“For God so loved the world that He gave His only begotten,

Son that whosoever believeth in Him shall not perish, but have:
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everlasting life.” Behold the Lamb of God on the Cross! Gaze

upon His thorn wreathed brow ! Behold His hands and His side :

See the blood flow from his open veins. God madeHim sin for

us, and as a consequence the concentrated wrath of Godfell upon

His blessed head. Oh ! mystery of love | In no other way could

God have vindicated His holiness, righteousness, justice, and

truth; and yet open up His heart of love to a perishing world,

but by the offering up of His own dear Son on the Cross. It

pleased Jehovah to bruise Him, He hath put Him to grief.

Jehovah laid on Him the iniquity of us all. The sufferings of

Christ on the Cross was a dread reality. He tasted the bitter

ness of death; unutterable pangs wrung his righteous soul; he

drank the bitter cup of wrath, even to its very dregs. That

which was the bitterest ingredient in that cup of wrath was the

hiding of God’s face. This was death in perfection to Christ.

Oh! unconverted sinner, if God turned away his face from Jesus,

His own dear Son, when sin was reckoned to Him, how can He

look on you in your sins, God is of purer eyes that to behold ini

quity. Hear the exceeding loud and bitter cry of Christ on the

Cross, “My God, my God, why hast thou forsaken me !” Oh!

my soul, it was because thy sins were laid on His blessed head.

The sword of divine justice pierced His soul, and the fire of God.

descended and burnt up my sins. Well might the rocks rend,

the mountains move, the hills tremble, the earth shake, the veil

of the temple be rent in twain from the top to the bottom, and :

the graves yawn out their dead. Well might the sun, moon,

and stars refuse to shine, and gross darkness envelope the whole

scene. During these solemn hours of darkness no eye gazed on

Christ. He realized what it was to sink in despair. The waters

came up even unto. His soul. “All thy waves and billows have

gone over my head.” Men smote their breasts and returned.

Devils fled in confusion to their own place, and methinks that all

heaven was silent. Angels covered their faces with their wings,

while the eternal God punished sin in the person of his own dear
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Son on the Cross. When all was accomplished and justice had

got satisfaction, the last wave and billow had rolled over His

blessed head, He then cried in a loud exulting triumphant voice,

“IT Is FINISHED,” and bowing His head. He said, “Father,

into thy hands I commend my spirit,” and having said this,

he gave up the Ghost. Jesus suffered to the uttermost

that He might save to the uttermost all those that come

unto God by him. Oh! gaze for a moment on the dead Christ.

He is really dead. The soldiers come and marvel that He is

dead already; but although Christ was really dead, God could not

allow His blessed body to be taken down from the Cross until all

the precious blood was spilt on the ground, for it was the re

demption price of man. Hence the soldier pierced His side, and

forthwith came thereout blood and water. They take him down

from the Cross and wrap a clean linen sheet about His body, and

a napkin about His head. Not a hand passed over His blessed

body in death to remove the traces of his suffering. No 1 but

God would not suffer any service of love to be lacking to His

blessed Son, so He prepared a woman who, before He went to

the Cross, annointed His body for the burial. As He was taken

down from the Cross so he was laid in the tomb, and before the

love of the dear women had time to do its work, God was first at

the sepulchre and raised Christ from the dead. “He was de

livered for our offences, but He was raised again for our justifica

tion. The blood shed upon the Cross is the basis of a sinners

justification, but the Resurrection is the grand proof and pledge

to the believer that all his sins were put away on the Cross.

Hence the Resurrection of the Lord Jesus is the fundamental

truth of the scripture, “If Christ be not risen, then are we yet

in our sins, but now is Christ raised from the dead” and He gave

many incontestible proofs of the reality of His resurrection. He

walked with two of His disciples who went into the country, and

was made known to them in the breaking of bread, “And again

Jesus stood in the midst and saluted them and said, Peace be
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unto you. And He showed them. His hands and His feet, and

said, Why are ye troubled, and why do thoughts arise in your

hearts? Handle me and see, a spirit hath not flesh and bones as

ye see me have. But Thomas, one of the twelve, was not present

when Jesus came, and the disciples said unto him, We have seen

the Lord—but he said, Except I shall see in His hand the print

of the nails, and put my finger into the print of the nails, and

thrust my hand into His side, I will not believe.” The next

time the disciples were together, Thomas was with them. Then

came Jesus, the doors being shut, and stood in the midst and

said, “Peace be unto you.” Then saith. He to Thomas, “Reach

hither thy finger and behold my hands, and reach hither thy

hand and thrust it into my side, and be not faithless but believ

ing.” And Thomas answered and said, “My Lord and my God.”

Jesus saith, “Thomas, because thou hast seen me thou hast be

lieved. Blessed are they that have not seen and yet have be

lieved.” Men and brethren, Christ is a reality. I preach not a

dogma or a doctrine, but a real living Christ. He is risen from

the dead in the tangible human body of flesh and bones in which

He suffered for our sins on the cross, but with bloodless veins.

Thomas had never apprehended Christ as very God and very

Man until he saw Him, and this is left on record that you and I

might by faith apprehend Christ as very man and very God.

He was man in order that he might suffer; He was God in order

that He might satisfy. These two essential elements make the

Christ of God. After this the risen Lord Jesus manifested Himself

many times during the space of forty days and under varied cir

cumstances to His disciples. Lastly, he led them out as far as

Bethany, and while in the very act of blessing them. He was

parted from them and taken up into heaven. The everlasting

doors were thrown open to Him," and he publicly entered

in as the King of Glory. The mighty victor. No doubt all

heaven was vocal with His praise. He passed through the

heavenly hosts and took His place beside Jehovah on the eternal
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throne, and there he now liveth to make intercession for us, and

God sent down the Holy Ghost to witness to this blessed truth,

viz., that the man Christ Jesus, who bled and groaned and died

on the Cross, is risen from the dead, and is now glorified at God's

right hand. The martyr Stephen, just before he suffered, being

full of the Holy Ghost, looked up steadfastly into Heaven and saw

the Glory of God and Jesus standing on the right hand of God,

and said, “Behold I see the heavens opened, and the Son of Man

standing on the right hand of God.” But the blessed Lord Jesus

will not always remain at the right hand of God. Presently He

will leave the Father’s throne and sit on the throne of His glory.

The Lord Jesus shall be revealed from Heaven with His mighty

angels. In flaming fire, taking vengeance on them that know

not God and that obey not the Gospel of our Lord Jesus Christ.

Who shall be punished with everlasting destruction from the pre

sence of the Lord and from the glory of His power in that day.

“Behold He cometh with clouds, and every eye shall see Him,

and they also which pierced Him, and all kindreds of the earth

shall wail because of Him: even so, Amen.” . For “God hath

appointed a day in the which He will judge the world in Right

eousness by that Man whom He hath ordained, whereof he hath

given us assurance, in that He hath raised Him from the dead.”

You dear police officers must have to do with Christ. Soon

you will be arraigned at His bar. By your evidence you have

often caused men and women to be condemned at the bar of an

earthly tribunal, at the same time you knew that you were as bad

or worse than them. Presently, if you do not get converted, you

will be arraigned as a prisoner at the bar of God’s tribunal, when

all the long black catalogue of your sins will confront you, and

the righteous judge will condemn you. Did it ever strike you

that you must have to do with Christ either as a Saviour or as .

a Judge, and that you must meet God, not en masse, but indi

vidually you will have to meet God. I received the followingfrom

the lips of Henry Reed, Esq., of Tunbridge Wells, who gave me.
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liberty to make what use I pleased of it. Many years since, when

Mr. Reed was in Norfolk Island, six felons were condemned to

the gallows. This gentleman visited them in the condemned cell

and preached Jesus to them. His heart yearned over them, and

at his special request he was locked up in the condemned cell with

those six men, and spent the whole night with them prior to their

execution in the morning. For hours this gentleman tried to get

their attention, but in vain. They paced the cell like restless

bears, one man especially, was exceedingly agitated. He was a

stalwart Scotchman, possessing many noble qualities as well as

vicious propensities. This man, because of his undaunted cour

age and determined purpose was doubly ironed. After he had

walked about for hours, suddenly he threw himself with all his

weight on the stones. The noise caused by the clanking of the

chains on the stones, brought all the others to a dead stand. A

pause ensued, and then such a dreadful groan was uttered by the

man that caused a thrill of horror to strike through all the pri

soners. He rose saying, “I am a murderer, I am a murderer.”

Mr. Reed kept his keen penetrating eye fixed on the man, watch

ing his opportunity to catch his gaze. Presently he turned

round and the prisoner’s eye met his, and he understood its lan

guage. He then said, “Mr. Reed, do not think I am afraid of

death, I am not afraid of the gallows.” “What l” exclaimed

Mr. Reed, with pathos, “not afraid of death, not afraid of the

gallows, why then all this restlessness, why this prostration, why

that terrible groan that seemed to swell up from the depths of

your soul?” The prisoner stamped his foot, as well as the chains

would let him, and snapping his thumb and finger declared with

emphasis, “I am not afraid of death, I am not afraid of thegal

lows; but oh! Mr. Reed, Mr. Reed, to-morrow morning at eight

o'clock, I’ve got to meet God. To-MoRRow MoRNING AT EIGHT

o'cLock, I’ve Got To MEET God.” Overwhelmed with the

thought he sank down •

Oh! you police officers, you too, have got to meet God, and



159

although you are not now in the condemned cell awaiting your

execution in the morning, yet it may be true in your case. Before

eight o'clock to-morrow morning you may be summoned to meet

God. How would you meet Him? If unconverted you would

meet God in terror, as did this felon; but, blessed be God you

may this night get linked on to Christ. -

The remaining three links I spoke of, you will find in the 24th

verse of the 5th chapter of the Gospel of John. Jesus said,

“Verily verily I say unto you, he that heareth my word and

believeth on Him that sent me, hath everlasting life and shall

not come into condemnation, but is passed from death unto

life.” Here you have the three blessed links I spoke of, viz.,

HEARING, BELIEVING, and HAVING. Now my dear friends, you

have heard the testimony of God about Christ. Do you in your

hearts believe it? Did God, in very love to man, send Christ

into the world to die the accursed death of the Cross? Did God

raise Christ from the dead? Has God really exalted Christ to

His right hand in Heaven, and will Christ come again to judge

the quick and the dead? Do you, in your heart, believe this?

I solemnly ask you, in the presence of the living God, do you

believe this message you have heard this night, for most truly

upon the acceptation or rejection of God’s testimony about

Christ, hinges your eternal destiny. Hear again the wordof the

Lord Jesus, “He that heareth my word and believeth on Him

that sent me hath everlasting life.” Christ did not say he that

prayeth and doeth shall feel that he hath everlasting life. No ;

but the blessed Jesus did say, “He that heareth and believeth

HATH everlasting life. The devil wouldlike to blot this and other

kindred scriptures out of the Book, and so would many teachers,

for the natural man hates grace. Satan does not care how much

religion you may have in your head if he can only keep Christ

out of your heart. Men and brethren, if God had told you to

do some great thing for salvation, would you not do it? How

much more then, when God declares—Look and live—believe



160

and be saved—It is not doing, it is believing—It is not giving to

God, but receiving a free gift from His hand. God is the great

giver, man the simple receiver; Christ the great doer, man the

simple believer.

The policemen were rivetted and many wept. At the close the

Christian sisters sang the following:—

“Say brothers will you meet us,

Say brothers will you meet us,

Say brothers will you meet us.

On Canaan’s happy shore?

The brothers then responded—

By the grace of God we'll meet you,

By the grace of God we'll meet you,

By the grace of God we'll meet you,

Where partings are no more.

Then both brethren and sisters sang together—

Glory, glory. Hallelujah,

Glory, glory, Hallelujah,

Glory, glory, Hallelujah,

To Jesus evermore.

The brethren only, then sang

Say sisters will you meet us,

Say sisters will you meet us,

Say sisters will you meet us,

On Canaan's happy shore?

And the sisters only responded

By the grace of God we'll meet you,

By the graee of God we'll meet you,

By the grace of God we'll meet you,

Where partings are normore.

Then they all sang together

Glory, glory, Hallelujah,

Glory, glory, Hallelujah,

Glory, glory, Hallelujah,

To Jesus evermore.

...And then all the Christians turned to the policemen and sung—

Say sinners will you meet us,

Say sinners will you meet us,

Say sinners will you meet us,

On Canaan's happy shore.

*
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A solemn pause ensued, and I asked whether there was any

policemen who could this night testify for the first time that he

ould rest his souls' salvation on the finished work of Christ. Some

signified that they could, so with great joy we sang

Glory, glory, Hallelujah,

Glory, glory, Hallelujah,

Glory, glory, Hallelujah

To Jesus evermore.

The effect was thrilling, every heart seemed subdued and every

-eye moistened with tears. I then bade them good night, and laid

hold of a policeman's hand and said, “I will shake hands with

this man for the whole assembly. I kept hold of the man's hand

while I prayed for a few minutes, and then followed a pause, dur

ing which the most solemn silence prevailed. The man whose

inand I still kept in mine, trembled like an aspen leaf and wept

much ; others were evidently in distress about their souls, but

could not stay. The whole of them were obliged to leave to get

in time for the night duties. My bowels were moved within me as

I saw them departing. ... I silently commended them to God, and

have no doubt that we shall hear of blessed results from this

meeting, for the power of God was certainly felt by all. The

policemen are an intelligent class of men, but they are shut out of

the ordinary means of grace, and not only so, they come in daily

contact with vice and crime which has a hardening tendency.

Perhaps some of these dear fellows had not shed a tear for years

before. Surely policemen ought to have the sympathy of all

Christians, and more efforts should be put forth to bring them to

Christ. A second tea meeting for policemen is to be held on the

second Tuesday in January, 1863, if the Lord permit. The fol

lowing letters I have received since the meeting.

THE POLICEMAN AND HIS WIFE.

“DEARSIR—My husband and myself being among the number

of police officers you so kindly and bountifully entertained at the

Victoria Hall, we beg to return you our sincere though humble
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thanks for your great kindness, and trust the Almighty may bless

your endeavours for the salvation of all those present, and I trust

also that the Lord will bless your great exertions and labours for

souls. I am thankful to say, that I have benefitted thereby. I

am the person to whom you spoke at the theatre, and so kindly

directed to the Saviour, and I trust that I have a hope through

the blood of Jesus. I sincerely regret that I cannot attend your

meeting this evening as I promised the ladies that so kindly

spoke to me of Jesus as our Saviour; but the first opportunity I

will avail myself of being there. Hoping I have not intruded,

&c. “M. B.”

THE POLICEMAN SAVED ON HIS BEAT.

“DEAR BROTHER IN THE LoRD.-It gives me great pleasure and

peace of mind in sending you these lines concerning my everlasting

... salvation. When your kind invitation to a tea meeting was made

known to the Bermondsey sub-division of police, I at once made

up my mind to go and to take my dear wife with me, who is also

-saved through God's grace by your instrumentality; not thinking

of any benefit being derived further than having a social meeting

with our mates and their wives and a good tea. So off we started

and got a good seat and a good tea, thanks be to God for that.

But to the point. Dear sir, your prayers for us policemen that

night made me feel how earnest you were about our souls, and I

was cast down; likewise in your discourse at the end, when you

put the question, ‘Is there one poor soul saved in this hall to

night?' I felt as if I could rise from my seat and go away, for

I found myself completely lost and did not know what to do.

On the Sunday following I went with my wife to the Victoria

Theatre, and heard you on the cross of Christ, and it ended in the

same result; I thought I should like to speak to you, but my

heart failed me and Icame away, then I got no rest. My wife asked

me last Wednesday to go and see some brothers and sisters baptized,

I consented, and went with her, and took my seat in a comfortable
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place. Oh! sir, I shall never forget that solemn scene, you, sir,

placed me at the bar with my sins staring me in the face, while

Christ and the devil was tearing meto pieces, and when you read the

letter from the poor girl you saw in the theatre, and when you said

that there was some in this hall worse than her, I was in an awful

state of mind and could not rest. I went on duty at eleven o'clock

and went round my beat full of grief and sorrow for my state of

in and misery, I could not bear it longer, at a few minutes past

twelve I found a quiet spot, I solemnly offered up a prayer to God.

to pardon my sins and deliver me from my awful state of mind,

when suddenly, on the spot, I saw Christ beaming through the

darkness of the night, and two angels with trumpets, all in white

robes, saying, “come sinner, thy sins are forgiven. My soul filled

with joy and my eyes with tears; my heart was completely broken

and I found I was saved; my sins fled away and I was relieved.

Oh! sir, what unspeakable happiness I found, I went round my

beat rejoicing all night in the Lord. Dear sir I thank God for

using the means through you of making me and my dear wife

happy in our salvation; we are both working together for God

and trusting on the cross and the blood of Jesus as our eternal.

bliss.

Happy night, happy night,

When Jesus made my sins take flight;

For ever vanished from my sight,

That night He gave me grace and light.

O, how sweet, O, how sweet,

To meet with Jesus on my beat.

I am, dear brother, yours for ever. J. M.

“DEAR SIR,-I was one of those who attended the tea meet

ing given by your kindness to the members of the L, M, and P

Divisions of the Metrpolitan Police. That evening, sir, God's.

word went home with power to my heart, and I was convicted of

my sins, but could find no peace, my impression being that

something I was to do was to be the means of my salvation, but

no peace until I could fully comprehend that passage of Scrip
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ture, ‘Whosoever believeth in the Lord Jesus Christ hath ever

lasting life and shall not come into condemnation.” Oh, sir,

with what joy the truth of God's word went home to my heart,

and the peace I now experience, that “Peace of God which

passeth all understanding.” Dear sir, receive my warmest thanks

and may you be spared many years in your good work, turning

many sinners from their sins, so that they may be able to say

with me, ‘Oh! death where is thy sting; oh! grave where is

thy victory.’ I am, dear sir, bound heavenward, my life being

hid with Jesus, who has washed away all my sins and made me

white in His blood. What shall lo for Jesus who has done so

much for me? My best efforts shall be used in the work of my

Lord, and may I be strong in the faith, and whatever may come

never deny my Lord and Saviour, and— f

*Show to others round

What a dear Saviour I have found;

And point to His redeeming blood,

And say, behold the way to God.”

“J. A. S., Police Constable, M Division.”

CHAPTER XIV.

POSTMENS TEA MEETING.

On Wednesday the postmen gathered from all the districts in

London, and a goodly number from the chief office, St. Martin's

le-Grand We began tea just before eight o'clock, after which

Mr. Truncheon spoke briefly but very impressively. I then

preached Jesus and the Resurrection. The word was with power.

For one hour and twenty minutes they listened with profound

attention to the most solemn and searching truths of God's word,

which were brought to bear upon their hearts and consciences.

THE following is an epitome of what I said:—I read from the

25th verse of the 15th chapter of Mark, and the last few verses of
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the 6th chapter of Revelations. I said, “Men and brethren, I

desire to address you from one of the pithy utterances of Christ,

recorded in the 12th chapter of John and 32nd verse—“And I, if

I be lifted up from the earth, will draw all men unto me.” In

order that we might not misconstrue this utterance of Christ, the

Holy Ghost in the very next verse has given us its interpretation,

‘This Jesus said, signifying what death he should die.” The

blessed Lord Jesus knew the end from the beginning. Indeed

he was the only man that was ever born to die; hence “For ever

on his burdened heart, a weight of sorrow hung,” which seemed

to increase beyond measure as he neared the cross. On the

eventful night before he suffered, as he entered Gethsamene's

Garden, he testified to his disciples, ‘My soul is exceeding

sorrowful, even unto death; tarry ye here and watch, and I will

go yonder and pray.’ The disciples, left alone and overcome

with fatigue, soon fell asleep. But Jesus withdrew about a

stone’s cast from them, fell on the ground and prayed, saying,

“O, my Father, if it be possible, let this cup pass from me;

nevertheless, not my will but thine be done.’ Thrice he uttered

the same words, “And being in an agony, he prayed yet more

earnestly, and he sweat as it were great drops of blood falling

down to the ground.” Behold the Man of Sorrows in closest

communion with Jehovah ! No eye of men or devils was allowed

to gaze on this scene; and no enemy was permitted to intrude

upon the privacy of Christ while unburdening the deep sorrow of

his heart to God. It was most sacred. No ear heard the words

as he uttered them but God alone. The Holy Ghost has pour

trayed the whole scene for this very special reason, because there

is a connecting link between the garden and the cross. The sor

row and anguish of soul Christ endured in Gethsamene was

prospective. It was the sight of the cross that produced it. He

knew that in a few hours his blessed hands and feet would be

nailed to that rugged tree, and that he would there be made a

curse for us. Oh! unconverted sinner, if the anticipation was
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so dreadful, what must the reality have been; for when Christ

hung on the cross as the sinners’ substitute, all the righteous.

indignation, wrath and judgment of the Holy God was poured

on his guiltless head. If the Son of God had gone back to heaven

after he had passed through the prospective sufferings in the gar

den, we must all have perished in our sins. The life of Christ

can be of no value to us till we know his death, for it was on the

cross alone that atonement was made. Christ lived that he might

die; hence he declares, “And I, if I be lifted up from the earth,

will draw all men unto me.’ The cross, with all its dread reality

of unutterable suffering, and the glorious results that should

follow, now filled the vision of Christ. In a few days after this

he was led as a lamb to the slaughter. Wicked men nailed his

blessed hands and feet to the shameful tree, and then lifted him

up between earth and heaven, a spectacle to men, to angels, and

to devils. But Jesus said, “Father, forgive them, they know

not what they do.’ Oh! mystery of love. He prays for his.

very murderers, whose hands were reeking with his own blood.

Behold the Lamb of God on the cross. Men derided, and devils:

triumphed; even the thieves that were crucified with him reviled

him. But a ray of light from heaven dawns into the soul of one :

he turns upon his companion and rebukes him, and then casts.

his languid eyes on Jesus, and says, “Lord, remember me when

thou comest into thy kingdom.’ Immediately Jesus responds,

“To-day shalt thou be with me in Paradise.” The Lord saved

him on the spot. The precious blood that was flowing from his

open wounds washed his guilty soul, and fitted him for God’s.

happy presence. Oh! sinner, do now as did the dying thief.

Look straight away from self to Christ, and he will save you on

the spot. You too shall know the power of Christ’s precious

blood to wash away your sins. From the sixth hour to the ninth,

hour blackness and darkness enveloped Calvary; all nature was:

convulsed. God laid sin upon Christ. The fire of God’s holi

ness consumed it. Infinite Justice wreaked its vengeance on his.
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devoted head. No eye beheld the sufferer. Even God hid his

face; and Jesus cried with a loud voice, ‘Eloi, Eloi, lama sub

bachthani?’ (which is being interpreted, “My God, my God,

why hast thou forsaken me)’ Again he cried with a loud voice,

* It is finished / and bowed his head and died.” But God raised

him from the dead, and set him at his own right hand in heaven.

There he now is, enthroned in brightest glory, in the very body in

which he suffered on the cross, all wounded and gory. At any

given moment he may leave the father’s throne and come forth

as the judge of quick and dead. ‘Behold he cometh with

clouds, and every eye shall see him; and they also which pierced

him, and all kindreds of the earth shall wail because of him.’

“For as the lightning cometh out of the east, and shineth

even unto the west, so shall also the coming of the Son of Man

be.’ ‘The sun was risen upon the earth,’ and was shining

with all its glory upon Sodom, “when Lot entered into Zoar.’

No fearful prognostics had gone before to warn its guilty inhabit

ants of the terrible judgments about to overtake them. They

awoke from their slumbers as usual, and began their pursuits of

pleasure and business. They did eat, they drank, they bought,

they sold, they planted, they builded; but the same day that

Lot went out of Sodom the Lord rained upon Sodom and Gomor

rah, brimstone and fire from the Lord out of heaven. Even thus

shall it be when the Son of Man is revealed. The last morning,

fair as its predecessors, shall dawn upon this earth, all will be

pursuing the bent of their inclination; some to business, others

to pleasure. Some marrying, others given in marriage, when

suddenly the heavens will be rent and the Lord Jesus shall be

revealed from heaven, with His mighty angels in flaming fire

taking vengeance on them that know not God and that obey not

the Gospel of our Lord Jesus Christ. The destruction of the

antediluvian world and the overthrow of the cities of the plain

were types of this terrible crisis we are nearing. Such will be

the mighty commotion at the revelation of the Lord Jesus, that
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every building which human hands have piled will be thrown

down, and every vestige of man’s prowess and manufacture will

be burned up. Oh, unconverted sinner, you shall then seek

death, but shall not find it. When the first blaze of the bright

ness of His glory shall burst upon your astonished vision, you

will make a rush, it may be, headlong down some pit, but shall

receive no injury, and dash up some subterraneous passage, where

God’s daylight never shone, and hide in some niche where man

could never find you. But the flaming eyes of the Lord Jesus

will fasten on you, and the lightning glare of His glory will reveal

you, and His almighty power irresistibly draw you out of your

hiding-place. You shall ascend through the fire, vapour, and

smoke of a burning world, the very clothes on your back shall

he burned up, and you shall stand a naked sinner before Christ,

the judge of quick and dead. Your eyes shall gaze on His thorn

pricked brow, His wounded hands and feet and open side. Oh,

unconverted sinner, how bitterly will you then repent of your

sin in rejecting Christ in this day of grace. Now He is a Savi

our; then He will be a judge. Now His heart yearns over you,

and His grace lingers for you; then His vengeance will wreak

itself on your devoted head. Now His blood will cleanse your

guilty soul, and his lips speak peace; then His mouth will pro

nounce “Depart ye cursed,’ and His power will consign you to

everlasting destruction. Oh, sinner, “flee from the wrath to

come.’ This may be the last hour of God’s lingering long-suffer

ing mercy towards you. The next, Christ may rise up from the

Father’s throne, when the judgment will be set, and the books

will be opened. Did it ever strike you that God keeps books,

and that your name and the long black catalogue of your sins are

written there, and that at the judgment this will be brought up

as a swift witness against you Oh, sinner, do not think this a

too highly coloured picture. Be assured it is but a faint resem

blance of the dread reality. Do not say in your heart, where is

the promise of His coming. The Lord is not slack concerning
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His promise as some men count slackness, but is long-suffering

to us ward, not willing that any should perish, but that all should

come to repentance. But the day of the Lord shall come as a

thief in the night, in the which the heavens shall pass away with

a great noise, and the elements shall melt with fervent heat; the

-earth also, and all the works therein shall be burnt up. Sinner,

because there is wrath, beware, lest He take thee away with

His stroke—then a great ransom cannot deliver thee. ‘Oh,

fly to the outstretched arms of Jesus. He waits to be gracious;

he delights to bless; he loves to save. Is there any attrac

tion in the cross for you? Is there any beauty in Jesus!

Have you been drawn to Christ by the winning moving power of

his love? Do you love the Lord Jesus Christ? If not, how

solemn is your position, for it is written, “If any man love not

the Lord Jesus Christ, let him be amathema, maran-atha l' that

is, Let him be accursed when the Lord shall come. Men and

brethren, have you ever thoughtfully pondered over the solemn

truth that you must have to do with Christ either as your Lord

and Saviour, or as your Lord and Judge? It is not a question

for you to decide, whether you will have to do with Christ or

not. God has decreed that every knee shall bow, and that every

tongue shall confess, that Jesus Christ is Lord, to the glory of

God the Father. I ask you solemnly, when will you bow to

Christ, and do him homage? Now, as a Saviour; or presently,

as a Judge? God asks nothing at your hands. He presents

Christ as a free gift. Look and live. Believe and be saved.

It was very evident that the word spoken laid hold of all the

men more or less. Some with whom we had intercourse at the

close of the meeting, were deeply affected. A few, we hope, were

savingly brought to Christ. I have received a letter from one,

and I expect to hear from many others who have got blessings,

that we did not know of at the time. I pray and trust that this

meeting may prove a blessing to the whole body of men employed

in the Post Office, and probably it may be the means of saving
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many a young man from eternal woe. All expressed their

thanks for the meeting, and seemed to appreciate the truths they

had heard,and unanimously accepted my invitation to come again

and take tea on the second Wednesday in January, 1863, on which

occasion I have promised to give a lecture on the coming of the

Lord and the events connected therewith. - -

The Post-Office Employés are a respectable and intelligent

class of men, well read and very sceptical, hence the important

triumph achieved in thus getting them together to preach Jesus

to them, for through God's grace Jesus was preached to them,

and Jesus only. I am fully persuaded that if the Lord be pleased

to give dear christians to have fellowship with me in this work

in supplying funds, I may get thousands of various grades of

the working population into close quarters to hear the gospel

that otherwise would not be got at, and that glorious results

will follow. I have faith that the Victoria. Theatre services

together with these auxiliary tea meetings would be used of God

to the moving of the mighty masses of the working classes of the

South of London. Oh! that the Lord may accomplish this for

Jesu’s sake. -

Since this meeting I have heard of some blessed results, and

have received the following letter:—

THE POSTMAN.

“DEAR BROTHER IN THE LORD,-I need not tell you how

thankful I feel that I was led by the mercy of God to the tea

meeting which you gave to us postmen, and that through your

preaching the pure Gospel I was enabled to get a view of Christ

on the cross, crucified, bleeding and suffering both in body and

spirit for me, a vile sinner, and blessed be God for all who

believe in His name. When we returned home from the

meeting I met with a dear kind Christian woman who hap

pened to be at the house where I am lodging, washing for
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some one in the house, and I was obliged to stop and hear what

she had to say. She spoke very highly of your preaching. She

says, she heard you preach about the dry bones, in Ezekiel,

and liked the subject very much; so you must excuse my not

writing yesterday, I have asked my landlady to come and hear

you preach on Sunday; she seems in anxiety about her soul and

wishes to hear you. I told her that you would soon try to put

her right. I conclude with love and with prayer that God will

grant you health, and give you a large portion of His Spirit

that you may be enabled to carry out God’s work and that many

may be brought to a saving knowledge of the Lord Jesus Christ.

Your Brother in Christ.” “D. s.”

CHAPTER XV.

CONVERT’S TEA MEETING

IN THE

VICTORIA HALL.

THIS was a very remarkable day, two of the young con

verts were married in the morning, and we had a fellsowship

meeting in the Hall to commend them to the Lord. In the

afternoon we had fellowship in the burial of a dear sister, one

among the first who was converted in the Victoria Hall. A

great number of the young converts gathered round the grave.

Several hymns were sung and many prayed; also two addresses

were given. It was indeed a sweet and precious season. Be

tween five and six o'clock, we mustered strong to tea, all the

recent converts had been specially invited, and we were glad to

see the gang of costermongers, with their captain at their head

march in. After tea, I said, “We shall all be glad to hear the

testimony of you costermongers. Now my lads, up and state

what the Saviour has done for you.”

--- -- * *
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THE CAPTAIN OF THE CONVERTED COSTER

MONGERS

Sprang to his feet, jumped on to the form, and unostentatiously

spoke as follows—My dear brothers and sisters and fellow-coster

mongers, I am very happy to meet you here to-night at this tea

meeting; I wish all of you could say as I can, ‘Happy day,

happy day, when Jesus washed my sins away.” It was a happy

day for me when Mr. Carter had the costermongers' tea meeting.

I wasn’t converted that night, I was convicted though. Well,

the next night you know was the chimney sweeps' tea meeting,

so as I had been a sweep myself at one time I thought I would

go again. MR. CARTER: “Oh! you have been a CHUMMY, then,

have you?’ ‘Yes, sir.’ Well, one of my mates came up, and

slapping me on the back said, ‘Can you say that Christ is your

Saviour !” I couldn’t. Oh! if ever any poor feller was un

happy I was. I knowd I wasn’t saved, and so how could I be

happy. So I went home and prayed and went to bed, and in

the night I was made happy. Jesus came to me and showed me.

that He was my Saviour, that's wot made me happy. I was.

happy all that day, and at night (this was on the Wednesday

night) I came here again to the reading meeting, and Mr.

asked me, “Do you believe in the Lord Jesus Christ?” and I

said “Yes, I do; and so I did, and so I do now, and that makes

me happy, for I know that if God was to call me to die I am

ready. Yer know I’ve bin a rum sort o' chap in my time, and

lots o' my old pals duno what to make of me now, but when

they come and ask me to go to the public-house, or to the play,

or any of these places, I don’t say I’me not well or I can’t spare

the time, or anything of that sort, not I, I goes bang at it at

once, and tells um right out that I’m done with all that sort o'

thing. I gis um to understand straight off that I goes to these

kind o' meetings instead now. Well, some of um say, “But

how do yer do about Sunday trade?’ ‘Do, why do without it'

to be sure can do very well without working o' Sundays now
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you see.” I’ve been a very poplar sort of a chap on the 5th of

November, I was always out with the guys, and last November

when they see me, they said, ‘Hollo, Haly, how is it you are not

out with the guys?’ ‘Oh,’ says I, ‘No more guys for me, I’ve

done with all that sort of thing, I’m a guy for Jesus now, and

I don’t mind being a guy for Jesus every day in the week, I am

along with Jesus now.’ Some say its a hard matter for us

costermongers to be religious, I don’t find it a hard thing, I say

its a happy thing, I never want to go back again to the old

way; no, if I thought I was ever agoin back to my old ways

agin I would ask the Lord to take me right away from it,

because I know I should go to Heaven, and I’de rather die than

go back now. A chap said to me t'other day “I don’t hold

with costermongers being religious; why, how can we, you

must trade o’ Sundays.” “Well,” I says, “if you leave off going

to the plays and the public-houses you can do very well without

that, same as I do can’t yer?” “And then,’ says he, “you

marnt make no short weight ?’ ‘No,' I says, “give the right

weight and charge a penny more a pound or so, it comes to just

the same thing in the end.” “And you musn’t rob your

neighbours?’ ‘No, to be sure not,” says I, ‘you’re a villain if

you do that now I’m sure.’ ‘Ah! well,” said he, “I don’t see

how we’ve got the time to go to chapel and meetings, and all

that sort o'thing.” “Why look at me,’ says I, ‘I find plenty of

time; why, I never used to think o' gettting home till two

o’clock and arter, but now I goes to these meetings at the

Victoria Hall, and when I gets home from there about ten or

so, I then gets some of my pals into my kitchen and we prays

and then gets off to bed by twelve, so then you see we saves

above two hours.’ Well, my dear fellars, I hope the Lord ull

bless yer all, and save your never dying souls, by giving you to

believe in Jesus, as I have, that’s all I’ve got to say.”
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“LITTLE PUNCH,”

Another converted costermonger, said,—I am very glad to

meet you all here, my dear friends. I did not think when Mr.

Carter asked us to the Costermonger’s Tea Meeting, that it would

turn out like this. When I came to that meeting I only came for

a lark, but the Lord laid hold of me while I was there, and I did

not lark then. While Mr. Carter was speaking, it made the tears

run down my cheeks. The Lord did lay hold of me and no mis

take. I came again on the sweeps’ night, and for two or three

nights afterwards, and one night after Mr. Carter had done

preaching, the Lord saved my soul. I was a rare one for gamb

ling and all that, and used to break the tables and get drunk, and

swear, and everything that's bad, before the Lord saved me; but

now I come to the meetings, and then go home and pray, and am

so happy. I had a lodger who slept with me, and he used to

curse and swear at me when I was praying; and at last he went

to lodge at another place. He was taken ill soon after he got

there, and they took him to the Workhouse. He was only ill

four days when he died, and he was buried before his friends

knew anything about it. My brothers often curse and swear at

me, but I pray to the Lord to save them, and I pray for all my

friends and try to get them to come to the Victoria. Theatre.

S— P—said—I came to this place the night after the tea

meeting, and the Lord laid hold of me, and one of the brothers

presented me to Jesus, and told me of His love, and said if I felt

myself to be a sinner and believed on the Lord Jesus, He would

save me, and I did believe and He has saved me. But one day

since then my old companions took hold of me and we went to a

public house and had some drink, and that made me very un

happy; but some of the brothers saw me again, and they brought

me to the hall, and now I am happy again.

Mr. CARTER here interposed, and gave some seasonable advice

to this and the other dear fellows. He said he knew the great

disadvantages under which they laboured, and the snares and
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dangers which beset them on every hand, but the Lord was able to

save them. He begged of them not to allow themselves to be

induced to go into a public house under any consideration what

ever, for if they did, so sure as they found themselves on the

devil’s ground, they would suffer for it. He had heard from the

lips of one of the dear young costermonger's, who had recently

been converted, how that he had gone, after much persuasion,

with some of his pals just to have a glass, and that while there

a row took place, into which he unwittingly got drawn and had

suffered much on account thereof. After solemnly cautioning all

these dear fellows against the evils of public houses, Mr. Carter

asked the young chap above referred to, to state himself how the

unhappy circumstance had transpired. He did so, with much

simplicity and honesty. He said he was walking along and he

met two parties that he had known for some time, and they

pressed him very much to go in and have something to drink.

While standing before the bar a row ensued, and the landlord of

the house jumped over the counter and bit him on the face, but

he did not turn and fight with him as he should instantly have

done before he was converted.

C B—said—I was standing in the Cut and a chap came

up and asked me if I would come to the Tea Meeting for Coster

monger's, in the Victoria Hall? I said “No,” but after being

asked two or three times, I did come at last. It seemed as

though something was pulling one way and something else pulling

another way. After the tea meeting was over I went out, but I

went in again, and at the close Mr. Carter asked all who felt

they were sinners to stay behind. I did stay, for I knew that I

was a sinner, I have been a great drinker, and great gambler,

and all that’s bad. Mr.—came up and said, “Doyou

believe in the Lord Jesus Christ?” and I told him that I did not,

and went home without being saved. I came again on the Wed

nesday night to the reading meeting, and they read the word of

God to me and told me aboutJesus, and I went home and prayed,
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and that night Christ caught hold of me, and now I do believe

and all my sins are gone.

“‘C. W. said, when I come to know that Charley the sweep.

had been to the preaching and had got to be a different man, I

didn’t know what to think about that; so when I got to see him

we had some talk about it, and so he says to me, “you come to

the VIC. and hear Mr. Carter.” So after some time, I says,

“Charley, I’ll go,” so I went, and while Mr. Carter was preach

ing, I trembled like a leaf on a tree. I felt very sorry for my

sins, but I got no hope that night. All that week I was miser

able, I can tell yer. Well, I went the next Sunday—no use, I

couldn’t get a bit better; but I think I got worse. When the

third Sunday came I went again, and just before Mr. Carter

begun to pray I begun to cry, and Oh! didn’t I feel awful when

the preaching begun; it was about Christ being crucified. Oh !

then I felt what a sinner I was. But when Mr. Carter went on

to preach that God the Father forsook Jesus when he hung upon

the Cross, he said that angels turned away from the cross and

kivered their faces with their wings,and that Jesus was left alone

to suffer, bleed, and die. This broke my heart, and the blessed

Lord gave me the love of Christ, and I did love the Lord Jesus.

This broke me right up. But I know that I do not love Him

enough. Oh! my dear friends, do look at Jesus—do love Jesus.

See him bearing your sins away, that'll cut you up. Oh ! I

do love Jesus. I love none like him. I’ve got some nice little

children at home, and I love them, but not like Jesus. Before

I was converted I was living with a woman who was not my wife,

but as soon as ever I got saved, I saw that would not do. My

heart was leading me to good, but I couldn’t do it all at once;

but I married her as soon as I could, Oh! sinners, do believe

on Jesus. Oh! do look at Him, and then you must love Him.”

**G– B said, that since the tea meeting he had been

asked to come on Sunday evenings to the meetings and although

he did come he thought he knew more than those who had



177

asked him to come. But he found that he knew nothing

at all. He then began to feel very uneasy and bad, and he

told his friend H—, ‘ah! they can’t do anything with me,’

but as he had come he would stop. He kept coming to the meet

ings till the Lord met with him and saved his soul, and then he

got so happy, ah! said he, “as happy as if a fortin was a-coming

to me. If any body was to come and pour a fortin into my

blue apron, I couldn’t be happier than I am. I used to be allus

at the public house, gambling, and out late of nights, but I don’t

do that now, although I can’t say like some of my old mates here

can since they have been converted, I hasn’t got so much

fortitude. Here’s H , here has got ever so much more forti

tude than I have.” -

**W– B said that he had attended the tea meeting,

and that there he was made to know he was a sinner. He had

been attending the meetings ever since, but had found no peace.

However, he went last Sunday to the Victoria. Theatre and heard

Mr. Carter preach. After he left the theatre he went home and

prayed to the Lord and then went to bed, and said he, “while I

was in bed, I saw Christ on the cross, and now he has made me

happy.” “What!” said Mr. Carter, “did you really see Jesus?”

‘Oh, yes, I saw him plain enough.” “Well, what did Jesus say

to you?’ ‘He told me that I should never have to answer for

any of my back deeds, and He’d help me on for the future.

‘Well,” said Mr. Carter, “that’s a blessed thing, isn’t it?’ ‘Ah!’

said he, “It is indeed.’”

“J.—— H said, well, I took a great deal longer time to

be converted than my brother did. I used to go to the Theatre

and hear the preaching, and then when I come outside I often

got to wrangling with them. One said to me, “well, don’t you

believe there’s a hell?' so I says “no,” “do you believe there’s a

Devil?’ ‘no, I don’t believe there's any Devil,” “do you believe

there’s a God?’ ‘well, I s’pose there is a God,” and they used to

say, ‘you may depend there is a Devil and a Hell too.”
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“Well, I says, if I don’t like to believe you can’t make me I

s’pose, can yer?” So I went on for some time. At last I went.

one night to the Walworth Room, and there the Lord laid:

hold of me and saved my soul. Here's plenty here as know what

I was. Here’s Martin and Cole, and many of us who used

to go to the public house and get drunk and every thing else as:

is bad. I hope I shall never go back now, I want it always to .

be ‘Christ for me.’” -

E M—, one of the dear sisters who was to be baptized in

the course of the evening, said—I am not ashamed to own Christ.

He is my Saviour. I went to the theatre and heard the preach

ing there, and when I got home I could not sleep. I did not get

to sleep until two or three o’clock in the morning; but when I

did go to sleep—in my sleep I saw my Saviour, and He said to

me, “take my yoke upon you and learn of me and you shall

find rest to your soul.” I believed the word Jesus spoke, and I

have been happy ever since. I am resting on the finished work

of Christ for salvation.

THE HUSBAND of this dear woman next spoke. He said–I

cannot say, with my wife, that I saw Jesus, but I can say, when

having not seen I love, and though I see him not I rejoice with

joy unspeakable and full of glory. I bless and praise God that

ever I went to the Victoria. Theatre. Jesus met me there and

said to me, “He that believeth and is baptized shall be saved,”

and blessed be His Holy Name, I have believed and now I

know my sins forgiven, and I desire now to go through the waters

of baptism in obedience, as a child.

Mr. H—L—said—Mydear Brothers and Sisters—I ought.

to thank God for ever bringing me to the Victoria. Theatre. I

was scarcely ever in a place of worship in my life before. I was

sitting at home by the fire one night when my brother-in-law

came in and said that he had been to the Victoria. Theatre on

Sunday night, and had heard Mr. Carter preach, and he told us

what he had been preaching about, so I said to my wife directly,
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“We'll go too next Sunday night.” My wife was very pleased,

and said she hoped I would go. When next Sunday came, away

we went and heard Mr. Carter preach, and while preaching, when

he said, “God so loved the world that He gave His only begotten

Son, that whosoever believeth in Him should not perish, but have

everlasting life,” this startled me very much. After the preach

ing Mr. Carter told us of the service in the Surrey Room, and

invited us to go there. I went, and as we were coming out Mr.

Truncheon was standing at the door, and he said to me, “Are

you saved?” and I told him I was; but I only told him this to

get away from him. I kept going to the meetings till Good

Friday, and on that day there was a tea meeting at the Victoria

Hall. When the young converts began to speak and told what

God had done for their souls, I thought—“Well, if God has

done it for you, He can do it for me too.” When they struck up

singing, “The Pearly Gates are open and you may enter in,”

that done the job. I was quite cut up then. Mr. Carter came

and spoke to me, and Christ revealed Himself to me there and

then as my Saviour. Ah! my dear brothers and sisters, I have

been a bad chapin my time; for fourteen years I have been at

sea, and when they used to muster for prayers I used to take

song books with me and read, and curse andswear as soon as ever

we got away. I don’t believe there's one in this hall that ever

used such language as I did. I used to curse and swear “up hill

and down dale” at my wife when she came home from chapel.

At last I came to work up at Hungerford Bridge, and then was

brought to the Theatre, and there Christ found me and saved my

soul, and now both me and my wife are happy in Jesus.

Mrs. H L , the wife of the above, rose and said, “My

dear brothers and sisters in the Lord. I was first induced to go

to the Theatre by my brother-in-law. He and his wife told me

about their going, and how they had heard Mr. Carter preach,

so at length we were induced to go. I went with my husband,

and when we got there, Mr. Carter was preaching of Christ being
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crucified, and I can’t tell you how that made me feel, but I felt

that I was a lost sinner, and this made me very miserable. We

went home, but I had no peace, but that same night I began to

pray, and it was while I was praying, all at Once I saw our

Saviour in the garden, just the same as Mr. Carter had been

representing him. He was kneeling down in the garden, and I

saw that it was Jesus, and that he was my Saviour, and ever

since that time, I have been resting in Christ. This is about ten

months ago, and since that time I have attended all the meetings

I could at the Victoria Hall, and have been instructed more per

fectly in the way of salvation, and as my dear husband just said,

now we are happy in the love of Jesus.

Mr. J. L—. After my brother had been to the Theatre,

he came night after night to let me go too, but I would not go.

My wife used to go to meeting, and wanted me to go, but I would

not. This went on for some time, till at last my brother came

one Monday night and said, “I was at the Victoria. Theatre last

night, and heard Mr. Carter preach; he’s going to be at the

Surrey Room to night, and he says, will you go and hear him ''

it will be well worth your while I can tell you.” So I went, but

Mr. Carter was not there. Mr. Truncheon was at the door, and

as we were going out, he asked me if ‘‘I had found the Lord.

I said yes! but I only said this to get away from him, and as we

were going home, I says to my brother, you don’t get me there

again I can tell you. But afterwards he got me to go to the Vic

toria Hall, and there Mr. Carter asked me, “If I should like

a ticket for the tea meeting on Good Friday, I said, “I don’t

mind.” When the day came, I would not go for ever so long. .

My wife tried to persuade me, but that was no use, then my

brother came, and after much persuasion he got me to go. After

tea, when they began to sing the “Pearly Gates,” that touched

me up a little, but when one of the little brothers fell on his

knees and began to pray for his mother, that cut me up altogether,

and then when Mr. Carter came, and spoke to me and my brother,
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and asked us “if we had found the Lord, I said yes, and so

I had.” Dear brothers and sisters, there could not be a worse

man than I was. I have been married for ten years, and my

wife has never had a bit of happiness the whole time, only since

last Good Friday, when I was brought to the Lord. I used to

go home drunk every night, and if she said anything to me, I

would smash up all the things and lay on the floor till morning,

and then get up and go to the beer house again. One night I

was in the beer shop, and my sister come round and told me that

my wife had fallen down stairs, I only said that it was a good job

too, and it would make a job for old Kictman (the undertaker).

When I went home, I heard that she had fell down through her

boot heels catching the stairs. I asked her for the boots, but she

would not give them to me, and I then took the razor and said,

‘‘I would cut her throat,” but thank God he has now saved my

soul, and now both me and my wife are happy in the Lord, and

happy together.

Mrs. J.— L , said, it was indeed a happy thing for me

when the Lord converted my husband, you have heard what he

has said about the unhappy way in which we were living, but

blessed be God we are happy now ; we are happy in our home,

and what’s better than all, we are happy in Jesus. I had been

convinced that I was a sinner at a Meeting that I used to attend,

but I never knew anything about Jesus till I came to hear

Mr. Carter preach Christ crucified. The Lord converted me

that night. While I was listening to the preaching I felt the

love of Jesus spring up in my heart directly, and now, blessed

be His name, we can both praise His holy name for what He has

done for us. He has, indeed, made us happy, so happy, that I

cannot tell you, and may the Lord save many more. Amen.

We felt the Lord’s presence and power while the dear coster

mongers were telling their tale. After this, a great number

were baptized in the name of the Lord Jesus. The hundreds

present were deeply solemnized and many were converted on the

spot.
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CHAPTER XVI.

CABDRIVERS’ MIDNIGHT SOCIAL MEETING.

FoR a long time I have had this class of men on my heart, and

have proposed to get them together, in order that I might preach

Jesus to them, but found so many difficulties in the way of

accomplishing this, so at last decided to invite them to a supper,

which I accordingly did on the 26th of November. The follow

ing is a copy of the card of invitation issued:—

CAB DRIVERS’ MIDNIGHT SOCIAL

MEETING.

THIS TICKET WILL ADMIT

Two CAB DRIVERS, OR CAB DRIVER AND HIs wiFE,

To THIS MEETING, AT

VICTORIA HALL,

(Lately known as St. Michael's Hall,)

UNION STREEET, FRIAR STREET, BLACKFRIARs RoAD,

ON WEDNHS i)AY NIGHT,

THE 26th NOV. AT 12 O'CLOCK PRECISELY.

Ham Sandwiches and Tea and Coffee will be provided.

MEN AND BRETHEEN—I have long felt a deep interest in your welfare.

You are a neglected class of Men, exposed to many hardships, snares, and

dangers. I truly sympathise with you, and with no other motive than love,

I invite you to come and take this social meal with me. I candidly avow

that the sole object I have in view in thus bringing you together, is to

speak freely with you about your souls' best interests.—“None but Cab

Drivers admitted, and no Females, except those in Company with their

Husbands.—All Free, and there will be no Collection.

WILLIA M C A RTER,

Preacher to the Working Classes to the Victoria Theatre.

Eight hundred were invited, and we expected at least six hundred,

but there was not quite four hundred came. Doubtless this was

°wing to the many contingences to which they are liable. Many

====
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of these dear fellows are out sixteen or eighteen hours a day, and

often then do not take their master's money. This makes them

linger out beyond their time, in hope of getting an extra fare.

Poor fellows ! their’s is a hard earned penny, they deserve public

sympathy, and ought not to be ground down. I cannot think how

any person who can afford it can call a cab off the rank, and ride

one mile, and then give only sixpence for it. This, to use one of

their own expressions, is “hard lines.” About one o’clock in the

morning the majority of them had arrived, and we commenced

operations. Ham and beef sandwiches, and tea and coffee were

provided. I bought a hundredweight of beef, and three hams,

andwe made a great quantity of soup, which we gave away to the

poor, and we had a difficulty to make enough of it to give each

that came a little. The dear Cabmen were well satisfied with their

repast, they seemed for the time to forget their toils and

troubles. They threw off all restraint, and felt quite at home,

and thoroughly enjoyed themselves. I was delighted with their

company. Being elevated a little above them, I was enabled to

observe them, and I plainly saw “Don’t care ’’ written on their

weather-beaten faces. They were all thorough, out and out

“cockneys,” and, moreover, to use another of their own ex

pressions, they looked like “reglar bricks,” and this is why I

like them. My heart yearned over them, and I trust this meeting

is only one of a series that I shall have of these dear CAB DRIVERs

of London. Oh! that the Lord in His grace may meet with

and save hundreds of them, Amen. :

After the supper I read from the Scripture the account

of the crucifixion of the blessed Lord Jesus, and then

quoted for my text the memorable 16th verse of the

3rd chapter of John – “For God so loved the world

that He gave His only begotten Son, that whosoever

believeth in Him should not perish but have everlasting life.”

The Lord gave liberty and power to testify of His love to

these dear men. The following is the substance of my address:–
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MEN AND BRETHREN, the burden of what I have to say to you

this night is the blessed truth that God loves you. God is not

against you—God is for you, and here is the proof of it. “God

so loved the world”—not a part of the world, or the world at

any one given period of its history, but the whole world, including

every son anddaughter of Adam to the end of time. ThankGod for

the world-wide aspect of His love. Now, my dear fellows, if God's

love includes the whole human race—it embraces you; yes, it is

joy to my heart to be able truthfully to declare to you, dear Cab

Drivers, that God loves you and has given a tangible proof of His

love. God had but one Son, an only-begotten and well-beloved

Son, and yet “God so loved the world that He gave His only

begotten Son.” Marvellous, incomparable love this. Oh, my

dear friends, for one moment pause and ponder. God had but

one Son, and He gave Him up to die for us sinners, that by his

dying Jesus might become the Saviour of the world. God loves

you, my dear fellows, I cannot tell you how much. I do not think

the blessed Jesus Himself, who uttered this glorious truth, could

tell us how much God loved the world, and that is why He makes

use of that little wonderful word “SO.” Even Christ Himself

could not tell out how much God loved the world. Language

could not be found to express it, neither could figures compute it;

but the blessed Lord Jesus could and did tell it out in fact.

Men and Brethren, would you know the measure of God’s love to

the world? Then you must follow me to the place which is called

Calvary, and gaze upon the tragic scene enacted there. Wicked

men roughly handle Christ, they throw Him on the ground and

cruelly nail His blessed hands and feet to the shameful tree, and

then exultingly lift Him up between earth and heaven. Oh,

sinner, see your Saviour extended on the cross—made a curse for

us; for it is written, “Cursed is every one that hangeth on a

tree.” The cross proves man to be thoroughly bad, it also proves

God to be infinitely good. All the attributes and perfections of

God blend together and shine forth from the cross. Light and

love prominently stand forth. God is light, God is love.
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God loves the sinner, but He hates his sins. Never was

this so fully displayed as in the cross of Christ. Behold

the Lamb of God nailed to the accursed tree. See in Him

the measure of God’s love to man, and the measure of God’s

hatred to sin. The cross tells that God is for the sin

ner, and not against him. Sin had come in and separated man

from God. The whole race was involved in one common ruin.

Not one redeeming quality was left in man. Sin had poisoned

the very springs of his affection, and corrupted his whole inner

being. Justice demanded satisfaction. The holiness and right

eousness of God stood in array against the sinner. What was to

be done? As far as man was concerned he was irretrievably lost.

But God in His heart of love devised the wondrous plan of sal

vation. He gave His only begotten Son, who became a man,

and lived upon this earth for three and thirty years, accomplish

ing all Jehovah's will and pleasure. He fulfilled the law, and

made it honourable, and then willingly died on the cross in the

room and stead of the sinner. Behold the Lamb of God on the

cross, bleeding, groaning, dying under the weight of men's sins

and guilt and God’s wrath. See the waves and billows roll over

His sinless, spotless soul. God lays stripe after stripe on His

blessed back. See His brow wreathed with thorns—His visage

so marred more than any man’s. God hides His face. Jesus

tasted the bitterness of death. God could not look upon His own

dear Son when sin was upon Him. God’s hatred to sin was

manifested in the cross, when He punished it in the person

of Christ. God’s love to the sinner also here shines forth

gloriously; for it was God that provided the Lamb. Hence

every drop of blood which flowed from the wounds of Jesus

proclaim that GoD Is LovE. Oh! what a pang must have

wrung the heart of God when he plunged the sword of Di

vine justice in the bosom of Christ. Herein is love; not that we

loved God, but that He loved us, and sent His Son to be the

propitiation for our sins. God is love, for God so loved the

world that he gave His only begotten Son, that whosoever be
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lieveth in Him should not perish, but have everlasting life.

Christ is God’s gift to the world, and the world shall have Him.

You, dear cab drivers, must have Christ. God has given Him.

to you and you must have Him, either as a Saviour or a judge.

In one of the twain you must have to do with Christ. Oh! sin

ner, be entreated; do have Christ as your Saviour, then you will

never have to do with Him as your judge. The blessed word is,

Whosoever believeth in Him shall not perish but have everlasting

life. WHosoevER, what a blessed word : WHOSOEVER |

why it means anybody and everybody that has only got an eye

to look at Christ, and a heart to believe God’s testimony about

Him. A late Bishop when he came to die, found that all his

religion could not give peace or confidence in the prospect of

Eternity. He had not got Christ in his heart, and that is why

he feared to go into the presence of God. In great distress and

perplexity, he sent for his Chaplain and told him of his doubts,

(this man was converted.) The Chaplain, guided by the Holy

Spirit of God, read the memorable third chapter of John. The

Bishop listened as though he had never heard it before. When

that blessed 16th verse was read, he said “Stop! read that again,”

and the Chaplain read it again. “Read it again,” said the

Bishop, and the Chaplain read it again and again. Presently the

Bishop raised himself up in the bed and clasping his hands, said,

“Thank God for that word wHosoEvER, then I may be saved—

then I am saved.” Some four years ago, when the Lord was

working so blessedly in the United States, there lived an Irish

man, with his wife, and only daughter twelve years old, in a log

cabin on the confines of a wood. The gracious awakening spread

to these parts, and “little Mary” was among the first who got

converted. She went home and told her parents what God had

done for her soul, and what a friend she had found in Jesus. Un

known to Mary, God made a deep impression on the father's

mind; he sought to hide it as long as he could, until one night

he felt so wretched that he did not know what to do, so he rushed

into the wood and sought to assuage his grief by giving vent to.
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his feelings in cries and groans, but the echo of his own voice

terrified him, so he got up and ran home. Breathless, he entered

the cabin and said, “Oh ! wife, do pray for your poor husband.”

The woman astonished, replied, “Why, I never prayed for my

self.” “Oh, what shall I do?” said the man. After a moment’s

pause, the woman said, “Why, Mary can pray for you, for I

have heard her.” They went to the far end of the cabin where

lay Mary in her little cot; the father bent over the child; the

tears fell fast on her sweet face. She awoke, and the first words

she heard were, “Oh, Mary, canyou pray for your poor father?”

“Oh! yes,” she said. The father lifted her out of bed, and the

dear child knelt beside her little cot, and putting her tiny hands

together she lifted her eyes and heart to heaven, and prayed,

“Oh, God, for Jesus Christ's sake, save my poor father. Oh,

God, for Jesus Christ’s sake, save my poor mother.” She told

out all that was in her heart and then arose. The father then

said, “Can you read?” “Oh, yes,” And she went and got

her testament that she had had given her at the Sunday school.

Mary opened the book, and guided by the same unerring Spirit

of God that guided the Chaplain to read to the Bishop, she read

the third chapter of John. The father listened most anxiously,

for he had never heard it before, but when the child read that

memorable 16th verse, the father said, “Is that in the book,

Mary?” She replied, “yes.” “Read it again.” The child

read it many times, until the father exclaimed—“Oh, Mary,

that whosoEVER means your poor father.” That's it my dear

fellows, there's the interpretation of it. WHOSOEVER, it

means you and me. Yes! anybody and everybcdy that's only

got an eye to look at Christ and a heart to believe God’s testi

mony about him.

There is life for a look at the Crucified One;

There is life at this moment for thee;

Then look, sinner-look unto Him, and be saved

Unto Him who was nail'd to the tree.
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Oh! why was He there as the bearer of sin,

If on Jesus thy sins were not laid?

Oh! why from his side flow'd the sin-cleansing blood, *

If His dying thy debt has not paid?

The dear men listened with profound attention to the testimony.

Many a bosom swelled with emotion, and the tears trickled

down many a weather beaten face. My heart was drawn out

towards them in a peculiar way. Soon after four o’clock we

closed the meeting, after which myself and helpers had inter

course with many who evidently were anxious about their souls.

Some few lingered behind after the majority had gone and desired

prayer. It was near five o’clock in the morning before we left

the hall, one man fetched his cab and drove myself and wife home

but refused to take his fare. On the whole I was much pleased

with the meeting, and expect to hear of blessed results shortly.

As there were not so many cabmen present as we expected, and

those that did come ate very moderately and pocketed none, we

had a good stock of provisions left on hand. It occurred to me,

that it would be well to get together in the afternoon, three hun

dred of the very dregs of the South of London, so I asked the

converted costermongers, sweeps, and others, to go out into the

highways and bye-ways, courts and alleys, and to invite the vilest

“ragamuffins” they could meet with—they did so, and at the time

appointed, there was a fine sample of the very lowest stratum of

society; there were a few costermongers and a few sweeps, but

the majority were of the class above described, and therefore we

may truthfully designate it.

CHAPTER XVII.

A ROGUES, THIEVESANDVAGABONDSTEA MEETING.

Before we commenced tea I said, “Now, old fellows,

you may eat as much as you like but pocket none.” The captain
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of the converted costermongers jumped up and said, “ByJove,

the first fellar that I ketch a pockettin I'll lug him out o’ this

and make an example of him.” This seemed to have the desired

effect, so that pocketing on a wholesale scale was prevented. I

noticed some stowing away a few slices of bread and butter, but

I said nothing. There was nomistake about it, they just did go to

work in down right good earnest. It was common for some of them

to take six and eight slices at one time and stretch their mouths

to the utmost extent to get a good bite. I observed one man use

considerable pressure to squeeze the slices close together so that

he might get a better grip at it with his teeth. They very soon

demolished all the viands the cabmen left, and I sent round to

gather up the cups and saucers, for they had eaten as much as

would have served three times the number of ordinary persons.

One fellow came to the hall the next day, and some of our sisters

were there cleaning the place, one asked him what he wanted.

He replied, “Why I have come to see whether there is another

tea meeting.” Why, said the woman, were you here yesterday?

“I should think I was,” said the fellow, “and its many a long

day since I had such a—, I dont care how soon you have

another tea,” and leaving the door he said, “I should like to

have such a blow out every day.” It was with the greatest

difficulty that anything approaching to order could be obtained.

I urged some of the converted thieves and costermongers to speak

to them, they did so, and this had the desired effect. The cap

tain was the first that spoke. The following is the substance of

what was said.

J. H. “Well, I’m very happy to see so many of you here

to-night. I can’t tell yer how happy, but I know I should not

a bin as happy, no, not if anybody had gun me a five pun

note. When Mr. Carter give me the tickets last night and

asked me if I thought we could manage to get three hundred of

you together, I told him I’de do what I could. Well, what

d'yer think I done? I'll just tell yer. I’me myself yer know,
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for though God has converted my soul I’m not changed into

another man. Now, I went home and prayed; yes, I prayed to

the Lord to let yer come; and then this morning when I went

to market I tried to distribute the tickets as well as I could, and

the Lord helped me. Now, yer know there’s no occasion for me

to tell you anythink about what I have bin, you all of yer

knows what I was—a drunkard, a swearer, and everythink else

that’s bad. Yer know I don’t mind yer hollering arter me and

sayin, ‘There goes H—, the religious costermonger.” Its

better for you to have to say that than, “There goes H , the

drunkard.’ You go and ask my children or my wife which fs

the best. They know the difference, thank the Lord. I’me

not ashamed to stand up and tell yer what Jesus has done for

me. I know, that black and vile a sinner as I’ve bin, I’m

washed in the blood of Christ; and if there was ten thousand

here to listen to me I shouldn’t be ashamed to stand up and say

that. When Mr. Carter invited us to the tea meeting for coster

mongers I come, I stood outside for some time and listened, and

then went in. I felt interested; and the next night was the chim

ney sweeps’ tea meeting, so I come to that and heard’um sing:

“Say, brothers will you meet us,

Say, brothers will you meet us,

Say, brothers will you meet us,

On Canaan's happy shore."

Then Mr. Carter told um to sing—

“Say, SINNERs will you meet us,

Say, SINNERs will you meet us,

Say, SINNERs will you meet us,

On Canaan’s happy shore.'

And then some answered and Sung

“By the grace of God we'll meet you,

By the grace of God we'll meet you,

By the grace of God we'll meet you,

Where partings are no more,”

One of 'um come and put his hand on my shoulder and said,

“H– , can you sing that?’ This made me feel pretty miser
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able, for I knew that I coudn’t say so. So I come agin on

the Wednesday night to the school, and after we’d done reading

and writing one of the brothers come and spoke to me and read

out of the Bible, “He that believeth in the Lord Jesus Christ

shall be saved,” and then he asked me if I did believe in Jesus,

and I felt I did, and I told him so, and I’ve been happy ever

since; and now I know that if I wur to die I should go to

heaven through believing in Jesus. That's something for a

poor costermonger to say, aint it? but I do sayit, and mean it too.

What a blessed thing that is, is'nt it? And now I can sing,

‘The pearly gates is open and you may enter in.” The Lord

has changed me and no mistake, and now I hope the Lord will

change you. We don’t care what trouble we take with you if

we can only bring you to Jesus. They did’nt care how much

trouble they took with me, and now I don’t care how much

trouble I take with you if the Lord will only save you; and so

there now, that's the true sentiment of poor old H ’s heart.

With God’s blessing I mean to foller it out, and if you find I

don’t act up to it, you tell me of it at once, and make an open

show of me. You’ve gun me some good round turns aready; but

now when you’ve got anything to say about me don’t say it

behind my back, out with it at once, only don’t lie over it.

Yer know the Lord’s got His eye on yer, and whatever you do

wrong yer know you’ll have to answer for it. That's all I’ve

got to say.”

J. H. “Thank the Lord I feel very happy to-night for what

the Lord has done for me. The Lord has saved my soul, and

now I hope He will save you, I do. When the first coster

monger's tea was, I came the same as many of you have to

night. I came in laughing, but I went out crying, I did. The

Lord saved me through coming to that tea meeting, and now

I know my sins are forgiven, they are. There was one young

chap was a lodging with me; after I was converted, when I used

to pray, he used to lay and curse and swear every morning, he



192

did ; but in a short time he left and was took ill, and they took

him to the workhouse, and in four days he died and was buried.

I hope the Lord has forgiven him, for if the Lord has forgiven

him I’ll forgive him, I will. There's one of my brother's sit

ting over there a laughing. Oh! I do hope the Lord will smash

up his heart. I trust the Lord will this night break up his

heart and bring him to Christ, I do.”

C. G. “You all know me very well, don’t yer? you most of

yer have been well acquainted with me when I was a very great

reprobate, aint yer? Well, now the Lord’s saved my soul and

washed me in the blood of the Lamb, and made me happy. A

dear brother, who’s now here, asked me to go to the theatre.—

he asked me a good many times before he could get me to go, at

last he would make me go—he would’nt take no for an answer.

Well, when we got there this gentleman (pointing to Mr. Carter)

was preaching, and the Lord ketched hold of me the first night;

I didn’t have to go twice. Oh, I did feel that I was a sinner.

and I felt very miserable; but after some time this gentleman

(Mr. Carter) come and spoke to me, and pointed me to the bles

sed Saviour, and gave me that satisfaction that I was saved

through believing in Jesus, and, Oh, that did make me happy.

I’ve felt more and more happiness since, of course, and now I

know that if I was to die I should go straight up to heaven. Its

up hill work though, but I sha’nt slip—I can’t slip, for I’ve got

iron shoes on, I’m rough shod, I know that I’m washed in the

blood of the Lamb. I have been a great reprobate, a great

drunkard, a swearer, given to robbery and pilfering and all

that’s bad; but now the Lord has saved me from it all, and I

hope He will save you... Amen.”

M. S. “MY DEAR FRIENDS—It does my heart good to see

you all here, and I am very glad to have this opportunity of

speaking to you about Jesus, I am well known. I have been

as big a black as any of you. . As regards cheating and pilfering

and swindling or anything clse that's bad, I don’t think there's
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one here that's worse than I was. I was so rejoiced when Mr.

Carter spoke of meeting you here to-night to take tea together

with us, so that we might afterwards speak with you about

Jesus. You mustn't take notice of my crying, I am crying for

joy, not for sorrow. I have been praying all day that God

would make this meeting a blessing to your souls. I see many

of you are laughing, but I don’t blame you for that. When I

first went to the Theatre to hear Mr. Carter preach I went there

for fun, but the Lord laid hold of me and has saved, my soul.

I never knew father or mother. I was put into the workhouse

when I was ten weeks old, was apprenticed from there, and

went on and on in sin and iniquity up to the time that the Lord

led me into the Theatre. Before that, I did not know whether

there was either God or Devil, and I did not care. But as soon

as ever I got into the Theatre and heard Mr. Carter preach

from, “God so loved the world that. He gave His only begotten

Son, that whosoever believeth in Him should notperish but have

everlasting life.” Then I knew that there was a God. I bless

God for that night. Oh! I know now that God can save any of

you that are here to-night. Its been a happy thing for me in

every way. Why, I find a pound now goes as far as seven

pounds did when I was living in sin and wickedness. I have

often spent six or seven pounds a week before the Lord saved

me, but did that make me happy? no; but if ever man stood

in happy shoes now I do. I am happy in the Lord—happy with

my wife and children—happy with my brothers and sisters in

Jesus, and I'am happy in meeting you here to-night. I long to

go and be with Jesus; but I am willing to wait till He pleases to

take me to Himself. If I had not got a shilling in my pocket

to-night I should go home happy, for I know the Lord will pro

vide for me. If I want anything now I don’t go to my brother for

it, no, I go to the Lord. He finds me everything I want, and I

am sure He always will. May the Lord save many of you dear

fellows to-night. Its nothing I can say, its not anything I can
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do; but its what Jesus has done for you. “Believe in the Lord

Jesus Christ and thou shalt be saved.’”

Notwithstanding the blessed testimony of these dear men, the

power of evil was so strong, that it seemed as though Satan

would triumph. Several of the dear brethren drew off for prayer,

and they continued in supplication with God all the time. I was

speaking, and the Lord helped me much. I trembled at the felt

realized presence and power of God. The people were rivetted

and silenced. THE GREAT WHITE THRONE | THE

AWFUL JUDGMENT DAY | | and THE DREAD ETER

NITY BEYOND !!! were by the Holy Ghost brought so nigh,

that it seemed as though the poor sinner was just about to be

plunged into THE LAKE OF FIRE. For the benefit of the

reader I now give the substance of what I said.

Turn ye to the strongholdsye prisoners of hope, even to-day

do I declare that I will render double unto thee. My dear fel

lows, every one of you are God’s prisoners, you are all under

condemnation, and the day of your doom is fast approaching.

You need not commit another sin to ensure your eternal damna

tion. God has pronouncedthe sentence, “The soul that sinneth

it shall die,” and “He that believeth not is condemnedalready.”

You may play hide and seek with the policemen and elude the

vigilance of the detective, but God knows where to find you when

He wants you; there is no hiding from God; you cannot escape

His vigilance. Remember! God’s eye is always upon you, and

when God sends His policemen after you, He will send him

direct to your haunts, and the grim monster death will separate

the soul from the body, and in hell you will lift up your eyes in

torment, and even crave a drop of water to cool your parched

tongue; but you will not get it either by fair means or foul.

No thieving in hell: when once God's policeman takes you into

custody, it will be for eternity; no summary punishment, it is

not three months or six months hard labour, nor even ten years

or twenty years penal servitude (some of you know what that
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is), but it is transportation for ever, and this is not like being

hung up by the neck, and in a little time there would be an end

of you; no, your soul can never cease to be, so if you get to

hell you will be lost for ever. Mydear fellows, did you ever think

of eternity. Oh! Eternity! Eternity Eternity! Ah ! who can

dwell in devouring flames, who can abide everlasting burnings.

Oh! ye prisoners of hope, turn ye to the stronghold. Beloved,

it is joy to my heart to be able to tell you that there is a strong

hold—a place of safety—a city of refuge; and every prisoner

that turns to the stronghold is saved from God’s judgments and

delivered from the wrath to come. Now my dear fellows, I want

you to listen, pay particular attention, look at me, hear

what I have to say to you. There’s none of you, surely that

would like to go to hell. Is it possible, can you be listless and

laugh when such solemn truths are being spoken. HAVE YoU

MADE A BARGAIN WITH THE DEVIL. To SPEND ETERNITY wiTH HIM

IN THE LAKE OF FIRE | ARE YOU RESOLVED TO BE DAMNED !

Oh! may God break your hearts. Some of you know that

Man’s law knows of no mercy; when once the sentence is pro

nounced, it must be carried into effect. So with God’s law. It

knows of no mercy, it must be met in all its claims. Sinner,

God never passes over sin. It must be punished, and yet God

loves the sinner, and that is why He gave His only begotten Son

to die on the Cross, that His justice and holiness and righteous

ness might be satisfied, and a way opened up for the outflow of

His love, for God really loves poor sinners, and here is the proof

of it.—God had but one Son, and He an only begotten and well

beloved Son, and yet such was the wondrous love of God to the

world, that He gave His only Son to die in the room and stead

of sinners. God spared not His own Son, but delivered Him up

for us all. The blessed Jesus came down from heaven to earth.

He became a man and lived among men for three and thirty

years; He was perfectly pure and spotless; He never sinned,

and yet out of love to us, He gave Himself up as a prisoner, and



196

permitted wicked men to mock Him and to spit in His face.

They buffeted Him and platted a crown of thorns and put it on

His blessed head. Behold! the Lamb of God. They put the

Cross on His shoulder and then led Him out to crucify Him.

“And when they had come to the place which is called Calvary,

there they crucified Jesus.” They nailed His blessed hands and

feet to the wood, and then lifted Him up between earth and

heaven. They let the tail end of the Cross drop into the large

hole dug to receive it. Oh, what a shock that must have been

Gaze upon Him! See the whole weight of His body

hangs by those nails in His hands and feet ! Oh, what a sight!

The blood flows from His wounds and trickles down His blessed

face. Hark! He speaks,—oh ! hear His words, “FATHER

FORGIVE THEM THEY KNOW NOT WHAT THEY

DO.” Here’s love for you. Jesus prays for His very murderers.

Was ever love like this? There were two thieves crucified with

Him, one on the right hand and the other on the left, and they

like the other wicked people that thronged the cross reviled

Him, but Jesus said never a word until one of the thieves re

pented, and turned upon his companion and rebuked him, saying,

“Dost not thou fear God, seeing thou art in the same condem

nation, and we, indeed, justly, for we receive the due reward of

our deeds; but this man hath done nothing amiss?” And

then turning his eyes to Jesus, he said, “Lord, remember

me when thou comest into thy kingdom.” Jesus at once

responded, “TO-DAY SHALT THOU BE WITH ME IN

PARADISE.” Christ's precious blood washed his guilty

soul, and the poor dying thief was saved on the spot.

And, surely, if Christ could and did save a dying thief He

can save a living thief. This is the only case in the scripture of

salvation at the eleventh hour; and this is given that none need

despair, also that none dare to presume. This thief was already

in the custody of Death (God's policeman), and he was just about

being cast into the prison-house of Hell, but Christ saved him
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from eternal woe in a moment. The blessed Jesus snatches, .

from Hell to Heaven. Now, what Christ did for the thief on

the cross He can do for any thief in this Victoria Hall to-night.

Yes, Jesus can save you on the spot. This is why He suffered

on the cross, in order that Death (God’s policeman) might take

him into custody, that thereby He might deliver us from Death

and Hell. God punished sin in the person of Christ when he hung

upon the cross, and hence Calvary is the stronghold of the pri

soners of Hope. Turn you to the stronghold ye prisoners of hope,

even to-day do I declare that I will render double unto thee. Bless

God, you are as yet prisoners of hope, but it may be that God’s

detective is after you, and if you once get into custody, then it

will be a forlorn hope. “Agree with thine adversary quickly

whilst thou art in the way with him, lest at any time the adver

sary deliver thee to the judge, and the judge deliver thee to the

officer and thou be cast into prison.” Once in hell, there you

will remain until the resurrection morn, when God will bring

up your corrupt body from the grave, and hell will deliver up

your spirit. Soul and body will then be re-united never more to

be separated, and YOU WILL STAND AT THE BAR OF

THE GREAT WHITE THRONE FOR JUDGMENT,

and the books will be opened, and you will be judged out

of those things written in the books according to your

works;—and then, amid profound silence, the inexorable judge

will pronounce your doom, “Depart ye cursed into everlasting

fire, prepared for the devil and his angels.” After which God's

officer will conductyou to the verge of the lake of fire, and then you

will be precipitated into the fiery gulf beneath, from whence there

will beno escape; there is but one way into this lake, and there is no

way out of it. This lake is environed round by the impassable

mountains of God’s righteous decrees. The height of these

mountains can never be scanned, and the depths of this lake of

fire can never be sounded. It is bottomless, and you will be in

capable of annihilation, and the fire will never be quenchcd.
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nner, the wiry worm that will gnaw your guilty soul

throughout eternity will be the bitter reflection that you refused,

when prisoners of hope, to turn to the stronghold, even to Jesus

the crucified one, whose blood cleanseth from all sin. Oh! now

submit to Christ. Accept Him as your Saviour. Bad as you

are, He is waiting to bless you, wherefore He is able to save to

the uttermost all them that come unto God by Him.

CONFESSION OF A THIEF.

THE power of God was evidently realized by all present, Satan

was vanquished. Many were weeping, and I felt I dare not

close the meeting. I told those to go who felt disposed so to do,

and at once myself and helpers began to speak to the sorrowing

ones. The first young man I spoke to was deeply affected.

He confessed that he was a thief, and said he, “I have got some

plunder at home now, but I will take it back.” I do trust this

will turn out a genuine case of conversion. He professed to rest

his soul for Salvation on the finished work of Christ, and at the

close of the meeting, he asked me if I would send some person

with him to take the plunder back. I did so, Mr. Smith o

Bermondsey went with the thief, got the property, and then he

showed him the house from whence it was taken. They were all

gone to bed, except a servant,—Mr. Smith sent a message up to

the gentleman to the effect, ‘‘that the thief had been to a gospel

meeting, and the Lord had met with him and converted his soul,

and that was the reason why he had brought back the plunder.”

They left the house, but subsequently, Mr. Smith called on the

gentleman, and explained the matter more fully. I trust that

God blessed the testimony to his soul.

SALVATION OF A RETURNED CONVICT.

Another very blessed case was manifested as the fruit of this

meeting: a returned convict was greatly wrought upon—the

great deep of his heart was broken up—all his sins passed in



199 t

review before him. He was converted on the spot; and what

made this the more remarkable was, that very day was the anni

versary of his return from transportation. He came to me a day

or two after this, and witnessed a good confession; he also

desired prayer for his wife, who he said was in the hospital, but

would be home in a few days. The first day his wife came out of

the hospital he brought her to the Victoria Hall, and I trust the

Lord has begun a good work in her soul. She was evidently

deeply affected. - -

THE COSTERMONGER'S WEDDING.

Many of the dear costermongers who were living with women

unmarrried, directly after they got converted felt it laid on their

consciences to obey the powers that be as quickly as possible.

One interesting case I will cite. A young woman came to the

costermongers’ tea meeting, her paramour refused to come, but

went and got drunk. The Lord laid hold of the woman and she

was converted on the spot. The next day a ticket was given to

her husband by his brother (who is a sweep) to come to the chim

ney sweeps tea meeting; he came, God broke him up, and he too

was converted on the spot. The next Sunday I met him in the

pit of the Victoria. Theatre; I asked him how it was with his soul?

He replied, “That's all right, I’m resting on Jesus.” I said,

do you realise your sins forgiven? He shook his head and said,

“I’se afraid to say so much.” How's that ? said I. “Why,

sir, don’t yer know I aint married, and I’ve bin a living with my

gal for this three years, but sir, we wants to be tied up, and I

thought you would tell us how to manage it, because we thought

we should not be exactly right till that little job's done, and I

thought I would speak to you about it because we should like to

have the job properly done while we’se at it.” I was greatly

amused at the simplicity of the man, and told him to call at my

house the next day and I would put him in the way of “doing

the job properly.” He did so, and their names were registered
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and in three weeks afterwards they were married. We had a

fellowship meeting of the converts at the time, and some of the

costermongers prayed most touchingly for their mate. The

father of the young woman was present, an old man, who told me

that he had never been in a meeting before. The Lord broke

his heart, and I do trust that it will issue in his conversion.

There is no doubt about the reality of the conversion of the new

married couple.

CHAPTER XVIII.

VI C T OR I. A T H E A T R E.

THE GAROTTERS.

The Lord continued to give blessing in the Victoria. Theatre;

many within the last few weeks have sought me out and testified

that God had saved them in the theatre. Amongst them are

some remarkable instances of God’s power and sovereignty. One

night a man came to the Victoria Hall to see me before the

preaching. He had that same day stood his trial at Newgate for

being concerned in a garotting case, he having bought the stolen

property, but through some flaw in the evidence, he got acquitted,

to the surprise of all. The sequel to this is deeply interesting,

as showing the power of God. This man and his brother came

to the Victoria nine months previous to the above occasion, and

God, by the power of the Holy Ghost through the truth, deeply

convinced him of sin. One of the brothers got converted on the

spot; the other went away unsaved and truly miserable. He

cursed and swore at the man who had brought him to the theatre,

and declared he would never enter the place again. The brother

who professed faith in Christ proved a most blessed case of real

conversion. He afterwards sought to entice his brother to come

with him again to the theatre but in vain. “No,” said he, “if
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I go there again, I shall have to give up my traffic.” The Lord

let him go on until he found himself in the custody of the

police. He was taken before the magistrates, and committed for

trial, and while in Newgate God deepened the conviction of sins

and wrought powerfully in his soul. The converted brother

sought the prayers of the church for the prisoners, and he him

self continued in fervent prayer for the salvation of his brother’s

body and soul. One night in great simplicity he prayed thus,

“Oh Lord, do save my poor brother; you know he is lagged,

and he deserves to be transported; so do I. But oh, sweet

lovely Jesus, do give him another chance. You saved me when

I did not deserve it, and he does not deserve it; but oh, my

sweet lovely Jesus, do save my poor brother, body and soul.

* We believe the Lord delivered the man in answer teAmen.”

his brother’s prayers, for two nights after his acquittal he never

slept, but was in great distress about his soul. Ultimately he

was brought to realize settled peace through faith in Christ. I

have no doubt the man is truly converted to God. He is now

getting an honest living. He is about fifty years old. Many

other cases might be cited, but I find space will not allow, yet

the following letter will show that the work of grace is deepening

in the hearts of the young converts, and that the work of con

version is extending in their families.

FIGHT COMPANIONS CONVERTED.

“DEAR MRs. CARTER,-I am so full of joy I cannot help

writing to tell you. This time last year I and my young friends

were busy, preparing our dresses for the parties which were to

be held at our house and theirs alternately during the Christmas

season. Oh, how different this year ! What a change Within

the last seven months, eight of us who met together at these

gatherings have been brought to Jesus, and washed in His pre

cious blood; six of us are in Communion ; our robes this year

are the spotless robes of Christ’s Righteousness, and instead of



202

t

t

an earthly garland, we hope soon to wear a crown of glory that

fadeth not away. We often say that we have no need to look

forward to Christmas as a time of rejoicing, because every day is

a Christmas day to us, because we have Jesus, and can say, “Oh !

I am my beloved’s and my beloved’s mine.” He brings a poor

vile sinner into His house of wine. I stand upon His merits, I

know no other stand, note’en where glory dwelleth, in Immanuel's

land. Dear Mrs. Carter, you asked me last week if I was getting

on, but my heart was so full I could not say much in reply. I

feel I am getting stronger in Jesus; when I was first converted I

used to be very weak, but now I am beginning to learn how

strong Jesus is, and because I am in Him, I know that His

strength is mine, so I can do all things through Him strengthen

ing me. When I think of what Jesus has done for me and my

dear brothers and our friends, my heart feels ready to break. To

think that He should save such sinners as we were. I wish my

dear mother was converted, and then we could all rejoice to

gether. Sometimes when we pray together at home I think the

Lord is working in her heart. Dear Mrs. Carter, do pray that

she may soon be brought to Jesus. Thanking you and dear Mr.

Carter for all your kindness to us, with best love, I am your's

affectionately—AGNES.

To save the dear young Converts from temptation on Christmas

Day, we had a tea meeting, at which about three hundred were

present; also the next day we gave a treat to the Sunday Schoo

Children and their parents. The Hall was full, and most blessed

efreshing seasons they were. The writer of the above letter,

brought a member of her family with her, a married woman, and

the Lord saved her on the spot,-thus adding another to thenum

ber, making nine in one circle converted to God.

I earnestly desire the sympathy, prayers and fellowship of al

God’s dear children in this GREAT MISSION WORK

AMONG THE MASSES OF THE WORKING CLASSES
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OF THE SOUTH OF LONDON. The converts themselves

are very poor, and can do but little toward defraying the ex

penses of carrying on the work; but they do what they can, as

the following letter from one of the young converts will show.

“SIR,-Will you please to accept this five shillings towards

defraying the expenses of our place of worship. I cannot pro

mise to be a regular subscriber, but will give as often as I can

afford it. I have already denied myself an article of dress to

give this trifle, knowing that I am clothed in the righteousness

of Christ.

: “I am, yours respectfully,

** A. E. 3.2

The majority of the young converts can scarcely get bread,

whereas, before they were converted, they were profligate and

extravagant, and this they maintained by their dishonest prac

tices. We have a deaconess in connection with the Church, who

daily visits the homes of the converts for the object of helping

them, both temporally and spiritually. If any of God’s children

will send clothes, food or money, to be distributed among the

distressed, it will be faithfully applied; and, if the Lord permit,

in a second volume, to be sent forth at the end of 1863, the man

ner in which such food, clothes and money sent for this purpose

has been distributed will be extracted from the diary of the dea

coness, and will appear at the end of the book. The carrying

on of this work under God depends entirely on the fellowship of

Christians. I have no private funds, neither have I any certain

income, nor any guarantee from any person as to the expenses of

the Mission, or my own family need. IT IS A WORK OF

FAITH. I have but one Bank to draw upon, and that is the Bank

of the Riches of Glory, of which the following is a Prospectus.
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Royal Bank of " Richts in Ölory."

(#0ber10t:

THE LORD OF HEAVEN AND EARTH. OwnER OF THE CATTLE

UPON A THOUSAND HILLS, ETC., ETC.

QI reagurcr:

THE SON OF HIS LOVE,

©fficerg amb Štematog:

* ALL THOSE WHO ARE FAITHFUL IN THE UNRIGHTEOUS MAMMON.

©apital :

ALL THE GOLD AND SILVER, ETC., ETC.

Qífict :

OPEN AT ALL TIMES.

- RULES.

1—As forms of application are dispensed with, it is only needful

for depositors of prayer and faith to bring their hearts with

them, and make over the deposit to the Governor in the

name of the Treasurer.

2—As there is generally so much business, bustle, and anxiety

in the lower room or counting-house (Earth), it is advisable

that all applicants suffer themselves to be conducted up to

the Throne room of the Governor himself, who will give

"directions for the reception of a liberal Bonus, with interest,

to every person who applies.

OBJECTS.

1—To feed and clothe poor orphans, and succour the widow.

2.—To supply funds for the purpose of preaching the Gospel to

the poor in Halls and Theatres.

TESTIMONIALS.

Extracts from the sayings and writings of those who for many

years have been shareholders in this great Institution.

t£35 “ALWAYS FOUND THIS BANK PROMPT IN

GIVING BONUSES.”

BRICKHILL AND SMITH, Steam Machine Printers, Newington Butts, S.

23 FE 64
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