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INTRODUCTION.

>ERHAPS in the whole compass of

English literature, from Chaucer down

wards, we have seldom had submitted to

us such a Biographical Series as that

now published by the special Historian

of the Poor, Mr. J. M. Weylland.

Each notice, however contracted the view, is a

statement of the writer's own personal knowledge

and experience. The facts we know to be facts,

because he saw them ; the words recorded he

knows to be the words, because he heard them.

Thus each is giving us the " History of his own

times," drawn, not from books and hearsay, but,

in every instance, from practical contact with the

men and things described ; a value and a merit

which are attached to no one publication from
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the days of Bishop Burnet, down to those of

Mr. Justin McCarthy.

It seems to have been, and it seems still to be,

a received opinion among all historical writers,

Pagan and Christian, that the public is to be fed

by noisy and brilliant events, transacted upon the

wide and open surface of time. They never

mention,—it may be through ignorance,—nor,

apparently, regard, the number and variety of

social evils which are pressing, daily and hourly,

on the condition of the labouring classes—evils

which, at all times, bring with them immorality

and discontent, and which the learned authors

(were their minds in that direction) might show

would, if unchecked, lead certainly to revolution.

But no such thing ; and, in view of the sale of

their volumes, they act with much policy ; for in

books of this sort, the purchasers seek amuse

ment, not instruction in duty.

But here our biographers have found in their

occupation both their duty and their pleasure.

They tell the truth, however ugly it may be, for

they have nothing else to tell ; and so full and

clear are their descriptions that a half-dozen of

their pages gives us more insight into the state in

which we are (for London and all our great cities

are much alike), and as to what, in their exigency,
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we ought to do, than a hundred lectures from

a professorial chair ; or even than the modern

panacea, a scientific sitting at the Royal Institu

tion.

My experience of their value dates back over

half a century. In all the operations in which I

have been engaged, these men were my com

panions and fellow-labourers, and I derived

unbounded assistance from them in the matter

of Ragged Schools, Common Lodging- Houses,

Special Services, and in every effort for the

improvement of Society.

In all difficulties of research, our first resource

was to the City Missionaries, because we knew

that their inquiry would be zealous and imme

diate, and their, report ample and trustworthy.

Fully to estimate the services of these ad

mirable men, we must recall the state of London

at the time they began their noble career. It

was fast becoming a stagnant pool, active only

in the pestilential miasma that escaped from it.

There were various agencies at work, but they

seemed to be gradually sinking down in despair,

partly through the enormity of the obstacles

before them, and partly through ignorance of

the best mode of remedial operations.

The aggressive system of the London City

b
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Mission, rekindled many slumbering fires; it

provoked a just and holy jealousy ; and people

having learned what to do, and how tb do it, set

themselves to the task with a zeal commensurate

with the necessity.

The issue has been a great and manifest

change in the social and even religious condition

of London. That the change is very far short,

indeed, of what is required, the experience of

every day, of every hour, proclaims aloud ; but

we may ask, nay, we ought to ask, what would

have been its condition at this time, had not

such men been called, years ago, to the various

departments of their missionary work. It is

oftentimes difficult to prove the amount of good

done ; it is still more difficult to prove the

amount of evil prevented. For both of these

we should be thankful ; and for both of these,

under God, we are indebted to the aged pilgrims,

whose lives are here recorded.

But now these excellent men are in the decline

of life, and seek the honourable repose which is

so justly their due. Well may we pray (for they

have diligently served their Lord and Master)

" Cast them not off in the time of old age, forsake

them not when their strength faileth them." I

rejoice to have been oftentimes associated with
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them in their work, for thus I can bear testimony

to their zeal, piety, and truth. I now rejoice I

have my name finally associated with theirs, in

this record of their labours—and safely may I

adopt the language of Scripture, and say on their

behalf, as well as my own, to every one who

reads these pages ; " Go thou, and do likewise."

SHAFTESBURY.

London, April 2?>th, 188r.





THE AUTHOR'S PREFACE.

'HIS book is written in the forty-sixth year

of the London City Mission, and we have

an impression that a book of its kind might

with advantage have been produced some

long time ago. The life-work of men

qualified for positions in which great results

were the aim, and which required the high qualities

of religious life, intelligence and the heroic virtue,

must abound in incidents of the deepest interest, and of

experiences of value to the Churches and society gener

ally. That such incidents and records should be lost

has to us been an evil to be avoided, but until recently

no sufficient cause had developed itself to set the pen

in motion. Necessity, however—the grave necessity of

obtaining support for the large number of thirty-eight
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veteran missionaries—led us,- at the request of the govern

ing body of the Society, to look into the. past career of

these men and thus to compile a number of sketches

and narratives. This became a pleasurable occupation

of leisure and resulted in a set of papers being prepared

for The London City Mission Magazine, for reprints of

which request has frequently been made. This would

have been done in the modest tract form ; but pressure

was put upon the writer to add other papers, and give

permanence to all by publishing them in a small

volume.

Lord Shaftesbury's consent to introduce the work to

the public with words of commendation from his own

pen was an incentive to comply with other requests.

His lordship had been a leader and co-worker with the

men whose life-work was to be pourtrayed, and he was

personally acquainted with several of them. It was,

therefore, a graceful act of his upon the morning of his

eightieth birthday to hand the Introduction to the

author. This increased its value, as that was a high

day in the city of London. Guildhall, that place of

princely gatherings and princely deeds, was packed with

its thousands of worthy men and ladies. The Lord

Mayor (Alderman McArthur) surrounded by the muni

cipal authorities of the mighty city, many nobles of the

land, statesmen and representatives from the manu-

>
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facturing districts and all parts of Great Britain and

Ireland, with clergymen and ministers of all the

Churches, assembled there. A cabinet minister (the Rt.

Hon. W. H. Forster), related the story of his lordship's

struggles in both Houses of Parliament in the interest

of the people, and that for a period of fifty years and

upwards. The Lord Mayor then presented his lordship

with a life-size portrait, the gift of loving hearts of

ragged-school supporters and teachers who had laboured

with him in the upraising of upwards 800,000 poor

children in London alone. It was a wonderful occasion

in a life's history ; but his lordship, in accepting the gift,

acknowledged how much was due to the holy zeal and

diligence of the army of co-workers who had been as

sociates with him, among whom were the veterans and

their comrades of the London Mission.

These old disciples are worthy of the recognition they

received that day, as the survivors of a large number

of devoted men who, when young, joined in a holy con

federacy to stem the tide of iniquity, which at the com

mencement of their efforts rendered the metropolis of

England the most corrupt and dangerous of cities.

Many of their compeers had fallen in the conflict ; not

a few from contagious diseases taken while visiting low

and pestilent neighbourhoods now partly swept away

by modern improvements ; others by violence received
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from wicked men ; and many through their strength

being exhausted by the wearying toil. The survivors

of such a band of warriors were indeed worthy of

honour.

To them, however, there is satisfaction as well as

honour in their ripe old age. They not only urged

successful conflict with an ignorant and corrupt adult

population, but they also proved themselves to be the

true friends of the neglected youth of the city. With

an old writer, they knew that—

" We are not worst at once—the course of evil

Begins so slowly, and from such slight source,

An infant's hand might stem its breach with clay.

But let the stream get deeper, and philosophy—

Ah ! and moral effort too—shall strive in vain

To turn the headlong torrent."

They therefore entered with vigour into the Ragged

School movement, collecting the children of the criminal

and debased classes into sombre rooms and sheds until

suitable premises were provided. With the aid of many

co-workers gathered by the Ragged School Union, the

moral wastes and " slums " of the city were studded

with these humble but blessed " training institutions,"

and myriads of poor children, who would have been lost

in ignorance and sin, in them learned

" To lisp a Saviour's name, and sing a Saviour's praise."
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The result, the blessed result, being a religious and

moral upraising of multitudes, who, to all appearance,

were beyond any but police control.

And then these veterans of the past generation were

appointed to storm the criminal sections of the city, and

while reclaiming many, they were the means of bringing

other influences for the upraising of the people to act

beneficially upon them. The Light that makes manifest

was carried into places where the people dwelt in dark

ness, and as the result of their necessary investigation

the Christians of the city, and even the general public,

became ashamed and alarmed. Philanthropists then

devised and carried out schemes for the recovery of the

" lapsed masses," such as improving their dwellings, and

Parliament commenced a course of beneficial legislation.

And thus a Society which knows nothing of politics,

gave indirect assistance in great social reforms, such as

the regulating of lodging-houses, and the sale of intox

icating liquors, with plans for general education. But

during all these struggles, the men who had decided to

give their lives to the restoring work, prosecuted their

high calling in the obscurity of rookeries and moral

wastes. The generation which they thus served with

disinterested zeal has passed or is passing away ; a

great gathering having been made into the heavenly

kingdom. The good results of their noble service
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are, however, inherited by their successors, as families

in their multitudes have risen to improved positions,

and much squalor and wretchedness has been re

moved.

All this is cause for thankfulness ; but many of the

honoured men who accomplished so much remain with us.

Being found faithful to their trust they lived on small

incomes without power to make provision for declining

years. To cast them off in their old age would, in the

opinion of the Committee, be wrong and impossible.

The small sum of one pound a week is therefore

granted to each man ; but this means a liability to

the Society of forty-eight pounds weekly. Last year,

in addition to interest on invested money (£378 ijs.

lid.), the disabled missionaries received about £134.6.

The providing of this is an anxiety to the Committee.

To relieve them from this pressure and to protect the

general fund which sustains present work, this account

of past labour has been compiled. As man after man

is called to his reward others take their place upon

the retiring fund—we have therefore devoted several

chapters to the work of aged missionaries, who, by

reason of strength, have continued to this day, testify

ing of the Gospel of the grace of God while labouring

under increasing infirmities.

Some difficulty has been experienced in making
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selections from a great mass of materials. Each veteran

whose work is nearly done, has deposited at the Mission

House records of absorbing interest ; while the activities

of those who " rest " would form a volume. We trust,

however, that sufficient has been gathered to interest

many in the cause for which we plead, and it is hoped

that each reader will contribute to the result. Large

sums would be of permanent benefit, as it is desirable

once for all to make the Disabled Fund equal by

endowment to the demand upon it. Small subscrip

tions will, however, be of great value in the present

necessity.

One object throughout this work has been kept in

view—informing and interesting those who may be

unacquainted with the constitution and efforts of the

London City Mission—that its evangelizing power

may be extended to the many districts, with their

thousands of immortal souls, which are as yet unblessed

with this embassy of mercy. From intimate associa

tion with our veterans we know that their consuming

desire is the manifestation of the power of the Gospel

among the people. While we therefore minister to

them of temporal things, they aid the good work by

constant prayer and right using of their residue of

strength. May this result therefore at least be attained

—more holy sympathy drawn out, and increased effort
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made for the triumph of truth and righteousness

in the chief of cities—the great metropolis of the

world.

London C1ty M1ss1on House,

October, 1881.
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" Cease warrior, cease the strife,

Rejoice o'er victories won ;

Value the armour of the Lord

More than when girded on.

Thy weakness then was felt ;

But strength with arms He gave

And bade you fight the fight of faith,

Saved—others sent to save.

When stricken, bruised and faint,

The balm of balms was thine,

The healing by the leaves of life,

That remedy Divine.

Aged, war-worn, feeble, now—

Wait calmly, though on guard,

The King's command to ground your arms

And rise to the reward.

Yes, near, almost in view,

Wreathed hosts are waiting thee,

To join the standard with the Lord

Through bless'd eternity."

J. M. W.



CHAPTER I.

LONDON CHARMS—A LORD MAYORS RETORT—

" THREADING THE NEEDLE " — A WHIPPER

GANG—SAVED BY ANOTHER—THE HIGHWAY—

A BRIDGE OF SIGHS -THE KING'S MESSENGER

—THE BLUE ANCHOR—CHUSTO GUDLO DOVO

— DIMBLED—EPSOM DOWNS — THE DERBY

DAY—A COVERT FROM THE STORM—REST IN

SERVICE.



p&
LLED FROM THE RlYER.

"And even to your old age, I am He ; and even to hoar hairs will I

carry you ; I have made, and I will bear ; even I will carry, and will

deliver you."—ISA. xlvi. 4.

OVERS of rural scenery may enjoy the

delights of forest-wood and dell, or gazing

from the mountain ridge, may look with

admiration upon the diversified natural

beauties spread before them as far as the

pleased eye can range ; but those who love

" The city of living men "

have also their views for charm and wonder. They, for

instance, can stand upon London Bridge, and taking

refuge in the stone recesses from the pressure of hurry

ing crowds, look down into the " Port of London " with

a sense of astonishment and pleasure. The acres of

masted shipping, and fleets of smaller craft, the mighty

and imposing steamers of British and every build, with

their diversity of flags and crews, some discharging and

others receiving passengers ; in that world of motion

and interest, the compliment paid to the river of com

merce by old Fuller, in his "Worthies of England,"

occurs to the mind as more suitable now than ever :

" London oweth its greatness, under God's providence,

3
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to the well-conditioned river of Thames, which doth not

(as some tyrant rivers in Europe) abuse its strength in a

destructive way, but cmployeth its greatness in good

ness, to be beneficial for commerce by the reciprocation

of the tide therein. Hence it was, that when King

James, offended with the city, threatened to remove his

court to another place ; the Lord Mayor boldly enough,

retorted, that he might remove his court at his pleasure,

but could not remove the Thames ! "

As we have an interest, an interest of the highest

order in the floating and river-side people before us,

suppose we leave our standpoint, and wend our way

upon the left bank of the river, towards Bugsby's Hole,

Blackwall, which, from the Bridge, includes the port of

London. Pressed by the jostling crowds, we pass

through the famed market of Billingsgate, and ascend

ing Tower Hill, gaze upon the Palace-prison, of mar

vellous and terrible associations—on through old Rat-

cliff Highway, with its rollicking bands of blue jackets,

and groups of the dissipated and depraved. At inter

vals, through narrow streets of dilapidated houses, we

catch sight of the river, and by it are attracted into the

region of boat-stairs, landing-stages, and wharfingers.

Here the navigation and work of "the Pools" rivet

attention. To an " inland man " there is much to

astonish. Well may pilots call the passage of a monster

steamer through the obstructions, " threading the

needle," as the " sailing castle " yonder, with her iron

bulwarks and double funnels, require a wide and clear

channel. Here, near to us, is a merchantman of 3,000

tons, being towed by a small steamer to the docks.

That heavy coal barge, with two men in her, find it is

easier to let her " drift athwart " than to strain them-

\
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selves by holding her " heads up." The look-out men

on the fore-deck of the steamer shout lustily. The pilot,

on the hurricane-deck, orders the engine to be reversed,

which agitates the river like a whirlpool ; the rope-fender

is lowered from the side to break the force of the col

lision, and after hard, loud words, the vessels separate,

and the barge is soon moored, with many others, near

the landing-crane.

One morning, some thirty years ago, a scene like this

might have been witnessed from the place where we are

standing; several collier barges had floated with the

tide, and been "wormed" to the quay for discharge of.

cargo. Their hawsers had scarcely been fastened, when,

a gang of eight coal-whippers emerged from the " Nep

tune " beer-house. Their appearance was certainly un

inviting, as even the " loafers " and " mudlarks," those

pirates of the river, moved off the narrow pavement at

their approach. Stout and strongly built, clothed in

blackened raiment, face and hands grimed with coal-

dust, they might have been regarded as honest toilers ;

but the oaths which poured from their lips, their sunken

eyes and bloated faces, told that they were hard drinkers,

and all that that involves. Basket and shovel in hand,

they boarded the barge, and throwing off their jackets,

commenced filling and heaving. " Ready " and " heave

oh ! " rapidly succeeded from the lower and upper

workers, until the cargo was discharged. A pause now

and then occurred for wiping the perspiration from the

brow, and for hasty snatches of conversation. At one

of those intervals, an elderly man, of respectable appear

ance, hailed them from the edge of the " quay," with

"lend a hand, mates! "but as no hand was "lent," he,

without help, or seeming to require it, boarded the
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vessel, when a conversation, somewhat as follows, took

place :—

"Something to give away," said the visitor, "and

there is nothing so free as a gift, you know," and with

that he produced a number of illustrated papers.

" They ain't good for nothing," growled one of the

whippers : " shan't have 'em."

" Why, it's like throwing a rope to a man overboard,"

was the pleasant reply, " to help men out of their sins

and troubles. That is why I came about here, and that

is'why I give things away."

" Here, give us one, guv'nor," exclaimed another, " as

J doesn't read, and it'll be andy for the old woman to

light the fire with."

This sally produced laughter, but the visitor handed

several round, as he said :

" You know Blinkes Court, don't you ? Well, that is

where I, at seven o'clock, tell people about the way to be

helped by Almighty God. Shall be glad to see the lot

of you if you will come, that's all ; " and with this he

sprang from the barge on to the quay.

The presence of the good man was certainly a

restraint upon the guilty tongues, as the whippers were

careful in his presence ; but no sooner had he gone than

the papers were torn and words fearful and bitter were

uttered.

" You know Blinkes Court ? " They certainly did.

Several had lived down there and knew it as a spot in

which the humanities were not cultivated. The cries of

children from infancy upwards, whose fond mothers

always bawled at, cuffed and beat, but never guided to

the right by loving words—the rows which burst out

several times daily, and more frequently as the evening
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advanced,—the horrid domestic fights about the time

the gin bars closed, which rendered the saying of the

women true, " that they always got these black eyes after

ten o'clock at night "—the curious fact that none of the

front doors had fastenings and were rarely closed, and if

an inhabitant was known to possess an article of clothing

or for domestic use which could be pledged, that there

was an immediate plotting of the neighbours to possess

themselves of it—these facts, with many secrets of the

court, were known to the " whippers," and led them to

share in the general wonder, " that the missionary man

should be such a fool as to have a meeting-room down

that 'ere place."

Our coal-whippers left their work at the usual hour,

and adjourned to the " Neptune," where they remained

until late, and staggered homeward. But the result was

of wondrous interest to one of their number. He did

not sleep off the effect of the liquor soon enough to be

at the barge at the right time in the morning. A

quarter of an hour late doomed him to an idle day, as

the trade-rule is, that a man who is not in time with his

basket cannot be taken on until next morning. He

therefore strolled away in an ill-humour, and diving his

hands in his pockets found that he had only two-pence

left. To go home to a starving, angry wife was out of

the question, so he spent his all in beer, and went to try

his credit at the various houses at which he was so well

known. That credit was, however, bad, as even at the

house he " used," a blank refusal was met with. Pals

gave him sups of beer, but to a man who could only

be satisfied with quarts it was a lean day. As evening

advanced, he wandered near to Blinkes Court, when the

invite given in the barge flashed to his mind. " A fellow
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must be somewhere," he murmured to himself, " so I'll

go and hear if anything is going on about being helped

out of our troubles ; " and with this he turned the corner

and approached the Mission-room. He stood in the

passage while the hymn was being sung and then, as he

could not hear the reading, slipped in and took a seat

with several thieves, outcasts, and a few poor persons

who from the highest motives were trying to be respect

able. A short exposition of a passage from the Gospels

followed, a hymn, and then the blessing, at the last

words of which the new comer slipped out as quietly as

he had entered.

Home was reached early, and the poor wife noticed

that her husband was not only sober but, for him,

thoughtful. Time was kept next morning and the coal-

raising went on merrily. At one of their short intervals

from work their mate told them that he actually went

down Blinkes Court, and heard that tract-man say some

very queer things.

The evening when men cease from their labours came,

and the gang,with one exception, went to the "Neptune."

The exception was full of the subject he had heard the

night before, and remembering that his wife had a small

Bible which a missionary had given her when she

attended school, determined "to have a look into it."

The wife was both surprised and pleased to see him

home so early, and before tea was finished produced

the neglected Bible. Turning the leaves over, at a loss

where to begin, he read several passages, or rather spelt

his way through here and there. At length his eyes

rested upon the words in the Epistle to the Romans ;

" But God commendeth His love toward us, in that,

while we were yet sinners, Christ died for us." After a
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long pondering of the words, he exclaimed, " Now I see

it ; Almighty God gave Jesus to die for us. He is the

great Helper, and He saves people who believe on Him:

that's how it is."

A deep impression was made upon the man's mind,

but by the habits of a bad life it was gradually removed,

and the poor coal-whipper soon fell back into his ordin

ary way of living. One Saturday afternoon, several

months after, he had taken forty shillings wages, and

entered a public-house with it. Late at night he

returned home with all spent or lost except a few half

pence. Sunday was, therefore, a dismal day, and in the

evening he sat thinking, when the church bells rang out

for service. " I cannot go to church," he said to him

self, "in my smock-frock and tarred trousers, but I will

go again to the meeting." He did so, and listened to

the grand, but simple story of the new and living way

by which those who believe on Jesus have approach to

the God of all grace with pardon and sanctification.

The light, glorious light, broke into the man's soul,

and a thrill of joy made his heart glad. A ray from the

Day-spring from on High had visited him, and his was

the delight which they only know who have, for the first

time, apprehended the love of God in Christ Jesus our

Lord.

But then came the sense of sin—the life of trans

gression, and the seeming inprobability of one so unclean

f1nding approach to the Holy One, even with the cry

of mercy upon his lips.

In this difficulty it was arranged that both husband

and wife should attend the next meetings in Blinkes

Court, and they accordingly made their way thither.

Their rapt attention was noticed by the missionary, and
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after the service he spoke to them. His experience

discerned the motion of the new life, and he arranged

to call upon them. This he did, and explained the

way of the Lord so clearly, that the coal-whipper gave

the life-look at the Redeemer, and then they three knelt

in prayer.

Can the mountain torrent be resisted without bursting

through the obstruction ? Can volcanic action be re

strained ? Neither can the joyous gratitude of the

newborn soul remain unexpressed. The gang of coal-

whippers saw a change which they considered for the

worse, or even madness, in their companion. Silent

and happy at his work, no oath escaped his lips, and

no inducement would lead him to enter their " free-

and-easy" haunts, but at length the fire kindled in

him, and he told the astonished men that he had found

God's Helper a living Saviour.

The work deepened. Constant attendance at Divine

service and at the meeting led him to desire union with

the people of God. He was therefore introduced to

the Vicar, who, after due preparation, admitted him to

the table of the Lord, there to commemorate the act of

redemption. Activity followed profession, and from

acting as door-keeper at the meeting, he became a

ragged-school teacher. Gratitude and love for souls

soon led him to bolder efforts, and his old acquaintances

were at times astonished to see him at the entrance

of their courts and in by-places, boldly declaring the

Gospel of Christ. Jibes, jeers, and bitter words were

at times levelled at him, but he quieted all by his

earnestness, and by such sayings as, " If I didn't tell

you of the Saviour, I should be wretched, as I know

your poor souls would be lost. I was as bad as any
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of you, you know that, but the blessed Lord has saved

me, and I will talk loud about His mercy."

Years thus passed, and the spiritual, as it always

does, led to a great social change. The home became

comfortable, and the rough man polished ; constant

reading of the Scriptures, with effort to teach children

and to speak publicly, together with the acquaintance

ship of Christian men, effected this. It was not there

fore surprising that the converted coal-whipper became

known, and that his influence should be felt in those

lower depths. Nor was it surprising that five years

after his restoration, when he heard that the Committee

of the London Mission required missionaries, that he

should offer himself for the work. So well did he pass

his examination, that it was felt that in this, as in other

instances, the Head of the Church had raised up a man

for special need. The good missionary by whom he

had received the call to repentance, faith, and labour,

had, after a gradual loss of strength, entered with holy

joy into the Master's presence. Like many of his

order, he required no aid from the Disabled Fund, being

called from labour to the exceeding great reward. The

first district of our convert was Grosvenor Basin, now

the Victoria Railway Station, which at that time was

surrounded by coal wharves, timber and coal yards.

Here he served an apprenticeship of seven years in

Mission effort, with many proofs of the Divine blessing,

as forty-five persons became communicants ; many

others being rightly impressed and morally reformed.

Coal barges and timber craft had however to make way

for the steam-engine and railway carriage, and the

missionary was removed. The 548 Beer and Coffee

houses in Wapping, Shadwell, St. George's-in-the-East,
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and Mile-end Old Town, were then assigned him as a

district. In one of his earliest reports, he thus describes

the locality and the work :

"Ratcliff Highway, that sink of iniquity, and its

surroundings, are visited by me. No one that has not

visited the houses there can form a conception of the

place. You can scarcely take up a daily paper without

reading of a robbery or of a brutal assault, or perhaps of a

desperate case of stabbing, in the Highway or its vicinity.

Many of the public-houses there are getting into the

hands of foreigners—Germans, Spaniards, Italians, and

Jews—of all nations, whose one desire is to get money.

" Ratcliff Highway without, and Ratcliff Highway

within, present an extraordinary contrast ; the one is

shrouded in a gloomy leaden atmosphere, relieved

neither by effulgent gas-light nor imposing buildings ;

the other is the home of wild revelry—shouting, cursing,

and loud singing strike the ear. But for the strains

of music,- and the occasional flitting past of females

in gaudy attire, one would be led to imagine that the

street belonged to some obscure town on the coast.

There is no rolling of cabs or carts to add to the

hubbub which is heard in the taverns. There is a

solitary cab on the stand at the further end, but nobody

seems to want it. The taverns are well lighted, and

afford abundance of sitting accomodation to Jack and

the girls whom he treats.

" The first year that I visited the houses in the dis

trict assigned to me I was often threatened with

personal violence ; my hat has been knocked off my

head, and beer has been thrown in my face. But

ultimately I won the confidence of the landlords. The

frequenters saw this and became more friendly, and
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for the last six years I have met with little opposition,

and have often had from twenty to thirty of the lowest

class of Roman Catholics listening with rapt attention

to the central fact of Christianity—Christ Jesus coming

into the world to save sinners.

"Every one ofthese Public-houses, without an exception,

is open to your missionary, so that he is able, in each

of them, to talk of Jesus and His salvation.

" During the past year I have come in contact with

nearly 30,000 persons, a very large proportion of wlwrn

I have addressed upon the essentials of Christianity.

Upwards of 34,000 religious tracts have been received

by them.

" I believe I am under the mark when I report that

I have 2,000 erring sisters under my visitation. Many

of these poor creatures, when their sins rise up before

them, try to destroy themselves. The Dock Bridge

in Gravel Lane (I call it a second ' Bridge of Sighs '),

over which so many have thrown themselves, is now

guarded night and day by policemen, at the desire

of the Thames Police Court magistrate. I have suc

ceeded in persuading sixty-four of these miserables

to enter homes, and have been permitted to restore

seven of the youngest to their parents.

" From Nightingale Lane, which separates the

London and the St. Catherine's Docks, to Cork Hill,

Ratcliff, I have sixty-nine public-houses and nine

coffee-shops. It is estimated that about 10,000 men

are employed at the wharves and warehouses around

here, besides hundreds who are continually looking

out for work. A very large number of these men are

met with in the public-house, and I converse with from

150 to 200 in one day.

X
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" One night I entered one of them ; ten poor women

and eight sailors were dancing. The sight of a man

with a Bible in his hand, in a public-house, as one of

the sailors afterwards told me, was too much for them.

'Mon, mon,' said a Scotchman, a sailor, 'this is nae

place for the likes of thee.' ' Why not,' I replied, ' don't

you know the Captain's orders ? " Go ye into all

the world and preach the Gospel to every creature."'

' What captain ? ' he asked. ' The Captain of our sal

vation, the Lord Jesus Christ,' I replied, taking off my

hat. Instantly every head was uncovered ; some of

the girls bowed their heads, they were Roman Catholics.

' Mon, mon, this is nae place for thee, this is the devil's

house,' said the Scotchman. 'But,' I replied, 'the

Captain came to destroy the works of the devil, and

as His servant, I am come to tell you His will con

cerning you, and His message to all is this—" Let the

wicked forsake his way and the unrighteous man his

thoughts, and let him return unto the Lord, and He

will have mercy upon him, and to our God, for He will

abundantly pardon." ' ' Who are you ? ' asked another.

' Me,' I replied, ' I am the King's messenger.' ' What

King?' 'King Jesus,' I replied. 'He is King of

Kings, and Lord of lords, and He tells each one of us,

that He has appointed a day in the which He will

judge the world in righteousness. That the secrets of

all hearts shall be made known, and every man shall

give an account of himself to God.' ' Then the Lord

have mercy upon us,' said the Scotchman, ' for we are

all sinners.' ' True,' I replied, ' but Christ is a Saviour,

and He is able and willing to save to the uttermost all

that come unto God through Him.'

" While I was speaking, the door was pushed violently
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open, and a woman rushed in shouting loudly for the

landlord to draw a pint of gin. ' I have just eased a

cove of half-a-sovereign, and mean to have a flare-up

to-night,' said the woman to her companions. I knew

the voice, and turned and looked—yes, it was poor

Georgina. I have known this poor girl for years ; and

persuaded her to enter a Home. She went on well

for twelve months, but meeting some of her old com

panions, she returned to the Highway ; a wicked heart,

a wicked devil, and a wicked world, were too strong

for her. She is one of my failures. I went to her, put

my hand on her shoulder, and said, ' Georgina.' She

turned at the mention of her name, and when she saw

me, poor girl, I shall never forget her expression of

shame. She ran to the wall and hid her face. ' Go

away, go away,' she said, I can't look at you, I won't

speak to you.' 'Go and speak to him,' said the landlady,

'he will advise you for your good.' I can't, I won't,'

replied poor Georgina. The sailors and the other

women looked speechless for a time ; but when my

name was mentioned, one of the women saw the cause

of poor Georgina's trouble, and explained it to the

sailors. Sorrow was pictured in every face, the land

lady was as much concerned as any of them. I con

tinued the word of exhortation, showing the evil and

bitter consequences of a life of rebellion against God ;

urging them to seek reconciliation with God through

Jesus Christ. Several followed me out for further

conversation. One of the women appeared very

anxious to begin a better life, and entreated me with

tears to tell her how to begin. I gave her the address

of the Midnight Meeting Society.

" The ' Blue Anchor ' is chiefly supported by the
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depraved. From eight in the morning until twelve at

night the bar is thronged with the lowest dregs of

society. The lame, the halt and the blind are fre

quently met with here. The other night I entered and

in one corner noticed ten women enjoying their gin,

pipes and gossip. An Irish coal-whipper was quarrelling

with his wife and threatening to knock her brains out

if she did not give him some more beer. After a

quieting word with him, I turned to a group of vagrant-

looking men, and while giving tracts reminded them

that 'sin brings its punishment unless we repent and

are pardoned through the Saviour's mercy.' One of

the women heard this, and approaching me with a

hideous grin, said : ' What is your little game old man ?

Does you think as you are coming in here to do as

you likes ?" and then she uttered fearful oaths. I

stopped her (by placing my hand upon her shoulder

and saying in a loud tone of voice, ' The grace of God

that bringeth salvation has appeared to all men, teaching

us that, denying ungodliness and worldly lust, we should

live soberly, righteously and godly in this present world,

looking for that blessed hope and the glorious appear

ing of our Saviour Jesus Christ, who gave Himself for

us that He might redeem us from all iniquity.' As is

always the case, the words of the Bible were a ktelling

and subduing power. I had scarcely finished before

a man in the next crowded compartment cried out,

' Silence, silence for the parson.' ' I am not a parson,'

I replied, ' but one of yourselves. I was a whipper, and

as bad as any of you ; but the Lord Jesus saved me,

and He wants to save each of you.' This led to a few

remarks and earnest answers, and there was, for such a

place, solemn silence as at leaving I firmly repeated
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the words, 'Let the wicked forsake his ways and the

unrighteous man his thoughts, and let them return unto

the Lord, and He will have mercy upon him, and to

our God, for He will abundantly pardon.' Some days

after two of the women who were in the bar spoke to

me in distress about their souls. I induced them to

attend my meeting, and they became trophies of Divine

Grace.

"Visiting a beer-house one afternoon, very few men

were present, and they in the tap-room. The landlady

called me on one side, and said, ' I should be very glad

if you would tell me what real religion is. I know it

is something more than going to church or chapel, for

I know some who go there, and they are no better- than

others.' I replied, I was glad she had asked me the

question, for it was a most important oney and then went

on to explain that real religion is faith in> and obedience

to, the Lord Jesus Christ. I showed from John iii. 8

the necessity of the new birth, and from Romans xii.

the fruits of a holy life. ' Ah ; but how can I do that

in a public-house ?' she asked with starting tears. ' I'm

miserable,' she went on to say, ' and have been for some

weeks. I've heard you talk to the men in the tap-room,

and while they have been laughing I have been almost

crying, I have felt so wretched.' In further conversa

tion I found there was no particular heavy sin that lay

upon her, but for forty years she had been living in

total forgetfulness and neglect of ' that blessed Saviour

who had loved her so much as to die for her.' I was

very pleased indeed to find her in this state of mind,

and felt assured 'that though sorrow might endure for

a night, joy would come in the morning.' And so it

did ; for after a few weeks Divine light sprang up, and

C
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she began to realize the blessed truth that God is able

to save to the uttermost all that come unto Him

through Jesus Christ. The husband at first did not

like the idea of his wife becoming a ' saint,' as he called

it. ' But she can do as she likes,' he said : ' she has

been a good wife to me, and I can trust her.' She

attends the house of God as often as possible, and

grieves she cannot attend oftener ; for I am sorry to

say that, now his wife is a Christian, the husband is

more exacting than he was before. But she hopes on,

and prays on, and has faith to believe that her husband

will yet be won for Christ."

We have allowed our friend to describe the scenes

of his life-work from his own carefully written reports,

and we have thought it well to give preference to these

descriptions rather than to the narratives of spiritual

good with which the records abound. By his constant

teaching—day and night in public places—he made a

large acquaintance with the people of East London—

even to its extreme limit—Epping Forest. Desire for

the spiritual good of one and another of the gipsy tribes

led him on summer evenings to visit them in their

encampments, and so hearty were the welcomes, that

work in the forest became his leisure—his rest from

the heavier labours of the " Highway." Among them

he won many hearts by learning the meaning of and

then using many of their own words. To show the

value of this use of his leisure we give two short

narratives.

"An old gipsy, one of the old school, is a good

talker, but he is also a good listener; and nothing

pleases the old man more than to talk to one interested

in the Rommany chals (i.e. gipsies). 'Ryor' (i.e. sir),
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said the old man, ' I knows more than the blessed

angels of God, I does.' ' Do you ? What do you

know?' 'Why, I knows I'se a sinner, and they don't.'

And the old man laughed at his own wit. ' You are

right,' I replied, ' you are a sinner ; and do you know

how to be saved from your sin ? ' 'I does, ryor. I

trust in the blessed God and the Lord Christ, I does.'

' That's right,' said I ; ' but how can the Lord Christ

save you ! ' ' Why, didn't the blessed Lord Christ die

on the cross for us, as you tells us many a time?' and

the old man looked almost frightened, lest he had made

a mistake. ' You are right,' I replied ; ' the blessed

Saviour did die for sinners ; and this Book tells us

" that whosoever believes in Him shall not perish, but

have everlasting life."' I then read part of John iii.

' That is grand,' said the old man ; ' I feel it warms my

old heart, I do.' May we not hope he has received

the truth in the love of it.

" One day, visiting the tent of another, I met with a

hearty reception from men, women, and children, who

were roasting themselves round a coke fire. ' Come in,

sir, and tell a good story to the poor gipsies,' said the

chief. ' Turn in and tell us a tale,' said the children.

I lifted up the blanket which formed the door and

crawled in, almost on my hands and knees. A sauce

pan turned upside-down was given me for a seat ; a

boy took off his jacket for a cushion ; the children

gathered close to me, almost too close to be pleasant ;

the men and women sat tailor fashion ; altogether we

had sixteen souls gathered in a very small space ; a

hot coke fire, rather sulphurous ; so I will leave the

reader to judge of the atmosphere. ' Ryor, tell us

about that chavo that runned away from his dadus,'
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said one. I opened my Bible, and read St. Luke xv. ;

and as I read I explained. ' Chusto gudlo dovo, ryor ;

but is it tachapen V (i.e. 'A good story that, sir, but

is it true ?') asked Moses, I tried to bring down to

their understandings the meaning of the word ' parable.'

'An earthly story with a heavenly meaning.' They

listened in almost breathless silence while I set forth

the love of God as portrayed in the conduct of the

father, and the base ingratitude and rebellion of the

sinner, as shown in the conduct of the son."

In these activities of Christian life and work upwards

of twenty years passed rapidly and usefully away. Our

veteran, brother kept; hale and strong, and we antici

pated for him, many years, of increasing usefulness.

This was certainly the case about a year ago, when

we one evening saw him at his best. We had given

evidence before the Lord's Committee on Intemperance,

when one of its members expressed a desire to visit

the public-houses of Whitechapel with the missionary.

We met the good man by appointment near the church,

and immediately after the introduction the noble lord

was initiated into the earnest, the holy strife, by which

the Gospel is proclaimed and souls snatched from the

eternal peril, even when in the midst of crowds and

groups of the depraved. Gin-palaces, with from fifty

to two hundred persons in the crowded bars, were

boldly entered, while this " messenger of the churches,"

with determination to conquer in the great Victor's

name, entered low rooms and dens where the criminal

and outcasts assemble, with the firm step and decided

utterance of one used to the conflict. As we stood

outside one house, which the customers themselves call

by the sign of " The Louse," because only used by the



CALLED FROM THE RIVER. 21

unclean in mind and body, his Lordship observed, " I

cannot visit the other side of the bar, it's more than I

can endure ; but it is a splendid thing to know that a

Christian visitor commands the attention of landlords,

and such horrid companies of men and women." At

parting, after midnight, the nobleman expressed his

admiration and also his friendship for the visitor who

was doing his work so bravely and so well.

Only a few weeks after this event the committee were

informed of the failing health of this valued member of

their staff. Rest was ordered, with change to the Sea

side Home, but without restoring effect. Then came

the report of the physician, that the excitement of so

arduous a labour had resulted in a disease of the heart,

which rendered his life very uncertain, and he was at

once placed among our veterans. To him secession

from the " labour of love " was impossible, and he has

therefore taken up his abode near Epping Forest, that

in lowly tents and quiet shades he may still serve in

the Gospel of his Lord by teaching gipsies and their

children the wondrous story of the Redeemer's life and

mercy.

That " callfrom the river" was an act of distinguish

ing mercy, and thou hast done well, William Clarke, in

devoting thy redeemed life to the great Master's service.

May Bethany calm—its quiet peace be thine during thy

few remaining days—while

" Walking on the solemn, silent shore,

Of that vast ocean you must sail so soon."

May holy anticipations and sanctifying grace prepare

thee for the Master's call to yet higher service, even to

the joys that are at His right hand, for evermore.
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But we write two years after his retirement and find

him still at work. Ill, so dangerously ill that he always

carries his address in his waistcoat pocket, and yet im

pelled by love to souls, he leaves his cottage every day

in all weathers to visit among his gipsy friends. The

rough curtain before their wigwam kind of tents is

drawn aside at his approach, and he is welcomed by

every member of the " wandering colony," even in the

most hidden part of the forest. Their language and

their manners are known to him, and in strange but

familiar words he instructs them in the truth and allures

them to the Cross for pardon.

Last year he was strong enough to spend Derby week

among his gipsy friends on the downs of Epsom, and

his narrative of the effort, from which we glean a few

extracts, is of surpassing interest.

" Thursday—Arrived yesterday and was strong enough

to get on the downs this morning. Approached the

few gipsy tents just pitched. ' Hushto sorl mi tacho,

ryor, {i.e. good morning, sir), said Moses Boswell.

' Good morning,' I replied. ' I have come to read the

blessed Book to you and to talk about Jesus.' He

gave the call, and men, women and children, with cheer

fulness gathered round me. His wife brought me their

dirty ' little tickney ' (little baby) to kiss, and then,

seated on a pail with a piece of board on it, I had an

impressive meeting.

" Friday—More gipsies arrived ; an Irishman and his

family, the only Roman Catholic gipsy I know. Poor

fellow, he is very ignorant and bigoted, especially against

parsons. Told him that I was not a Parson, only a

Clarke. Don't care what you are Mr. Clarko, but you

are the gipsy's friend. Tom's daughter, Jenny, reminded
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me of the coming gipsies' tea, and hoped to be invited.

Sat down upon the grass with Levi Cooper's girls and

several others, and read and talked about the daughters

of Laban. Was told of Daniel's child dying of small

pox. ' Ah,' said old Reuben, ' they burnt his tan and

sore his cowers,' i.e. burnt his tent and all his things.

Spoke of Him who came to destroy death, and was

attentively listened to. Gathered the children and told

them about Jesus, the children's friend.

" Saturday—Gipsies coming in greater numbers.

The Lees made a great fuss at seeing me. Had a sack

full of cocoa-nuts for the 'Knock-em-downs.' Insisted

upon me accepting a large one. This is the roughest

set I know, and are cruel to the women. One of the

brothers is in prison for manslaughter of his wife, and

all the family expected that he would have been hanged.

Through my influence they have become more civilized

and kind. Job said to me, ' Bess is one of your sort

now, she won't jab to the prastering gryes ! ' i.e. won't

come to the races.

" Sunday—Gave two addresses in Epsom workhouse,

and in the evening with several helpers conducted an

open-air service among the gipsies. Circulated many

tracts. Very weary in the work, and ill, but, thank

God, not weary of it yet.

" Monday—Attended early prayer-meeting with

workers, and went on to the downs with a good supply

of Scripture portions. Met with some travelling photo

graphers from East London, who greeted me as a friend.

I knew them well, and that nothing comes amiss to

them, as they will take your likeness and your watch

at the same time. Spoke to them about the power of

the sun, and then of Jesus as the Sun of Righteousness
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—the Light of the world. Came upon a group of my

Epping Forest gipsies sitting round a fire. They hailed

me with delight, and turned a saucepan upside-down

as a seat for me. Tim and his brother, who are men

of the bull-dog type, were among them. They are

wonderful fighters, and every time they strike their

knuckles cut deep. I out with my Bible and said,

'Tell te. Jib shoon mandie del o prey the Kushte

lill ! ' i.e. ' Hold your noise, and hear me read the good

Book!' They came round and listened with rapt at

tention to the third of John. In the midst of the

reading a big fellow, half a gipsy, came to interrupt,

but one of my friends put his fist close to his face with

threatening words, so he made off. I then proceeded to

instruct them from the words of the teacher sent from

God.

" Tuesday—The first day of the races. Prayer-meet

ing at 9.30. On the way to the downs met Sampson

Hoadley and his brother. At their request read the

parable of the Prodigal Son. After this had a sharp

conversation with the Boswell girls, who are pure gipsies

and clever fortune-tellers. Their shawls were very gay,

and I likened them to Joseph's coat of many colours.

'Do read the story, Mr. Clarke,' said one of them.

This I did, and then explained the wickedness of their

calling. They were evidently conscience-stricken, though

they rattled away about the wicked fools who paid them

to tell lies ! During the day, among others had a private

conversation with Damon Lee, who is a wild gipsy, but

is rightly impressed.

" Wednesday—Derby Day. Early prayer-meeting and

off to the downs. The multitude have already begun

to arrive—carriages, vans, carts, donkey-barrows, and



CALLED FROM THE RIVER. 25

thousands of pedestrians by road and rail. The downs

was soon a sea of living heads. While pressing through,

a man stopped me with a look of contempt, and said,

'Well, of all the people I expected to see at the races

I didn't expect to see you ; that's like you religious

chaps. Preaching away in the publics of Wapping and

then sneaking off to the races ! ' I explained my reason

for being there, and in proof gave him a gospel and

tracts. This led to an impressive conversation with

which he was deeply impressed. 'Can't talk mundie,

must leb some wonger te divvis ! ' i.e. ' Can't talk, must

get some money to-day ! ' said a gipsy man ; and he

expressed the general feeling. After the race there was

much excitement. Some were all but mad with delight,

and others with disappointment, as the favourite lost.

In the evening the excess and blasphemy was awful.

Spoke and gave to many, and returned home tired, but

happy.

" Thursday.—On the downs early. Old Charlotte

Cooper, the oldest living gipsy, as she is turned ninety-

five, set people to watch for me, as she wanted a reading

from the blessed Book. Stayed some time with her

and prayed in the tent. Had much serious talk with

men, women and children as they lay upon the grass,

and trust that some were led to feel their need of a

Saviour.

"Friday—Oaks Day. A strong east wind blowing.

Several gipsies came to tell me that their tents had been

blown inside out. Went with them to the encampment

and found them all in trouble. Sympathised and ad

vised with them. Many moved their tents away to get

hill-side shelter. Spoke to all these about Jesus and

the covert from the storm and shelter from the tempest.
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Returned home cold and wet, but thankful for the

strength and mercies of the week."

For an invalid you have done well, friend Clarke.

Press on with thankful heart. No rest so sweet as free

and loving service.



Th1s is the day of toil,

Beneath earth's sultry noon ;

This is the day of service true ;

But the rest cometh soon.

Hallelujah,

There remains a rest for us 1

Serve we our God in faith,

No work for Him is vain ;

Blessed and holy is the toil,

And infinite the gain.

Hallelujah, etc.

Onward we press in haste,

Upward our journey still,

Ours is the path the Master trod,

Through good report and ill.

Hallelujah, etc.

The way may rougher grow,

The weariness increase ;

We gird our loins and hasten on :

The end, the end is peace !

Hallelujah, etc.

Bonar.
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woven with the lives of others. This is true

of all men, but increasingly so of those who

occupy positions which involve interests

both of time and eternity. The ministerial

servants of our Lord are, from the first, conscious

of this, and with advancing time the burden of

souls presses heavily upon them. The charge they have

to keep, that of " holding faith and a good conscience "

with all men, renders their enlarging influence solemn

and oppressive. It is certainly so with the lowly city

missionary. He enters a district containing about

2,500 persons, all of whom are poor, and many perhaps

depraved. With a few individual exceptions there is

a condition of spiritual darkness, with a dislike for " the

light that makes manifest." A stranger at first, with

the Book in his hand and the love of souls in his heart,

the task of forming acquaintance with each man, woman,

and child, is commenced ; this is wearying work—oppo
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sition being often provoked in proportion to the good

man's earnestness. Gradually he becomes tolerated by

the many, if shunned by the few ; then he is greeted

with occasional welcomes, chiefly from those who are

sick or in trouble. Spiritual results may then be

granted, and friendships of the most blessed kind begin

to unite the good man to his district, the bonds of Chris

tian affection becoming stronger and more numerous

with his increasing influence.

The altered condition of things between the com

mencement of a lay-agent's labours and its close—where

many years have been spent upon the district— is, there

fore, distinctly marked. From being coldly received

and repelled, he becomes the common friend and his

removal a source of sorrow to the neighbourhood. It

has been our mournful duty to stand at the graves

of many of the brethren who have been called from

labour to the blessed rest. The scene is always one of

interest ; groups of men and women, thinly clad, with

old hat-bands and bits of black ribbon, with stragglers

of dejected mien, follow the hearse from the roadway

to the chapel, and then with choking sobs stand round

the grave. Long after the mourners have left, these

neighbours and companions in a common distress stand

in solemn talk about their friend now lost but who loved

them so well.

The sorrow, however, is mutual when the missionary,

through increasing infirmity, is called to pay his round

of last visits, and to hold his last—his farewell meeting.

There are heart-aches in the separation ; and for years

after the people repeat the sayings and treasure the

books given to them by their lost friend, and frequently

inquire of his successor concerning him. To the dis-

N
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abled missionary in his retirement "the people" are

always present in thought ; during morning walks and

evening hours. Ah ! and they are ever present to his

mind at the throne of intercession. This is evidenced

by the thirty-two letters before us—letters written by

our veterans upon being requested to give some account

of the labours of their Mission lives. One rich vein of

feeling pervades them all—that of Apostolic concern,

of "love in the Spirit" for those who were once their

spiritual charge. The aged writers recall the scenes and

circumstances of long past years, and it is therefore well

to select from these records one bearing upon memories

of the past.

" My place of retirement is the very opposite of the

neighbourhood in which I spent twenty-nine years of

Mission life. Hedgerley, in the fair county of Bucking

hamshire, is a rural out-of-the-way place. There are

few people here, but I am trying to do what good I can

for them, but it is a strange change from the multitudes

among whom I have lived and worked. I only had two

districts, and both of them were in Spitalfields, part

of my time being spent in the workhouse. To this I

will first refer, as I had there (as actuaries say) to do

with short and long lives. The short lives were the old

folk who came in to die ; with them it was anxious

visiting, as all were either sinking from decay or disease,

and the beds were occupied by a rapid succession of

sufferers. The gloom which settles upon the minds

of those of blighted lives, and the hardened condition

of those who had lived in dissipation, rendered it neces

sary always to speak clearly and firmly of judgment and

mercy, while seeking to soothe and bind up the broken
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hearted. The removals were too rapid for matters of

life interest, but the opposite was the case with the

nursery, in which many of my long-life acquaintances

commenced.

" This was a large room twenty feet by fifteen feet, with

about thirty-nine cots. Seven pauper women had charge

of it, and I am sorry to say that the maternal instinct

of love for infancy was not developed in all of them.

The cots were usually occupied, and the music of crying

babies was always to be heard there, either in solo or

concert. The only way my visits could benefit them

was by rightly influencing the nurses. For one matter

of life-interest their tender charges were certainly in

debted to their nurses—the naming of them. This was

always done according to a fixed rule, and the result

was a roll of wonderfully odd pauper names. One poor

infant, nearly a year old, who died from exhaustion,

was quickly named Johnny Room, as his parent ab

sconded and left him in an empty room, where he was

found nearly dead. Two other healthy little ones, in

the cot just by, were christened Charlie Bin and Mary

Bundle—the one because he was found on a dust-bin,

and the other because she was found in a bundle of rags

at the door of the Union. Poor infant, she slept soundly.

Though bills were placed upon the notice-board of the

house and all the police-stations, offering One Pound

Reward, no information could be obtained concerning

her.

"When the children were old enough to enter the

schoolroom, which was under the nursery, my real

interest in them commenced, and in the cases of Bin

and Bundle lasted for long years or for life.

" Charlie Bin was only six years old when the parish
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was relieved of him as a burden. A master chimney

sweep, dressed in his best, appeared and offered to take

the little fellow, teach him the business, and act as a

father to him. The agreement was soon made, and Bin

commenced life as. a climbing-boy. At first he went

out with an elder lad, who gave him lessons in climbing,

and then the tyrant master finished the education. At

that time climbing-boys were subjected to many acts of

cruelty, and poor little Charlie used to be thrust up the

chimneys, his feet pricked with pins or lighted paper

applied to them until he forced his way up the flue.

Once he stuck fast and the wall of an upper room had

to be taken down for his release, when he was nearly

exhausted. His moral character also suffered, as his

master was a bad man. At the outset he was told to

leave soot in certain parts of the chimneys that they

might be soon sent for again, and, if questioned, to swear

that he had swept clean. This he did, and soon com

menced lying on his own account to obtain money from

the customers and cheat his master.

"A circumstance of importance, however, occurred for

Charlie—the opening of a ragged-school on my district,

at which I secured his attendance, though he was one of

the most unmanageable among the City arabs gathered

in. It was a good-sized upper room large enough to

contain sixty children. The forms and desks were as

rough as could be, and a few candles suspended from

the centre served for lighting. Patience was certainly

needed, as a number of the boys often, with Charlie as

their leader, used to upset the forms, utter horrid cries, and

in other ways render teaching impossible. One Sunday

evening Bin threw his hat at the candles and put them

out. This caused a scene of indescribable confusion. At

D
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length the candles were again lighted, the superintendent

standing ready to seize Charlie and turn him out. He

could not, however, be seen, and there was a general

search for him under the forms. He could not have

escaped, as the door was fastened, and yet he was no

where to be found. The excitement became general,

and order for the closing hymn and prayer could scarcely

be secured, when Charlie suddenly appeared on the

grate, descending from the chimney. He was received

with a tremendous noise, but no one could turn him

out as he was covered with ' black flour ' (soot). When

sharply spoken to, he, with a broad grin, replied, ' I only

went up, teacher, to have a look out of the chimney

pot.'

" Charlie, however, improved, and he became to some

degree attentive. Like many of his class, the most

simple hymns had a charm for him, and it was pleasing

to notice the feeling, though not to listen to the roar,

with which he joined in singing the hymn—

' Jesus, who lived above the sky.'

When found at home, it was in the back shed of a house

in the lowest part of the district, which contained twelve

families in as many rooms. There he and his companion

sweeps were always attentive.

" But Charlie lived in troublous times, and became

quite familiar with and disliked the word 'Quaker,' as

the people known by that name were commonly reported

to be against the trade. Indeed, when called to sweep

their chimneys, he had to practise a device. He was

not permitted to ascend, but one lad at the top of the

house and another at the grate were required to work a

rope up and down with a bundle of straw in the middle.
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Then some clever Friend invented the 'Ramoneur'

machine, which caused forebodings of evil with the

craft. But, worst of all, the Earl of Shaftesbury (then

Lord Ashley) made speeches, and passed a law through

Parliament forbidding boys to climb chimneys, and this

stopped the ascending career of Charlie.

" He, however, remained a sweep, and continued with

his old master for five or six years. About that time

he developed the first stage of their disease known as

' the soot cancer,' and I felt it to be my duty to visit

him several times weekly. I once saw his wound, and

even now shudder when I think of it. His sufferings

were great, but the wondrous story of a Saviour's love

had a great charm for him, and he used to join with

fervour in prayer. He suffered patiently until his

release came, and I was with him to the last. Poor

Charlie Bin ! I think of him with thankfulness for the

existence of the Mission, as he represents a large class

of the very poor who, but for this ministry of grace,

would live, suffer, and die without the restoration and

strong consolations of the religion of the Lord Jesus

Christ.

" Mary Bundle's history is soon told, as it represents

that of many workhouse girls, especially of the last

generation. One morning a woman of respectable

style called upon the master, and asked for an appren

tice to learn the tambour-work. Several girls were sent

for, and little Bundle, then eight years old, chosen from

among them. A few days after the woman came again,

and her offer being accepted, she received the small

premium, which proved to be the attraction, and took

the child away with her. A few months after poor little

Bundle ran in at the workhouse door, having escaped
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from her mistress, and found her way 'home.' The

nurses, her old companions, and especially the matron,

were shocked at her appearance, as she was in a starved,

emaciated condition, being covered with wheals and

bruises. An information was laid against the mistress,

who had to appear at the police court, then at the Old

Bailey, whence she was committed to two years' im

prisonment with hard labour.

" A few months after Bundle was sent out of the" house,

and remained some years with her new mistress, who

upon the whole treated her kindly. She married early

to a feeble young man, and settled upon my district.

Her life was one of poverty and suffering, as she never

fully recovered from the ill-usage of her childhood. The

great event of her miserable life was my calling upon

them, and inviting them to attend my meeting. She

had lived in utter neglect of religion, and needed the

same simple instruction as when a child. She was

teachable, and was soon aroused to a sense of her lost

condition and need of a Saviour. At her request I

introduced her to the Vicar, who, after long preparation,

admitted her to the Lord's Table. She gave evidence

of being a real Christian, but had not long been a com

municant when she was suddenly taken ill and died.

" But to the districts—the scenes of my life-work. I

seem to live there again, as the clear memories of the

past crowd upon the mind. How rapidly the twenty-

nine years passed away in that dear service ! And now

in thought I seem to walk the narrow dark streets again,

to enter the dilapidated old houses, and to people them

with old acquaintances. As I call over names and

incidents, I am reminded that I was at first struck by

the 'inertness' of many men of stunted growth, and

X
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bearing ' Frenchified ' names, being the poverty-stricken

descendants of the brave Huguenot refugees. Many of

these still cling to their ancestral trade of weaving, while

others have been forced into meaner callings, such as

street-trading and even scavengers' work. And then in

those small districts I had my share of the criminal and

depraved people. As I worked by rule, allotting special

duties to each day, I can now think the weeks through

as I used to work them, thus bringing scenes and in

cidents to my mind.

" Saturday was to me the day of half-time, and there

fore my rest-day. Eight or ten visits to the sick and

dying filled up the morning, and then I used to walk

into the suburbs for a breath of fresh air, or stay at

home to prepare expositions of Scripture.

" Sunday Morning was distinguished by the Bird-fair

and Brick-lane Market. I used to commence as early

as nine o'clock, literally 'to sow by the way-side,'

distributing thousands of hand-bills and tracts. One

morning 250 buyers passed me in five minutes, and I

have in other five minutes counted fifty-three women

with baskets and bundles, and thirty men with pipes in

their mouths. At ten I used to commence an open-

air service, and I have often had upwards of 100 men

standing round me. As my stand-place was near the

railway, groups of the Company's servants used to listen

from the top of the arches. As the people were con

stantly changing, hundreds of persons used to hear the

Gospel message. Some few used to call the place

' their church,' and these stayed to the end. We had

good times then, when the converting power of the

Holy Spirit was manifested. There were little shops

on each side of the ' stand-place,' and, like all in the
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"Both young men, and maidens; old men, and children: let them

praise the name of the Lord : for His name alone is excellent ; His glory

is above the earth and heaven."—Ps. cxlviii. 12, 13.

S the years pass on, our lives become inter

woven with the lives of others. This is true

of all men, but increasingly so of those who

occupy positions which involve interests

both of time and eternity. The ministerial

servants of our Lord are, from the first, conscious

of this, and with advancing time the burden of

souls presses heavily upon them. The charge they have

to keep, that of " holding faith and a good conscience "

with all men, renders their enlarging influence solemn

and oppressive. It is certainly so with the lowly city

missionary. He enters a district containing about

2,500 persons, all of whom are poor, and many perhaps

depraved. With a few individual exceptions there is

a condition of spiritual darkness, with a dislike for " the

light that makes manifest." A stranger at first, with

the Book in his hand and the love of souls in his heart,

the task of forming acquaintance with each man, woman,

and child, is commenced ; this is wearying work—oppo
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neighbourhood, they were kept open, but the word was

with power to each of the men who kept them, and at

years of interval they became converted, and acted as

stewards at the special services in the Standard Theatre,

but the 'preaching soldier' was the most marvellous

instance of usefulness.

" He was one of the worst youths in the neighbourhood,

and married a woman of his class. They used to drink,

brawl, and fight, and appeared to be hopelessly bad.

One day, when partly in liquor, he enlisted in a regi

ment serving in India, and was soon ordered to join the

colours there. The wife, who got her living by trading

in rags, in Rag-fair, chiefly on Sunday mornings, when

in great trouble listened to my reading, and then

attended my meetings. Here she was convinced of sin,

experienced the renewing of the Holy Ghost, and then

lived in newness of life.

"When after six years the husband returned home

invalided, he found his wife a ' new creature,' and their

child being trained in the fear of the Lord. He at once

commenced attending the meetings with his wife, and

eagerly received my visits. His heart was gradually

opened to receive the truth, and, with returning health,

he showed a disposition to acknowledge Christ before

his fellows. Being satisfied as to his conversion, I intro

duced him to the Vicar of St. Matthew's Church, where

they became communicants. After this, the returned

soldier stood by me at out-door meetings, joined in the

singing, and then essayed to tell about the Lord, who

had had compassion upon him. With practice he

became a good speaker, and, as his history was known,

the people crowded to hear him. He got into regular

shopwork, and so rapidly improved as to become very



CHARLIE BIN, MARY BUNDLE, AND OTHERS. 39

useful in Christian efforts. A few years passed, when

a gentleman, who required a lay agent to work among

a rough population in a Midland town, engaged him for

that office. Though many years have passed, he con

tinues in well-doing, and his labours in the Gospel are

much blessed. His wife is a working Christian, and

they are much honoured in their son. He did well at

a public school, persevered afterwards in the necessary

acquirements, and he has recently been admitted to

deacon's orders in the Church of England. In this

solitude it is a source of joy to know that from my old

districts it pleased the Lord to raise up a seed to serve

Him."

The following narrative of incidents which occurred

on an adjoining district will further illustrate the power

of this testifying of Jesus from house to house.

" The most wretched home in my whole district was

that of John Hoskins. I shall never forget my first

visit. Ascending a rickety staircase which led on the

top of the house to a miserable garret, I beheld a sad

scene. The wretched scanty furniture lay scattered in

confusion about the room, and entirely demolished. On

a remnant of a table lay an axe, the instrument which

had been used in the work of destruction. The poor

wife sat weeping on the floor, in great distress of mind.

Her husband, she said, had come home drunk as usual,

knocked her down on the floor, and because she declined

to give him her shawl, which he intended to pawn for

more drink, he destroyed it before her eyes, with some

other articles of clothing, and finished by hewing in

pieces the furniture. Nor was this abominable and brutal

treatment an exceptional one. He frequently beat

and kicked her in a fearful manner. By inquiry I found
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that the man was employed as a porter in Spitalfields

market, and being possessed of herculean strength, he

helped to unload those large vans of vegetables which

come at a very early hour to that market, and he was

able to earn from 3s. to 4s. a day before breakfast.

This early work done, he spent the remainder of the

day in the public-house, and being very quarrelsome in

his cups, he generally ended the day either by smash

ing the utensils of the tavern keeper or fighting with

some of his boon companions, and was consequently

taken care of by the guardians of the peace, with longer

or shorter imprisonments. These were the only

moments when his family remained unmolested. His

children, of course, were entirely neglected ; not one

farthing did he bestow in the support of his wife and

children. At last the long-continued ill-treatment had

its effect upon the poor woman. She fell seriously ill,

and when I visited her I soon perceived her days were

numbered. There she lay, the poor suffering creature,

on an old straw palliasse, the room denuded of almost

every article of furniture, she herself and children be

holden to the kindness of a neighbour even for their

very food ; and when asked for her husband, I found he

was gone to his usual haunt, the public-house. I spoke

to her of Jesus and His dying love for sinners, told her

of a heaven where the wicked will cease from troubling,

and asked her to cast all her cares upon the Rock of

Ages. She drank in, as it were, the gracious words of

the Saviour, and I believe found peace through and

in Him.

" Next day I called again, and now it was a death-bed

scene. A few kind neighbours, but no husband, stood

by ; and whilst I was praying, the messenger came, and
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the troubled spirit was at rest. But a short time before,

whilst holding her hand, and speaking with bated

breath the words of our loving Saviour, ' Come unto

Me all who are weary and. heavy laden, I will give you

rest,' I heard her distinctly uttering the words, ' Lord

Jesus, help my poor babes.' The words went right

through my heart, being myself a father, and I deter

mined, God being my helper, to do all I could, as a

Christian man, to help these poor children.

"To carry out my intention, two days after I ascended

again the now well-known staircase, and, approaching

the garret, I heard the wailing cry of children. I

hastened to open the door, and there beheld a sight

which produced a feeling of horror in my mind. There

lay the corpse of the poor woman on the wretched

straw palliasse in the corner, and just beside it the

wretched husband in a state of intoxication. It appears

that the poor woman was much respected by her neigh

bours, and in a friendly feeling, not wishing her to be

buried by the parish, they had clubbed a little money

together for the purpose of paying the expenses of an

humble funeral, but unfortunately had entrusted part of

the amount to the wretched husband to pay an instal

ment to the undertaker, but he, not being able to suppress

his propensity, had a glass, and then another, and the

result was as recorded above. I immediately took

active steps, had him removed, and next day myself

followed the corpse of my poor friend to its last resting-

place. A kind lady at my intercession had given a

little black to the children, which I afterwards placed

under the care of the mistress of my Ragged School.

But I had made a solemn vow, and in pursuance of

that, a few days after, I again ascended the staircase,



42 OUR VETERANS.

and entered the well-known garret. It was just eight

o'clock in the morning, exactly the time when I knew

Hoskins was at home, before he began his day of

drunkenness and dissipation, and there he sat on a

broken deal box, a short pipe in his mouth, and evi

dently in a state of melancholy despondency. He

started when he perceived me.

" ' What brings you here, sir ? '

" ' Well, Hoskins, I want to speak to you about your

wife who is dead and gone, and what I think caused

her death.'

"I shall never forget the fearful scowl which came

over his face. He started up, shook himself like a tiger

before the spring, and evidently meant mischief, when

he came in a threatening manner towards me. But

I knew my Master was with me, and I looked calmly

in his face.

" ' No, no,' he at last said ; ' I won't hurt you. No, no;

you have been kind to my children, and kind to her who

is gone—and—and—' here the strong man broke down—

' though I have been a brute to her, yet I miss her, and

I was fond of her ; but please, sir, don't come any more

here ; it is useless—quite useless, because '—and here

his whole frame seemed to shake—' my case is hopeless,

hopeless.'

" ' Hopeless, my friend, you say hopeless,'—and here

I laid my hand affectionately on his shoulder—' listen,

I will tell you a little story. There was once a man,

a guilty wretched criminal, who had committed many

crimes, and at last justice overtook him, and he was

condemned and sentenced to suffer death. Then they

led him to the place of execution, and a fearful death

he had to suffer, a death of the utmost agony, because
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he was nailed by his hands and feet on the cross-beams

of a tree, and thus his life, ebbing slowly away, caused,

no doubt, agonies of pain. His case seemed indeed

hopeless. Alive he never could come down, and hell

and the grave were ready to receive soul and body.

But just in that moment, when all hope was gone, his

eyes were directed to One who hung on his side in the

same condition as himself, and from the eye of that One

there came such a beam of heavenly and pardoning love

that hope was rekindled in the heart of that hardened

sinner, and he called out, with the voice of conviction

and faith, " Lord, remember me when Thou comest into

Thy kingdom." And from the dying lips of Jesus—yes,

it was from that loving Saviour—came the life and soul-

saving assurance : " Verily I say unto thee, To-day shalt

thou be with Me in Paradise." And now, Hoskins,'

I fervently exclaimed, ' you say your case is hopeless ;

oh, let us go to Him who is able to seek and to save

even to the uttermost,' and we both knelt down, and

there and then I prayed as I never before or after have

prayed, and God heard that fervent cry, and when we

rose from our knees I knew by the tears, by the whole

expression of the man's face, that the barbed arrow had

struck deeply home. He consented to take the temper

ance pledge, and by God's grace kept it. He came

to my meetings, listened to the words of truth, and the

seed sown in faith brought forth eventually the fruit

of righteousness in a consistent walk and conversation.

He is now a living testimony of the power of the Gospel

in a most benighted neighbourhood where he is so well

known. Acts of kindness towards his neighbours

constitute now a thorough new principle ; he visits the

sick and the dying, and has a word in season for the
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weary and the troubled in spirit. Every Sunday even

ing he used to come to my meeting room to help, or

stand outside till the meeting began, to keep away the

unruly and invite those willing to enter, and thus he

fulfilled literally in his person the words of the Psalmist :

' I had rather be a doorkeeper in the house of my God

than to dwell in the tents of wickedness.'

"Sunday Afternoon.—A Bible-class, attended by

thirty men. They were blessed meetings, but I must,

for want of space, forbear giving narratives.

" Sunday Evening.—Held a meeting for boys and

youths of the rough order. At 6.30 I used to enter the

house, in the double parlour of which the teaching took

place. A crowd of rough, dirty fellows used to crowd

round me. My first act was to unscrew the knocker

and take it off", otherwise we should have had no peace

during the evening. Then I locked up the fender,

poker, and coal-box in the cupboard, and got books

ready. By this time my two or three helpers would

arrive. The hammering on the shutters and door, with

cries of 'Let us in, guv'nor,' now became deafening,

and the door is opened. In they rush, upsetting the

forms, and often, in cold weather, fighting for the seats

nearest the fire. Then our work of teaching and

catechising commenced, and it was real hard work. In

class and from the desk nothing but narratives and

sharp sayings, in a loud voice, would keep them quiet,

and by the time of closing I was fairly exhausted with

the day's labour. But, ah ! they were happy days.

"Monday Morning.—Used to visit the shopkeepers

and the few respectable families on the borders of the

district. Besides influencing them to attend Divine

worship, in one year I got upwards of 600 religious
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publications, such as the Sunday at Home and British

Workman, into circulation among them.

" Monday Evening.—Held an instruction class for

men, women, and youths who could not read. This

lasted two hours, and closed with a short religious

service. A hard and useful day's work, but free from

scenes and tales of misery.

" Tuesdays to Fridays.—Devoted to domiciliary visit

ing and the wearying work of stair-treading. Most of

my houses were three and four storeys high, with well-

worn old-fashioned stairs. The labour of walking up and

down these day after day for six hours at least, was

heavy indeed. However, there was in this labour soul-

profit to many, as by this means the 'light of life' en

tered the dwellings of these thousands of immortals, who,

indeed, dwelt in the darkness of the shadow of death.

"My heaviest day was Wednesday, as I then held

a cottage meeting in the evening, which was usually

crowded with those who had in their rooms been aroused

to feel the need of salvation. To link visiting and meet

ing, I will narrate the circumstances of my friend Jenny's

' call ' and after life.

" She had a troubled childhood, as she knew nothing

of relations, and her early recollections were connected

with the wards and schoolroom of a workhouse. When

quite a girl she was ' taken out ' by a lint-maker,

and remained with him until womanhood. His cir

cumstances became bad, and she was obliged to leave.

Having no one to advise or afford her any kind of

protection or support, she fell into bad hands, and soon

pledged or was robbed of all she possessed. A dark

chapter of her history now commenced, but after a time,

a good woman who hired girls for needlework gave her
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employment, and acted as a true friend to the friendless.

One evening she came to my meeting with a person I

had visited, and listened with the deepest interest. She

soon became regular in her attendance, and took a fer

vent part in the hymn singing. One Sunday evening,

after giving out the hymn,

' Oh ! for a heart to praise my God,'

I expressed a hope that none would sing the words

unless they could do so truthfully from the heart, and

she was silent.

" From this time she became convinced of sin, and a

suppliant for mercy, but would not for many months

join a Christian Church. At length she was introduced

to the Curate of St. Mary's Church, and became a com

municant.

" Other difficulties now presented themselves, as the

mistress who had been so kind to her was not a decided

person, and at times required her to work and fetch beer

on the Sunday. The mistress at length yielded to the

right, and Jenny became a cheerful and useful Christian.

She had a violent temper, but by grace it was conquered.

The Bible became her constant study, and right glad

was I to notice her first effort to give instruction and

rightly to influence very ignorant and depraved persons

upon my district. Having herself had severe trials and

been forgiven much, she could sympathise with many

around her, and that sympathy was valued.

" She lived with her mistress for a number of years,

and afterwards commenced taking in needlework and

employing girls on her own account. Upon them she

exerts a powerful influence for good, as the disposition
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and conduct of each is considered by her. In the work

room the conversation is regulated, and all are bright

and cheerful. A Bible-class is held twice weekly, and

Christians are always welcomed. It is her rule to keep

up a friendly and watchful intercourse with the young

people who leave her employ, so that her leisure hours

are occupied with the activities of the Christian life.

Upon one of my last visits I found her leading the girls

in singing that lovely verse :

* A crown of glory just before,

And Jesus waiting there ;

A heavenly gale to waft us o'er :

What have the saints to fear?'

She is now about fifty years of age, a consistent Church

member and a ' helper ' to the missionary of the district.

She is rather timid, but if you could hear her fervent

prayers at the meetings she attends, you would thank

God for His great goodness toward her.

" But those pleasant visits in the dingy rooms, those

meetings for prayer, and tea-drinkings for Christian and

social intercourse, crowd to the mind with their thousand

incidents. What can I do now but rejoice in the know

ledge of abounding mercies in the past, committing the

dear people, for I feel that they are mine still, to the

special grace of the Lord Jesus and the loving care of

the good brother who has succeeded me ? "

Just so, my friend. Enjoy the sweet memories of the

past, for He who is head over all things to His Church

has honoured you in your day and generation. You
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have enduring, immortal links with people of your dis

tricts. You have worked for eternity, and

*' They who love the Saviour, never,

Never say a last farewell."

Therefore praise on, pray on. Yes, and as strength lasts

out, work on, " looking for the mercy of our Lord Jesus

Christ unto eternal life."



Done is the work that saves !

Once and for ever done 1

Finished the righteousness

That clothes the unrighteous one 1

The love that blesses us below

Is flowing freely to us now.

The gate is open wide,

The new and living way

Is clear and free and bright,

With love and peace and day.

Into the holiest now we come,

Our present and eternal home.

Then to the Lamb once slain

Be glory, praise, and power,

Who died and lives again,

Who liveth evermore,

Who loved and washed us in His blood,

And made us kings and priests to God !

BONAR.
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Back to the Village; A L1fe's

f-
ETROSPECT.

" And thine age shall be clearer than the noonday ; thou shalt shine forth,

thou shalt be as the morning. And thou shalt be secure, because there is

hope ; yea, thou shalt dig about thee, and thou shalt take thy rest in

safety."—Job xi. 17-18.

!ELL, and at last I am back again in my

native village of Barford St. Martin, Salis

bury. Seventy years have passed since I

appeared in long robes upon the borders of

Salisbury Plain. These villages are rare places

for the bringing up of City Missionaries, as

living in pure air among sheep-flocks and trout streams

hardens the constitution and prepares for labour in slums

and alleys. Very many of us have come up out of the

villages, and, take us altogether, we have made some

impression upon the huge metropolis. Our inroads have

been considerable—proceeding by dint of personal con

flict—and we have left some monuments behind which

will be landmarks for others. We have not restored

London to the primitive character of our native villages,

but, by aid of Divine grace, have turned many to the

primitive character of righteousness, temperance, and

holiness. We have left, moreover, institutions in full

5'
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vigour that will last as long at least as their leases, and

some of them are freeholds for all time—institutions

that could not and would not have existed but for the

London City Mission.

" It was in the middle of this century, October, 1850,

that I was accepted by the Committee and appointed

to the Kensington Potteries district, and continued there

until March, 1878, making an occupation of twenty-seven

years and six months.

" My boundaries were, Uxbridge Road on the south, a

ditch and open ground called ' The Fifty Acres ' on the

north, on the east Pottery Lane> and on the west the

railway and brickfields. These limits contained 80c

visitable families. Twelve years after, the district was

divided, and I remained upon the portion which included

the Latimer Road station*

CHARACTER.

" This locality was one of some notoriety. The

founders of the Potteries. were a colony of pig-feeders,

expelled from the site of Westbourne Terrace, who

located themselves a mile from the Uxbridge Road, by

a lane called the Green Lane, otherwise ' Cut Throat

Lane.' They ' planned ' the settlement in four streets

and a mews. In 18.50 there were said to be more pigs

than people ; there were no roads or pavement ; no gas,

or water, except from one pump in the brickfields, and

water was sold from a barrel drawn from house to house.

The drains were imperfect, and the Black Ditch, clay-pits,

and a lake called ' The Ocean,' were the receptacles of

innumerable styes. The principal inhabitants brought

home refuse—' refuge ' they called it—from noblemen's

kitchens, clubs, and slaughter-houses. Portions of the
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collections required to be boiled in odorous cauldrons,

for the swine, and portions were sold cheaply to their

neighbours.

" To this calling were added numerous brickmakers,

who worked in the adjoining clayfields, and from thirty

to forty families of gipsies, who pitched their tents here

for cheap victuals. The swine required to be fed on

Sundays, and the bricks to be attended to, so that there

was almost a total disregard of the Sabbath ; besides

which, clandestine public-houses attracted a large num

ber of strangers of the lowest class, and quarrels, which

could not be settled in the week, were usually deferred

and decided by fights at this chosen spot on the Lord's

day.

" The southern part of the district consisted principally

of house-builders, laundresses, and refugees from town

and country. Drinking was fearfully prevalent, attended

with the poverty and vice which so certainly follow.

" There was only one place of worship in the district—

St. James' Church—which had just been built, and there

was but one public school—the National—except a school

of a most indifferent kind in a cottage, supported by

a neighbouring chapel. The Mormons were the most

vigorous religious people, and they were fanatical—

assailing persons in the way with their strange delusions.

They had one place of meeting, and also a school.

OPERATIONS.

" Domiciliary visitation, with the glorious truths of

God's Word, began, and was continued through all

changes, whatever other means were instituted for the

salvation and happiness of the people. During this

period the district had seven local superintendents, two
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of whom were clergymen ; but the work was always

the same, except that, when a superintendent took a

devoted interest in the labours, there were greater

facilities for carrying out collective institutions, and for

organizing the people to operate on each other. If no

other results followed than those that accrue from daily

visitation, they would be amply sufficient to encourage

and reward those who support the Society ; and if only

the thanks that were each day received by the mis

sionaries could have been collected and distributed,

they would have shown that the messenger was made

a blessing. To these thanks we have the Lord's ac

knowledgment, ' He that receiveth you receiveth Me.'

CASES FROM VISITATION.

" As this paper is required to be brief, we shall defer

to a concise chronological appendix the institutions that

grew up out of the ordinary visitations, and cite a few

cases, some of which, at a distance of over twenty years,

are still interesting to memory.

" An old man named Palmer acted as money-broker

to the pig-feeders, lending at an exorbitant interest to his

neighbours. He had fought in L'Orient at Trafalgar,

and he and his wife often enlivened the mews with

volleys and counter-volleys of oaths. Through reading

and reasoning with him, he became convinced of this

and his other sins. He said he had committed sins

sufficient to sink a man-of-war. From the love he

gained for the Volume of Mercy, he purchased a large

Bible for his own reading. The mutual swearing was

sunk to rise no more. The old man, in his marine blue,

now walked on Sunday mornings to church, and in the

afternoons attended my meeting in the mews, in a room
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rented at is. per week, surrounded with styes and hog-

tubs. A meeting was afterwards held in his own room,

one afternoon weekly, by the Rev. R. N. Buckmaster,

the well-beloved curate of St. James's Church. The

pair (he and his wife) both died believing that God was

well pleased through Jesus Christ, and they were full of

peace.

"A somewhat similar case was Mr. Jolliff, the owner

of several two-roomed cottages, in a yard which is still

called by his name. He had been captain on board

a whaler in the north seas, and Mrs. Jolliff being an

industrious woman, his position was one of superiority

among the pig-feeders. His leisure, however, was

largely spent in public-houses, and he was often sodden

with drink. I frequently had to visit cases in Jolliffs

Yard, which I entered through his 'great gates.'

There were several interesting cases in that yard, and

there came to be a good disposition towards the visitor

and his object. Mr. Jolliff was sometimes met with,

especially on Sunday mornings, reading the newspaper.

When accosted on the subjects of Divine truth, he re

plied that his heart was good. He fell ill, and the visits

became closer, the law of God nearer. He was much

' distressed about his condition, and the voice of mercy

became precious. The Holy Scriptures were now his

only reading, and as he recovered he read them almost

constantly. He said, in his Newcastle dialect, ' There's

the newspaper. My wife takes it in, but I want to know

nothing now but how to be saved.' He began and con

tinued to walk through the streets to church on Sunday

mornings, and, on the occasion of his first going to the

Lord's Supper, I had the favour of kneeling by his side.

Of his own accord he became an abstainer. About
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twelve months after this change he sold his property in

the Potteries, and built a neat detached house at Acton.

I went down twice to see him, and found him reading

the Bible or godly books. He attended the house of

God as long as able to walk, and said on one occasion,

'You may tell all the people in the Potteries from me

that I do find God's way the best way.'

"A man named James Broad, a feeder of hogs, was

well known for two particulars. On account of his

drunkenness and violence he had, according to his own

account, acquired the name of ' Jemmy the Devil.'

When a young man, a legacy of £60 came to him,

the whole of which, in treating and being treated, was

spent in a few weeks. Through my visiting him he was

desirous of becoming a total abstainer, and when, one

evening, we were sitting on committee in the ragged

school, he came in saying, ' I knowed as how you'd be

here, and if you please I wants to sign the pledge at

once.' To satisfy him I drew up a form of agreement

on a spare piece of paper, and in the presence of the

gentlemen there present, he appended his name. The

agreement he kept, and soon showed an entire change

of character. In his cabin he said, ' Here's the place

where I and my wife kneels down together, and we

bless God that we have found mercy ; we has a read to

gether in the blessed Book, and we never knowed before

what it was to be happy.' It was soon after this that

the work of conversion began, which led to the erection

of the Workman's Hall (1861), where we had twenty-

three zealous visitors, all of them reformed characters,

who regularly visited, once a week, assigned districts

around it. James Broad accepted the little district

nearest his cottage, the people of which consisted chiefly
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of gipsies and brickmakers. Although a pig-feeder, he

found time to go round to them on Sundays, besides

attending once the public means of grace. This is

the man who related at one of the monthly meetings

of those visitors, that a boy told him he never had his

hair combed but once a week, and he could not think

how them could bear it as had it combed every day.

" Each of these cases, and many such, have long

passed away, but there are still some living of equal

interest.

" Indulge us, however, by permitting one more in

stance among the departed,—that of a venerable friend,

a man who died at the age of 106. Thomas Heme was

the head of a numerous family of gipsies. His sons,

Shadrach, Meshach, and Abednego, and their descend

ants, were encamped in the same yard in which his

cabin was pitched. The cabin consisted of an old rail

way van, and before it were the tents of his posterity,

forming a gipsy square. A good man, a converted

brickmaker, at the entrance to the yard, permitted me

to hold a meeting in his cottage for these people on

Sundays. The patriarch was pleased at my entering his

hut, and reading to him from the Word of God. The

Light made his sins manifest, which he confessed by

saying, ' I have been a load of a sinner—I have been

brought home and chucked in here like a log of wood.'

The way of salvation became precious to him ; he said

it gave his mind ease. A tall figure, he sat at the meet

ings in his yellow plush waistcoat, in deep attention.

For conscience sake he repudiated the drink altogether,

saying, ' It made me ill and wicked—I'll ha' no moor

o'nt ! ' At 104 years of age he went his round of the

squares and terraces on Notting Hill, with canes under
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his arm, crying, ' Old cheers to mend—old cheers to

mend ! ' Those who knew him felt a high regard for

the industry and dignity he bore, until infirmities took

him to rest. The case of a sister, Betty Letherham,

who afterwards died at Tring at the age of 107, was in

vestigated by a barrister, and the age of Thomas Heme

was thus substantiated. An engraving of the occupants

of the yard appeared in the British Workman at the

time, and the features of the children sufficiently indicate

their Oriental origin.

" Other instances of decided conversion, and some of

active Christian usefulness, among the gipsies of the

locality, might be related. It is sufficient to say that we

had an annual gathering of these people for twenty

years, which usually amounted to a party of 150.

CHRONOLOGY.

" In this paper the various objects of a collective

character, with the principal incidents, are arranged in

chronological order, and only such are mentioned as the

Mission is fairly entitled to claim the initiative of, unless

otherwise explained.

1850. Entered on the district.

185 1. Commenced Girls' Ragged School, Princes Road—Com

menced Monday Evening Meeting, Heathfield Street—

Commenced Meeting for Irish, Sunday afternoons.

1852. First Tea Meeting in National School—a scramble—Induced

Capt. Huish to write to Sanitary Commission— Formed

Committee to erect Notting Dale School, near North

Ditch—November, seized with typhus fever.

1853. May, returned to district—Roads made, drains covered in,

water and gas laid on by parochial board—Took room in

Princes Road for schools and meetings— Introduced Mrs.

Bayly to first Mothers' Meetings—Introduced gas to

National School, and opened Night School for boys.
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1854. Tea Meeting, 190 persons ; Hon. A. Kinnaird in chair—

Commenced Boys' Sunday Evening School, Princes Road

—Cholera ; 27 recovered, 26 died on district—Began

Gipsies' Meetings.

1855. Established Soup Kitahen—Mission whitewash brushes lent

—Established Infants' School in Princes Road—Mrs.

Arthur converted, and became first Bible-woman on district.

1856. Restored Working Men's Association, Princes Road—Penny

Bank formed.

1857. Commenced Meetings in Thomas' Mews in the Potteries—

Formed Committee for a Shoe-black Brigade—Bazaar in

Norland Square for Ragged School Building—' Ragged

Homes, and How to Mend Them,' by Mrs. Bayly, published.

1858. Commenced Open-air Meetings—Ragged School Building

opened ; cost ,£1,200—Sunday Morning Bible-class com

menced in Potteries.

1859. 'Rescue Meeting' for Drunkards begun at 184, Portland

Road—Prayer Meetings of Reformed Men—Mr. Henry

Varley first attended these meetings—Removed, for want

of room, to Ragged School—Spent a month in Hayling

Island visiting cottages.

1861. The first Public-house without the Drink, opened by Bishop

of London, called 'The Workman's Hall,' on March 12th

—Latimer Road District formed—Week-day Ragged

School in Thomas' Mews opened.

1862. Proceedings in the Workman's Hall:—400 members of Total

Abstinence Society—70 to 100 persons at prayer meetings

—Lecture-room occupied 5 evenings in the week—Com

mittee of 24 meet fortnightly—23 visitors meet monthly—

Various clubs and societies formed—Young Men's Bible

class, Sundays, 30 to 50 present—Public Bible-class,

Thursday evenings, 70 to 100 present—Boys' Prayer Meet

ing, 20 to 40 present*—Sunday services and monthly Com

munion—Congregation removed to new chapel, Fowell

Street—Band of Hope, 160 members—Drum and Fife

Band formed—Night School for adults—Weekly Musical

Entertainments—' Mended Homes,' by Mrs. Bayly, pub

lished—Paper by Mrs. Bayly on ' Public-houses without

* The lad A R , who led this prayer meeting, has since

been five years at college, and has a charge in Northumberland.
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Drink,' read at Social Science Conference, Westminster ;

numerous visitors from all parts of the country—Re

linquished Norland.

1863. A Secession of 50 men opened Canterbury Hall*—Was

publicly presented with Bagster's Comprehensive Bible—

20 men's speeches at Workman's Hall printed—Several

speeches of women ditto—Taylor, the Navvy, wept for joy

—Taylor, the Navvy, made colporteur for the locality—

Club Institute Union established.

1 864. Foundation of West London Tabernacle laid ; Mr. Varley—

Open-air preachers occupy 5 stations— First Congregation

of Tabernacle made of reformed characters from Work

man's Hall—Petition to Brewster Session, 53 feet long,

against licensing two new gin palaces on the district.

1865. Presentation to Rev. John Offord by W. H. Bible-class; to

Mrs. Bayly by working men ; to Mrs. Bayly by Mothers'

Society ; to M. Parfitt by Young Men's Bible-class ; to

George Curwood, Secretary of Workman's Hall—Various

Excursions ; to Brighton, Hadley Woods, Hampton Court,

Streatham Common, Carshalton, &c.

1866. Workman's Hall closed—Several meetings to recover build

ing—Resumed meetings in Notting Dale School.

1 867. Wrote to four gentlemen to purchase house opposite Work

man's Hall—House opened, and called Shaftesbury Hall—

Work resumed—Form men's meeting in Bomore Road.

1868. Thirty to forty persons at Prayer Meetings in Notting Dale

School; 6 gipsy men and I woman offered prayer—Contri

buted 12 papers to Church of England Temperance Maga

zine, containing incidents of the Workman's Hall.

1869. Visited Workman's Halls in various parts ; collected their

reports ; held a public meeting on the subject, Earl of

Shaftesbury in the chair ; formed Committee to promote

the object, Rev. J. P. Gell, chairman—Weekly Singing-class

of 40 at Notting Dale School—Extended the district to

railway arches—Made a night ascent of Mount Skiddaw,

when at the late Mr. George Moore's, on my holiday.

1870. Started Holyfield as colporteur—Farewell meeting of Emi

grants to Canada ; 250 persons present.

* This secession took place in consequence of smoking having

been prohibited, but the utmost good feeling still prevailed.
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1871. Night School added at Notting Dale School ; 37 young men

attended.

1872. Bangor Street District formed from my account of its con

dition—Three months disabled.

1873. The swine ejected by Board of Health—Established Firewood

Brigade for Destitute Boys.

1874. Formed Meeting and Evening School in Tobin Street—Miss

Cotton of Dorking visited Shaftesbury Hall—Invited to

Dorking in council on Coffee Rooms.

1875. Supplied a month for Miss Cotton (Lady Hope) at Dorking

—Twentieth and last Anniversary of Gipsies—Meeting of

100 factory men in Notting Dale School.

1876. Opened 'The Little Briton' Coffee Rooms for factory men

—Held Bible-class and Weekly Meetings in ' The Little

Briton.'

1877. Church formed in Notting Dale School ; pastor, Rev. H.

Dewey—' Magdala Castle ' opened by Lord Chancellor,

near Latimer Road station—' Little Briton ' transferred to

ditto— Held meetings in 'The Magdala'— Firewood

Brigade premises enlarged with dormitory, &c. ; the boys

addressed by a clergyman, a Cambridge graduate, who was

a native of the Potteries, and who attributes his first re

ligious impressions to instruction in one of my City Mission

Schools on the district.

1878. Strength insufficient—Placed on the Disabled List.

" And now, enfeebled by age and incessant labour,

I have returned upon a visit to my native village.

Thanks, adoration, and praise be ascribed to our

gracious God for daily strength and mercy granted

during those long years of dangerous toil in proclaiming

the Gospel of His Son ; and may pardon be granted for

all errors and omission of duties. It is pleasant now to

think over the past and count up the mercies. These

are numerous indeed, and many are the incidents of in

terest brought to mind when considering the 116,260

visits, with Bible-reading, in the homes of the poor—the

2,271 meetings held, and the 286 death-beds attended,
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chiefly of the poor pig-feeders and gipsies. And then it

is a mercy in itself to have distributed 100,165 Bibles,

Testaments, and Gospel papers.

" To the Committee of the Mission I am thankful

for their encouraging kindness through all my years of

labour, and for the grant from the Disabled Fund, which

will sustain me in comfort during the few remaining

days of my pilgrimage.

" For the brethren in whose ranks I have laboured, I

shall always entertain a true affection. They have done

much to ' draw together '—to make the Churches one—

as they indeed are in Him who to her is ' Head over all

things.' They have taught thousands of poor souls

suff1cient for their salvation—Repentance toward God

and faith in our Lord Jesus Christ—to send them on

to Glory ; and they have raised up others who are still

labouring on the districts or gone to various colonies to

teach others also. We, therefore, who through infirmity

retire from responsible labours, have the sweet con

sciousness that many are blessing God for the Word by

us, which being received has led them and theirs into

Wisdom's pleasant ways.

" These spiritual results ought to stimulate young

Christians to enter with burning zeal into the service.

The winning of souls is grand work. And then such

extension is in mercy given to our efforts !—beyond our

conception. Little did I think when I entered the

wretched piggery district, that Mothers' Meetings, which

now in the Metropolis contain 30,000 members, and the

various forms of the reformed public-houses and coffee-

taverns, would have their origin and extend from there

—yet so it is. Therefore,

'Work, for the night is coming ;

Work through the sunny noon.' "
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Thou hast done well, Michael Parfitt, therefore may

thy rest be long and pleasant. To thee may this side

of the river be a land of Beulah, a place of soul-quiet

and joyous anticipation—of brighter and still brighten

ing views of the glory "beyond," until the purchased

possession be thine—the victor's wreath and the smile

of thy approving Lord.

Note.—While this paper was being prepared for the press, we

received a letter from our veteran friend, and was right glad to

find him well two years after his retirement. The letter is so

characteristic of himself, and so expressive of a retired worker's

sustained interest in evangelizing effort, that we are induced to

give the following extract :—

" The return of City Missionaries to their original

villages or country towns, after their lives have been

spent in the service of God and their country in the

Metropolis, is a circumstance in natural order. Old

soldiers who have fought in arduous campaigns, when

walking about their native streets, distinguished with

their well-earned medals, and enjoying their scanty

pensions, have done much to keep up the heroic spirit

of a nation ; and a missionary veteran in a quiet

town gives stamina to the cause which he represents.

Christians see a fact before them of a man who has

endured hardness, and who can relate tales 'stranger

than fiction' of conquests over sin that he has wit

nessed. He sits in the old church or chapel where he

formerly sat, takes part in the same Sunday-school,

offers prayer at the same prayer-meeting, and gives an

address at the same anniversary. The young men see

that the service of God can be gone through, and may

emulate his course ; subscribers and collectors are
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verified in their faith ; and he contributes to the Church

or school where he received his first awakening, the

benefits of his experience and example. They do not

take down a portion of the walls of the town to admit

him on his return, nor crown him with garlands, nor

present him with the freedom of the boro', but he is

invested with a conscious commendation. Old men say

to him : ' I was in your class when you taught in this

Sunday-school ; '—' I worked with you in the same

mill ; '—' I worked on the same floor ; ' etc.

" Last week I took my wife, who is an invalid, out in

a wheel-chair. We were resting in a green lane under

the shady trees, when we were recognised by a gentle

man of a ministerial aspect, a home missionary of this

hill district, as having come from London, and it turned

out that he was a youth in my Bible class in London,

a class from which scores of young men have gone

forth to be useful in London, country places, and the

colonies."

My friend Mrs. Bayly talks in her book " Long

Evenings " of writing a volume on " Unsuccessful Men "

—men who have failed to seize on every advantage

that came in their way to rise in the world, because

they were absorbed in a more important work. Cer

tainly some of these may be found among City

Missionaries. It was at one time proposed to raise a

" College "—Almshouses I think it was called—for City

Missionaries to retire to ; it is much better that they

should return to their antecedents, where they are well

known, to enjoy "infinite riches in a little room," as

those

" Who broke no promise, served no private end,

Who gained no title, and who lost no friend. "



Sovere1gn Grace ! O'er sin abounding,

Ransomed souls the tidings swell ;

'Tis a deep that knows no sounding—

Who its breadth or length can tell ?

On its glories

Let my soul for ever dwell !

What from Christ the soul can sever,

Bound by everlasting bonds ?

Once in Him, in Him for ever,

Thus the eternal covenant stands.

None shall pluck thee

From the strength of Israel's hands.

Heirs of God, joint heirs with Jesus,

Long ere time its race began,

To His saints eternal praises !

Oh, what wonders love hath done !

One with Jesus,

By eternal union one.

On such love, my soul, still ponder—

Love so great, so rich, so free ;

Say, while lost in holy wonder,—

Why, O Lord, such love to me ?

Hallelujah !

Grace shall reign eternally.

Kent.
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•'Our Gentleman,"

" They shall still bring forth fruit in old age."—Psalm xcii. 14.

MONG the pleasures of memory none have

greater charms than the recalling of circum

stances under which old and valued friend

ships were formed. It is indeed pleasant

to grasp the hand or gaze upon the face

of an acquaintance, while the mind reverts

to scenes of long ago, when we were drawn

together and knit to each other by bonds of mutual

sympathy and regard. This is certainly one of the

comforts of advancing years, for as the impulsive and

trustful spirit of youth gives place to cautious thought-

fulness, warm and hearty friendships are rarely made.

And then as time throws its shadows upon our path

way, the consciousness that acquaintance made cannot

be matured and ripened by length of years, lends en

dearment to the " friend-ties " of our school days and

early manhood.

The circumstance under which we became acquainted

with our veteran friend George Jones, was calculated to

be of life-long interest. The London City Missionaries,

who then numbered one hundred and eleven effective

men, had assembled for their monthly devotional ser

«7
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vice, after which, as the last addition to the staff, we

passed the ordeal of introduction. While standing with

a group of new friends upon the platform, we noticed

in the body of the Hall a man of middle age, whose

style expressed a marked difference from his compa

nions. Tall in stature, with intellectual countenance, he

appeared to be of haughty bearing, while his spotless

white handkerchief and well-brushed suit of black

clothes gave him an air of ministerial importance.

Looking toward him, we inquired : " Is the gentleman

yonder with the white handkerchief one of us ? "

" Yes," was the reply ; and all smiled pleasantly as one

of them in a half-whisper said : " He is a capital fellow,

though his manner at times is a little odd. We call

him, 'Our Gentleman.' "

" Introduce me to him."

" Certainly." And a few minutes after, he grasped

hands with the new arrival. This was friendly, but

effort to draw him into conversation soon failed, as

he abruptly turned round and marched away with

measured tread. No offence could have been given,

but he may have felt that the keen eye of observation

was upon him.

Several months had passed before an opportunity of

cementing the acquaintance occurred, and then it was

not by advance on his part. At that time it was the

custom for each missionary in his order to read a report

of his work and to offer prayer. When friend Jones

was " named " by the secretary, there was a general

expression of interest — an expectation of something

worth listening to, and in this no one was disappointed.

His statements were clear, his teaching scriptural, and

his language quaint, warm-hearted, and expressive.
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But if his report proved him to be a true and skilled

worker, his prayer gave sure indication of a high tone

of spiritual life. His approach to the throne was

with holy confidence and child-like simplicity. As one

to whom power had been given to wrestle with God

and to prevail, he in reverent language pleaded the

name and work of Jesus on behalf of the people under

his visitation, and then " made requests " for his

brethren and the great mission field of London.

By the time service ended, we had made a fixed resolve

to ensure his friendship, and to effect this left the Hall

a few minutes before himself, that he might overtake

us, which he did in Holborn. The conversation soon

turned from general matters to the means by which

a new district might be eff1ciently worked. Upon this

subject his remarks were of such interest as to beguile

the time, until he stopped abruptly near the end of

Regent Street, with the remark : " And now we must

part, as I am near my district." This he uttered in a

tone which indicated a sense of possession, and withal

of responsibility. He however added : " This is a

short afternoon, so I shall visit the three fever cases.

For this purpose I keep a suit of clothes, which

immediately upon my return I disinfect by placing

them in a box with sulphur, as it would be a wrong to

the people and Society to pass from room to room, and

then through the streets, with the germs of disease

about me." This remark was in itself a valuable lesson,

and so with mutual good wishes we shook hands and

parted.

A district near Regent Street. Well, we thought, the

lot has fallen to him in a pleasant place. How different

to my miserable district, with its squalor and wretched
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ness ! But at that time the hidden recesses of West

London and Belgravia itself were unknown to many.

An interview with his superintendent, the celebrated

Dr. Leifchild, which occurred "soon after, and an

outbreak in the neighbourhood of virulent disease,

convinced us that there was, after all, little to choose

between the two districts. " I did not care at first to

receive Jones," observed the doctor, " as his high and

mighty bearing appeared to me to be a disqualification

among working men, and I was not pleased with the

appointment. His journal, however, interested me,

and upon visiting with him, I was surprised to find him

popular among the people. With them his manners

were evidently unnoticed ; indeed, it seemed, in the

shoemakers' and tailors' workrooms, to be nothing less

than the dignity of an earnest teacher of Christianity.

With these sceptical men he was on terms of kindliness

and friendship ; but when words of blasphemy or com

mon oaths escaped from unguarded lips, he drew him

self up erect, with indignant glance and withering reply ;

confusion or apology instantly followed, and then he

listened to ignorant and foolish remarks with gentle

manly courtesy, and replied so as to instruct and win,

carefully avoiding the giving of offence. He is well

qualified and exactly adapted for a district which con

tains so many superficial sceptics."

As years passed on, the ties of friendship were drawn

closer, and our intercourse became increasingly pleasant.

At the Mission House, in our own dwellings, and when

we occasionally met, he had loyal things to say con

cerning the King and wise things about the kingdom of

His grace. We have, for instance, a vivid recollection

of meeting him one afternoon in the vestibule of
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Middlesex Hospital. He had been visiting a dying

woman from his district who by him had received the

effectual call, and we had visited a poor man in an upper

ward who was a kind of leper, being covered with sores

from the crown of his head to the soles of his feet.

His case was difficult, as he also suffered mentally from

darkness of soul, and a crushing sense of the Divine

displeasure. It was well, therefore, to take counsel

about him with so experienced a visitor as friend Jones.

We walked slowly down Berners Street, and agreed

upon the best Scriptures for his case, and then a short

dialogue as follows took place.

" I always," he observed, " get light and comfort

from high doctrine ; and where there is spiritual life

in a sick person, I comfort them with these strong con

solations. What, with the suffering, can deepen peace

and brighten hope more than the assurance of their

predestination to eternal life ?—that God sent His Son

to die for them, and through Him secured to them all

those Divine helps and assistances which should be

effectual for their conversation, faith, obedience, and

ultimate salvation."

" As I left the upper ward," was the reply, " a man

evidently in great pain, whose face was nearly destroyed,

being eaten away by cancer, turned toward me, and said

plaintively : ' Do speak to me, sir ! ' Upon taking a

seat at his side, I inquired : ' Believest thou on the Lord

Jesus Christ?' 'Yes,' he faintly whispered, 'many

years ; I am in Society—His love, His mercy ; tell me

about it.' This I did, repeating many of the gracious

words which fell from His lips, and such passages as

these : ' He is the propitiation for our sins, and not for

ours only, but also for the sins of the whole world.'

f
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' This is the record that God hath given unto us eternal

life, and this life is in His Son.' The reminding him of

the cardinal truth of God's boundless love in Jesus

made the suffering disciple happy even to rejoicing

in his safety; and it is always so. To sinner and to

saint, the fulness and far-reaching power of redeeming

mercy is the right theme."

" Right, to be sure ; but we can be narrow and one

sided where the whole counsel of God is required.

Divine sovereignty and boundless mercy go together.

I can never lose sight of predestination according to

His will."

" Well, but men do stumble at too great prominence

being given to the doctrine of predestination. In my

district, for instance, there is a coffee-house keeper,

named Powell. Like you, he hails from the principality,

and tells me that he was brought up a Calvinistic

Methodist. To me he is a perplexity, as he can talk

Calvinism by the hour, though spiritually dead and of

doubtful life."

The face of our friend brightened up as he exclaimed,

"What! a Welshman ? Take me to see him! I visit

many at my leisure. It is my second work !"

An appointment was made for next evening, and

then a slyly pleasant remark about the power of a

minister's presence ! As this was always a sore point,

the white adornment for the neck not being popular

with the brethren, he parted abruptly, and walked on

with steady military gait. The eye, however, followed

him with pleasure, as he was a man everywhere and by

every one held in high esteem.

Punctual to the moment, he next evening approached

the door of the coffee-house, and was duly introduced
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to its occupant. At first the man of trade seemed to

consider the new visitor in the light of an intruder, but

a question put to him in the apparently incomprehen

sible Welsh tongue produced an instantaneous friend

ship. Some minutes had passed before they returned

to the language of modern Britons, and then we dis

covered that they had fallen into discussion concerning

pedigrees. As they proceeded, it was indeed wonderful

to learn how some Parry of a past generation married

a Powell, and how this Parry was related to a Jones ;

and thus a link discovered between the Powells and

Joneses there present. But this was rather a ministerial

than a family discovery, as all the worthies referred to

were ministers who had been honoured in their day and

generation. It is surely well with a people who thus

revere the memory of those who have ministered in holy

things. The conversation deepened in interest, when

we were invited to leave the shop for the back parlour,

that introduction might be made to the landlady herself.

Her style and countenance were purely Welsh, and it

soon became evident that she conversed with greater

freedom in the language of the dear principality. Thus

it was that we only understood part of the conversa

tion, but the ending proved the visit to be effective.

The servant was sent into the shop to look after the

customers, and then the door was shut, and the mission

ary, taking out his pocket-Bible, solemnly read the

chapter commencing with the words : " Paul, an apostle

of Jesus Christ by the will of God, according to the

promise of life which is in Christ Jesus." Then we all

knelt while prayer, soul-pleading, was made at the throne

of mercy. So subdued were each of us, that before

rising we remained for several minutes in silent prayer.
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When the door was opened for our departure, there was

hearty hand-shaking, and invitation for renewed visits.

" That man," observed friend Jones, " had the effectual

call in his youth, but he has fallen from grace. He is

' such an one ' to be restored. I have arranged to in

troduce him and his wife to the Cambrian Chapel. God

be praised !"

To the chapel they were introduced, and a more

rapid change of " life and conversation " was never seen.

The poor Welshman and his wife were as sheep lost in

the wilds of London, but with restoration to Church

fellowship, they in family and in business adorned the

gospel of their Lord. Before a year had passed, brother

Jones had set them to work, which he called " safety,"

and for long years they were members with the

" helpers " of the mission.

A trial—the greatest trial of our friend's mission life—

was permitted to overtake him about eighteen months

after his introduction to the Welsh family—the outbreak

of a virulent epidemic upon his district. In the month

of June, 1854, the people of London were startled by a

sickness which suddenly broke out in the parish of St.

Ann's, and rapidly spread through the neighbourhood.

There was, indeed, cause for alarm, as the symptoms

resembled those of the Great Plague in London, or

" black death." Persons struck by it became swollen,

feverish, and developed black spots. It was supposed

by some to have been caused by the opening of ground

for draining purposes, in which one of the pits used for

burial in the time of the plague was dug through.

Among the poor the disease was called "the fly," as

they supposed that it had been brought by the east

winds which had continued for some time. By the
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medical profession it was treated as a severe form of

cholera ; and while arrangements were made for the wise

treatment of the sick, all that sanitary science could

suggest was successfully done to prevent it spreading to

other parts of London. It had, however, to exhaust

itself in the neighbourhood of its outbreak, and for

some weeks the death rate was alarming. One of the

survivors in St. Ann's Court told us the other day, that

when recovering he counted from his window during

one week sixty-seven funerals. "I was made worse,"

he added, "by a woman who lived opposite, at that

window there, opening it and crying, 'I am struck

with the cholera! Oh, save me! save me!' and next

day I saw her carried out." This seemed to correspond

with an incident recorded by Daniel Defoe, who, writing

of the same month in 1664, states: "Passing through

Tokenhouse Yard, in Lothbury, of a sudden a case

ment violently opened just over my head, and a woman

gave three dreadful screeches, and then cried, ' Oh

death, death, death!' in a most inimitable tone, and

which struck me with horror, and a chilliness in my

very blood."

During the five months of the epidemic, our friend

was by permission absent from the weekly gatherings of

the missionaries, and, as we afterwards found, he was for

that time isolated from his friends. He was only for a

few hours at a time absent from the district, as the sick

cried anxiously for him as soon as struck down with the

disease, while the dying rarely had any other ministra

tion of grace as they struggled and sunk under acute

suffering. In a letter addressed to us about that time,

he complained of being much exhausted, as in less than

three weeks he had seen 221 persons die, most of whom
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had been visited several times. His sick list rose to the

large number of 1 16, and then he discontinued keeping

all records, as pressure for visiting increased upon him.

They must, indeed, have been busy and weary months

thus spent in overcrowded and plague-stricken dwell

ings. The heroic virtue of undaunted courage was

necessary to endure such peril of disease and death, to

live in the midst of all that was offensive and discourag

ing. The power of Divine grace fitting for and sus

taining in duty was thus clearly manifested in him.

If, however, the effort was worthy of a Christian hero,

the effect upon his constitution was marked indeed.

Upon his first appearance among the brethren after his

long absence, all were surprised and filled with sym

pathy. His dark hair, just a little grey, had become

perfectly white, his erect stature had yielded to a slight

bend, while his countenance was haggard and careworn.

The only thing unchanged in him was his firm utter

ances of trust in the Lord his God, and safety in the

covert of his love in Jesus.

Two months of rest and change restored him to com

parative health, and he seemed to re-enter the district

with renewed spiritual vigour. To him there were

charms in that dingy neighbourhood, as loving, grateful

hearts welcomed him back, and as he passed from room

to room associations of grace met him at every turn.

In one room a soul had been born for glory, and he

remembered with delight the evidence given of the new

birth. In another he had witnessed the power of grace

to sustain in the depth of affliction and sorrow, while

many were relatives of the dead who by him had been

led to give the life look to the risen Saviour.

Fresh families also rapidly arrived to occupy empty
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tenements, so that within a short time after the epidemic

had passed away, the district became more crowded

than ever. Rents in other parts of London were rising,

so in this poor neighbourhood more people crowded

under every roof. This gave increased opportunities

for usefulness ; and it seemed to our friend that he had

commenced a second chapter in his mission enterprise.

He had earned a good name among the people, and he

used his popularity to purpose. His meeting-room was

crowded three evenings a week with the right kind

of people. With the aid of a tradesman's wife and

daughter, he commenced a mothers' meeting, which

rapidly increased until the large number of 263 members

were entered on the books. This necessitated a division

into three large classes, which met on three days of the

week. It was his practice to enter each meeting twenty

minutes before the close, for a short Bible reading, ex

position, and prayer, and he was always heartily wel

comed. He also formed a large ragged school and was

most diligent in gathering children to the various Sun

day-schools in the neighbourhood. He not only visited

in the evening, that he might meet with the men, but on

Sunday mornings, an hour before church time, he used

to visit the bird and barbers' shops, and converse with

the men who surrounded the public-houses waiting for

their being opened. And then the close of his Sunday

labours in the summer months consisted of preaching

the gospel in some open space of his district.

Time thus occupied glided quickly and pleasantly

away, until increasing infirmity warned him that his

" season for labour " had nearly passed. At the time of

the cholera, his constitution had been shaken, and each

year after found him less able to grapple with the heavy
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work of the district. When officers of the Society sug

gested his removing to a suburban part, his invariable

reply was, "While strength is granted, I cannot leave the

dear people. They will not care- for a stranger. I must

wait until souls I am watching for are brought in." He

therefore continued and abounded in labours until he

had among that people completed twenty-five years in

the service of the mission. His strength then rapidly

failed, and the Society's physician reported him as

" used up," without hope of being able to continue his

labours.

When the intelligence spread upon the district, there

was great consternation. Neighbour spoke sadly to

neighbour about the calamity which had overtaken

them, and, as some alleviation of their sorrow, our

friend promised, as his strength permitted, to call at

every room to offer up a parting prayer and to wish

them a last good-bye. This he did, and many a strong

man showed deep emotion and many of the women

and children wept because they should see his face no

more.

The Vicar of the neighbouring church, his own pastor,

and the tradespeople, felt that a public farewell service

ought to be held in honour of their valued friend. After

the arrangements were complete, the Vicar preached a

farewell sermon, and the church was never before so

crowded with the poor. In the discourse he remarked

that his friend and theirs had been trained in a Welsh

Calvinist congregation, and had rarely attended a service

in that or any other church of the establishment. He

had, however, paid him very frequent visits in the vestry,

or at his own house, to introduce converts who wished

to become communicants, or to ask him to visit sick
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persons in the parish. Loving testimony was then

borne to the devoted and true work of the friend who

was leaving them, and prayers asked for his future

life and happiness. Next evening the farewell meet

ing was held in the schoolroom, Dr. Leifchild after tea

being courteously placed in the chair. After hymn-

singing and speeches from, the Vicar and minister, the

missionary, who was in a low state of health, was led to

the platform, and was received with a demonstration of

applause. The chairman then, in terms of affection, told

him how grieved all were to lose him, and gave him

assurance of an esteem and Christian affection for him

which would continue for life. He then handed him an

emblazoned testimonial expressive of their affection, and

a purse containing one hundred guineas, the contri

bution of more than 400 of the poor, and a few friends.

This was unexpected, but the recipient drew himself up

to his old erect stature, and in calm, earnest sentences

thanked his loving friends for this proof of their affec

tionate regard. When, however, he referred to the

parting, he fairly broke down, and could only exclaim,

" The Lord God Almighty bless you all, . . . the

blessing of covenanted grace be yours ! and—and— "

but he fairly broke down, and, being faint, was led from

the room.

The week after, himself and his faithful wife left

London for a cottage in one of the pleasant hamlets of

Essex. The generous gift of the people enabled them

to make comfortable arrangements, and for a time sup

plemented the retiring pension of one pound a week

kindly provided by the committee. Six months of this

change and quiet proved so beneficial that at the end of

that time he wrote as follows :—



80 OUR VETERANS.

" This is to us a land of Beulah. Let people say what

they may against ' flat Essex,' this to me is a lovely

place. Tree and flower, birds and the sweet air give

constant enjoyment, and then after the district it is a

heavenly calm. I am well enough to cultivate sufficient

vegetables for our use in the little back garden, and

flowers for enjoyment in the front. We have joined the

Baptist Church, as the pastor is a good minister of the

new covenant. His call to repentance is clear and scrip

tural, but he has not yet apprehended our fixed place in

the eternal covenant as well as our fixed place in the

' many mansions,' in the glory to be revealed. During

the past fortnight, I have been able to pay a few visits

to the people in outlying cottages, and found them

dead, cold dead to the truth. They must be aroused.

The rector, who is a bright old Christian, has paid me

several visits, and we have had good reading and prayer

together. Church members also call upon us, and we

are daily convinced that we have been guided here,

though the desire at times is strong to migrate back to

dear old mountainous Wales. But then we are as near

heaven here as there, and we have but to wait our Lord's

'little while.'"

This letter indicated the spiritual state of the old

disciple at this period, but he was wrong in his antici

pation of an early removal. We were, indeed, at

intervals, informed of his renewed health and active

village labours, and thus upwards of six years passed

away. We had little expectation of seeing him again,

when we were requested one morning by the clerical

secretary of the Society to pay him a visit under some

what painful circumstances. A complaint from his

minister, a good friend to the Society, had been received,
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in which our old friend's action in Church affairs was

complained of. He had also addressed a letter to his

minister which was justly considered offensive. Our

orders were, if possible, to effect a reconciliation, and, if

not, to advise his removal.

As he had not been prepared for the visit, our entering

his cottage gate had all the pleasure of a surprise.

Greeting over, he led the way to the back garden, to

display the results of his industry, and then retracing

our way to the little plot in front, he observed, " I

always work here at the time the men return home, as

they like to stop and watch me, and admire the few

flowers which I keep well developed in their season."

And then drawing himself up to his old erect posture,

his face beaming with delight, he added, " I often have

groups round the paling, as the men like t© hear me

teach sound doctrine from the flowers. The words of

the Lord, ' Consider the lilies,' arrest attention, and then

I tell them of His garden, about the wild olive-branches

being grafted into the tree of righteousness, the growth

in grace, and the many beauties of the saints. Then

they ask questions which bring forth the gospel. Now

and then I discover an anxious soul among them, and

such are taken into my little parlour for instruction

and prayer, and thus a few from this place have been

gathered to the elect.

Upon entering the parlour, we found his wife decrepid

and feeble from advanced age, but rejoicing in antici

pation of the near and glorious future. Under the

circumstances, it was diff1cult to break our message to

them, but it was done in a most delicate manner. The

wife cried, but friend Jones rose from his seat and paced

the room in a state of indignant anger. As it seemed

G
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hopeless to hold calm converse with them, we took a

two hours' ride about the country, and upon our return

found the good man calm, though still angry. We then

reasoned the matter through, with the result that he

admitted over-zeal, and conduct that had been mis

understood,—even wrong. It was some time before he

could be prevailed upon to write an apology to his

offended pastor ; but at length he did this, in words of

sincerity and loving regard. Upon reading it, the good

minister expressed his surprise that an old man of such

iron will should display so gentle a spirit, and he at

once despatched a letter of forgiveness and true affec

tion. Thus ended a difficulty which might have de

stroyed much peace, but which strengthened the bond

of friendship between pastor and member.

Eight years more have passed since we parted at

the cottage gate, and hearing of his increased infirmity,

we the other day addressed a friendly note to him. In

the reply, every letter of which indicates effort, he gives

expression to the confidence which all the saints have

in the unchanging love of the heavenly Father.

" I am," he states, " eighty-six years of age, and so

crushed with pain and infirmity that my brain will

not allow much writing ; at times I am unable even

to read. The effort to reply to your loving note, dear

friend, is such that I now have vinegar and water ap

plied to my forehead, but I am thankful that my mind

is sound. See John xvii. 24, Worthless as we are, we

are precious, being the Father's gift to Jesus. We are

in safe keeping to the end, and are sure to behold His

glory. ... I am waiting and watching for the

change—great and good men dying, and I left! Give

my love to the few remaining brethren with whom I
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laboured in London. The Lord keep and use you for

His glory.

" Yours in Him,

" G. Jones."

This was no doubt his last letter, as three weeks after,

while writing this sketch, we received a note informing

us of his holy dying and honoured interment. We feel

his loss. The pen was laid down, and days have passed

before we could close the narrative. Our friend, as a

man among men, displayed great force of character.

He had his mannerisms, even at times to eccentricity,

but his high tone of feeling merited the appellation

by which he was known among his brethren as " Our

Gentleman." As a Christian, he was rooted and grounded

in the faith. He used to say, "that from the time of

Job to that of John, the Divine preservation of believers

was the theme of inspired teaching, and the joy and

gladness of those servants of the Most High who were

commanded and inspired to teach." His sense of

security in the arrangements of infinite mercy was to

him a source of continual joy and praise. This gave

him power as a City Missionary, and rendered him a

most effective worker. Though called to testify to an

ignorant and depraved people, he influenced them with

the power of the grace that was in him. Thus his

holy earnestness and diligence subdued resistance and

secured attention. During his long retirement of six

teen years, he was diligent in doing good. Like many

of his brethren who have been placed upon the Re

tiring Fund, he merely exchanged a responsible for a

voluntary service. Each closing day of his useful life

was a season of sweet experience, and when the ap
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pointed hour came, he calmly slept in Jesus. So great

even at advanced age was his influence that his loss was

felt. The people gathered to the resting-place, and

among others two clergymen and three ministers sur

rounded the grave of the lowly but honoured servant

of the Master. He had gained the victory to the end,

proving the truth of a favourite verse he used to sing :—

"God will keep His own anointed ;

Nought shall harm them, none condemn :

All their trials are appointed ;

All must work for good to them :

All shall help them

To. their heavenly diadem."



" Hark, 'tis a martial sound !

To arms, ye saints, to arms 1

Your foes are gathering round,

And peace has lost its charms :

Prepare the helmet, sword, and shield ;

The trumpet calls you to the field.

No common foes appear

To dare you to the fight,

But such as own no fear

And glory in their might ;

The Powers of Darkness are at hand ;

Resist, or bow to their command.

An arm of flesh must fail

In such a strife as this ;

He only can prevail

Whose arm immortal is ;

'Tis Heaven itself the strength must yield,

And weapons fit for such a field.

And Heaven supplies them too ;

The Lord, who never faints,

Is greater than the foes,

And He is with His saints ;

Thus armed, they venture to the fight ;

Thus armed, they put their foes to flight. "

Kelly.

,'
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Runn1ng Tn.

"The hoary head is a crown of glory, if it be found in the wny of

righteousness.—Prov. xvi. 31.

HY the City Commissioners of Police built

one of their chief stations next door to the

London City Mission House, and if they

considered it in the fitness of things to do so,

we don't know ; but this they certainly did.

The result is that the room in which we write

is only a few yards from its chief entrance, and from

the window we constantly witness the marching out and

entering in of the force. The latter is so frequently

associated with the " running-in " process as to give a

painful though interesting view of one phase of life in a

great city. At times the rushing to the door of a crowd

of roughs and gamin from low neighbourhoods, who

press and push each other to see the prisoner, perhaps

an acquaintance, led in, indicates that an apprehension,

to them of interest, has been made. In a few moments

two or more policemen, with one or more prisoner,

tightly grasped by the arm or collar, and surrounded

with a surging mass of men and women, turn the corner.

As they approach, their pace is quickened, and with

a skilful push their " charge " is conveyed over the

dreaded threshold. The mob then separate, but groups

87
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remain behind to listen to such of their number as can

give information about the offender and offence. At

times the crowd consists of boys and men and women,

" loafers," the very offscouring of the City, who appear

to be in a state of pleasing excitement. These usually

surround the officers, and, as they approach, one of the

most distressing scenes—though, alas ! very common—is

presented—a drunken woman strapped to a stretcher ;

the filthy clothes torn and disarranged, hair dishevelled,

and frequently covered with blood, the result of a fall.

As with military step the stretcher is turned into the

building, the people often raise a cheer, and pass laugh

ingly away. But to the sympathetic observer, there are

scenes still more distressing—the quiet approach of

one and at times two policemen in charge of a well-

dressed man. If young, the face is reddened with the

blush of shame ; and as the station is approached, the

pace is increased, and an averted glance given, as though

fearful that an acquaintance may witness the act of

degradation. He has perhaps filled a responsible posi

tion, and has been guilty of embezzlement or some such

crime. If old, there is frequently a pitiable expression

of anxiety and wretchedness in the countenance, a hang

ing of the head and a hastening forward which speaks

with silent clearness the wreck of a good reputation.

Animals also, especially horses, are led in numbers to

our door. As they arrive, the inspector on duty steps

out, and makes a more or less careful examination of

them, and he has many proofs that " the brutish man

regardeth not the sufferings of his beast." Broken knees,

swollen legs, and aggravated sores under parts of the

harness, is a general reason for these being stopped in

the main streets. But at times there are instances of
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revolting cruelty—horses and donkeys so worn as to

be scarcely able to stand, or exhausted and trembling

from ill-treatment when overloaded. After inspection,

the driver is taken in to have the charge entered, and

then, if the court is sitting, man and beast are taken to

the Mansion House for the Lord Mayor to give judg

ment in the case. At times the horse is ordered off to

the knacker's yard, and the driver fined, and in bad

cases committed for a term of imprisonment. At times,

however, both man and beast return, a fine or reprimand

having met the merit of the case. Only yesterday, for

instance, a laundress's cart, well piled with baskets of

linen, was quietly led to the station door. After inspec

tion, the horse was unharnessed, and led, with its owner,

to the Mansion House. The cart, which was in charge

of a pretty little girl of ten years of age, was then

pushed by two stalwart officers into the corner of the

street, and left. There sat the poor child, with rueful

face, the very picture of wretchedness. Frightened,

troubled, and alone, she sank down among the baskets,

and after long effort to control herself, she burst into

tears, and sobbed bitterly. Her tears, however, were

soon dried when a pretty volume of the Child's

Companion, several illustrated publications, and some

cough lozenges (the only sweeties available) were

given to her. There she sat enjoying the sweets and

looking at the pictures until her father returned with

the horse. The sight of the book and the smiling face

of his child caused the cloud to pass from his brow.

The policeman who had arrested his progress good-

naturedly helped him to harness the horse, and when

they shook hands at parting, it was evident that they

bore no ill-will to each other.
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But the personnel of our station, by frequently being

seen and passing us, becomes known, though not by

name. The hearty, good-tempered countenance of the

officer who has received a medal from the Society for

the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals is often met with a

smile. Others of the rank and file, wherever encountered,

are recognised as our neighbours ; while the officers,

from the Chief Commissioner himself down to the last-

appointed sergeant, are well known by sight. It has,

however, taken us some time to become familiar with

the most shrewd, intelligent, and trusted of the men—

the several detectives who are attached to the station.

Their style and dress are so unlike policemen, that no

one would at first imagine them to be sworn officers of

the Crown. We, however, formed a right opinion of

several of them by noticing the easy, matter-of-right

way in which they, as plainly-dressed gentlemen, betting

men, or mechanics, entered the station. The position

of several has become evident as cabs have driven up

with one of them on the box, who, as the vehicle

stopped, quickly alighted, and politely opened the door

of the cab, from which his companion stepped with a

prisoner handcuffed to his left wrist. It is not there

fore surprising that we stopped short in Fleet Street

one afternoon upon seeing two of them in earnest

conversation with one of our missionaries. At parting,

they were passing us, but were abruptly stopped with

the question :—

" Why don't you run that old man in ? "

Now they ought, one would think, to have been dis

concerted at being thus recognised, but it is probable

that members of the Criminal Investigation Department

train themselves under all circumstances to conceal
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embarrassment. An 1nstant stopping, and keen glance,

and the following reply was the only result :—

"What! Mr. Hilder? our 'dad,' as we call him!

Why, he is always running himself in, and has been at

it this thirty years or more. There is not a man in our

force that does not know him. When our inspectors

and sergeants entered as young men, he was respected

by the police of that day. There has never been a man

amongst us who did not care for him, and he is at work

still."

They were, in answer to inquiries, speaking of their

old gentleman as a religious guide in their affairs, and a

true friend in sickness and adversity, when we approached

the station door. With a smile, we expressed disinclina

tion to proceed any farther with them, and so parted.

A few days after, the veteran of eighty-four years

with quick but tottering step was seen on his way to

the station. As usual, he had a blue bag over his

shoulder, the weight of which seemed to press heavily

upon him, but he passed on as one earnest in affairs.

Even a stranger would notice an expression of decision

in his aged countenance. The thoughtful gaze, the

compressed lips, and ready utterance, gave indication

of a man who had long practised the art of throwing

his whole " might " into his calling. The contents of

the blue bag, which he carries from station to station

for five or six hours daily, gives proof positive of his

devotion to duty. He calls the books in his bag his

" Shifting Library," and it has ever been his practice to

change the books in the mess-rooms as he passes from

one to the other. So systematic is this action that the

twelve or fifteen books with which he starts in the

morning will not be brought back until they have been
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changed with others in each of the City police stations.

Besides these, his coat pockets are well filled with

tracts and illustrated publications. He therefore, as a

cheerful sower of precious seed, carries lightsomely a

burden in his old age.

This veteran entered the service of the Mission forty-

two years ago, and when upon an ordinary district, took

interest in the City Police, but he was not set apart as

their missionary until ten years after, in 185 1. Upon

watching his active entrance into our station the other

day, we thought it well to turn to records of the past,

and found his first report to the Committee. So expres

sive is it of the character of the good man (who was

then in the full prime of his manhood), and of his high

tone of spiritual life, that we give extracts from it before

passing over three decades of years to a similar docu

ment which he has just written.

" In introducing this, the twelfth annual report since

my connection with the London City Mission, and the

first in connection with the above description of labour,

I feel the more difficulty, from the difference of duties,

the diversity of effort, and the uncertainty as well as

the paucity of results arising from employment like

visiting the City Police. It is one of the most onerous,

important, and responsible positions in the Mission. It

is also honourable, as uniting me with the guardians of

the first city in the world, and leading me into asso

ciation with men of various grades as to former position

or present occupation, habits, and inclinations,—exposed

to temptation and vice, and called to witness daily

scenes of delinquency and sin, enough to try the most

stable mind, and to lead astray the careless and

irreligious. Many have acknowledged these influences,
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when conversing on their former impressions or youthful

religious education ; and those more firm own the

struggle and conflict they sustain to walk in that path

of consistency and religious duties which they feel and

know is the delight and privilege of the Christian to

persevere in. It is my- happiness to meet with some

who acknowledge the necessity and value of missionary

visitation and instruction, as exercising a moral restraint

upon their passions ; while others, indisposed to piety,

receive my attentions with civility, own the purity of my

motives, and the truth of my- propositions, but yield

themselves up to the enjoyments of the world, and,

living to self, neglect the opportunities they might

embrace of securing peace here, and salvation in

eternity.

" The reception I meet with from this important and

valuable body of men is, on the whole, most gratifying

and cheering. I strive, by openness, patience, and tact,

to smooth down the prejudice, apathy, or opposition

which naturally infests the human heart, and often leads

men to suspect or impugn the exertions which Christian

benevolence puts forth for their moral or spiritual welfare ;

and in this, I trust, I have in some measure succeeded.

Were it not sounding like adulation, I might enlarge upon

the expressed esteem and kind advice I have received

from the secretary at the chief office, the inspectors of

the reserve of the various divisions (some of whom

I visit at their residences), and their clerks, who give

me every encouragement, as far as consistent with their

several duties. To each I feel under great obligations.

I always find ready access to the stations, and their

offices, for the sick list, or any proper information I may

require. My position and exertions with the whole

r
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body is one that entails great labour, perseverance, and

caution, but holds out to the faithful and patient mis

sionary prospects of great usefulness, and results which,

perhaps, may be known only at the day of judgment

and in eternity.

"The visitation of the station-houses engrosses much

of my time and attention. They are six in number, and

the abode of the single men, as well as the rendezvous of

the whole City police force, amounting to above 500 men.

There I am permitted to distribute religious tracts to

the day and night reliefs coming off or going on duty,

or to visit the reserves. But more especially do I visit

the men residing in these houses, which contain spacious

mess and cleaning rooms, lavatories, and comfortable

dormitories, with every useful accommodation and kind

consideration for the sick. Here, with assembled groups,

or individuals in health or indisposed, I hold religious

or moral conversation, expound the Scriptures whenever

practicable, and seldom meet with opposition or ridicule,

which, if arising, is generally overruled by the majority,

who openly declare their respect and esteem for the

missionary, his motives, advice, and tracts. Many

preserve the tracts clean, to make up into books, or send

them by letter to their relations in the country. I have

also provided each station, or mess-room, with Bibles

and Testaments. These are neatly covered and labelled,

a place is assigned for them, and they are frequently

perused by those who might, if they possessed the sacred

volume, be either indisposed or ashamed to bring them

out publicly before their comrades. Much good has

been effected by this already ; for many of these young

men have enjoyed religious education and advantages,

Sabbath-school instruction, and pious relations, and they
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often acknowledge their present neglect, or religious

declension, with regret and concern.

"Domiciliary visitation with the force in general is,

at present, but limited, but it is, nevertheless, sufficiently

extensive to prove its value and efficacy. In many

cases there has been shown a readiness to welcome the

missionary, listen to his advice, or accept the little

messengers which he leaves in his calls or visits,

especially in the time of domestic affliction. I first

endeavour to secure the esteem and permission of the

husband to visit his family, and could adduce instances

of hopeful results to some who filled respectable posi

tions in society ere they joined the City police force.

Others are inconsiderate and careless, and plead their

temptations as an excuse. With all I endeavour to

exercise patience and courtesy, appealing with them

to Scripture, reason, and my own experience, which

generally leads to acknowledgment and thanks for my

endeavours. My list of names, as it increases, cheers

my heart, proves my advance, and urges me to continue

and enlarge this plan of operation with a body of men

interesting, important, and valuable, who often recog

nise me, either at their homes, the stations, or in the

streets, with tokens of respect, friendship, and regard.

" Many of the police are exposed to great danger or

severe accident in their avocation.

"Constable A. was first visited in St. Bartholomew's

Hospital, where he was confined with a broken leg,

inflicted by a dishonest person whom he took into

custody. My interviews and conversations led to his

inviting me to his home, where my instructions were

acceptable to himself and family. In reverting to his

deceased father, he spoke of his happy death, and the
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comfort he derived from religion ; and, calling for his

Bible, he read the last chapter his father ever listened

to, asking me to expound and explain the meaning of

the verses. He then with reverence stood, supported by

his crutches, while I knelt and offered prayer. Since

that period we have searched the Scriptures together,

he reading the portions selected. Thus, I trust, God

is making me useful to him, and other families of the

police, where I have obtained an introduction and

attention.

"Constable B. was seriously injured in the head by

a blow from some drunken sinner. He is a quiet, in

offensive man, moral, and well educated. My attention

won his esteem, and exposition of the Scripture, with

prayer, deeply impressed his mind. The tracts were

much valued by him, and I have felt encouraged by

his expressed anxiety and desire for salvation. He has

now retired from the force, with some remuneration.

With expressions of gratitude he desired our continued

acquaintance ; and I might notice several others who»

on leaving this occupation, give me their address, or

request that I would occasionally visit them. My

practice is, with those who are retiring from the force,

returning home through ill-health, or going abroad, to

present them with a packet of tracts, with my name

inscribed, that they may remember my instructions, and

the missionary who strove to benefit them.

" Several of the police have been visited at the stations,

and at their homes, in the time of affliction, and I have

reason to hope that the religious instruction imparted,

with the tracts, have been made very useful. Many

extra men were engaged during the Exhibition, and

some of these have returned to the country, or else-

-
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where. One young man named C, to whom I presented

a Bible, was especially attentive and hopeful. He said

that he should ever remember me with gratitude.

* Among the sick at the stations, I visited a fine-grown

young man, named D., who was seized with.rheumatic

fever, and during his brief illness I regularly visited him.

The poor fellow, as well as his intense suffering would

permit, listened to the religious instruction offered ; but

delirium was soon succeeded by death, and, to .the regret

of myself and his companions, by whom he was much

respected, he expired. His remains were conveyed to

the grave by his comrades, many of whom followed in

the train, and I strove to improve the event by distri

buting, with the permission of the kind inspector, a

suitable tract, entitled ' He is gone,' to each one present,

and to other policemen I met with, all of which were

well received. This plan of tract distribution I generally

pursue, when practicable, on the death of any in the

force ; and at the funerals of a late inspector, and a late

constable, I was permitted to exercise the like service.

"Constable E., another young man in the station-

house, was afflicted with consumption. I obtained access

to his chamber and sick-bed, and frequently conversed

with him, expounded to him the Scriptures, and offered

prayer with him. His mind was evidently impressed with

his position as a sinner, and he seemed to manifest his

need of and desire for salvation. He would freely unbur

den his mind, and solicit my continued attentions, until

his removal to the Brompton Consumption Hospital,

where he died. I purpose next Sunday to follow him,

as I did his late comrade, to the grave. These deaths,

with the addition of one who died at the Smallpox

Hospital, appear to have seriously impressed the minds

H

s
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of survivors. Others who have recovered show, by their

increased attachment and attention to the missionary,

their gratitude for his consolation and advice in the

time of their affliction.

" I also observe that many of the force keep the tracts

that I give them from time to time, clean, for the pur

pose of having them bound up together.

" Constable F. suddenly broke a blood-vessel. His

inspector first sent me, and then visited the poor young

man himself. His illness was long and tedious, during

which time he sought constantly and earnestly religious

instruction. Many were the visits I made to him.

It was my satisfaction to witness earnest desire and

apparent sincerity on his part. He ultimately expired,

professing an humble hope in the merits of the Saviour.

" Constable G. was under my visitation from my first

appointment to my present office. His disease was

a broken-up constitution. His inspector favoured me

with a letter concerning him. He was visited with

persevering regularity, and manifested a most repentant

and sincere state of mind. He had also the instruction

of a minister, who, with myself, entertained a good hope

of his safety. At his funeral I presented each police

man present, and the mourners, with the tract entitled,

'He is gone.' I also strove to improve the event by

expounding Scripture, and offering prayer with his

widow and relations. I trust some good impressions

were implanted in him, as well as in others, especially

the wife of a constable. This poor woman suffered long

and patiently. Her death was subsequently of the

most hopeful character, greatly encouraging to myself

as the missionary who visited her.

"I have earnestly striven to establish meetings for

-
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the exposition of Scripture and prayer among the men

at the various station-houses I visit, but my efforts have

hitherto been unsuccessful, more I consider from the

inconvenience of the mess-room for such a purpose than

from indisposition or opposition on the part of the men.

Even those who are well-disposed to the design see and

declare the difficulty of carrying it out, as the con

stables, when off duty, are much engaged in cleaning

their clothes, or partaking of their meals ; but I have

many opportunities for delivering brief addresses or

Scripture expositions, either to those assembled or to

individuals about the house or rooms, and I have hopes

that in time this difficulty will be surmounted or re

moved. The men pay for their lodgings, and of course

consider themselves free to act or employ themselves

as they please ; and, being of various dispositions and

inclinations, would never be coerced or forced into any

arrangement I might suggest. Such a course, indeed,

if adopted, would materially lessen my influence among

them, and rather retard the work than assist me in my

efforts to benefit them.

" I also, with perseverance, urge the duty of attending

the public worship of God. Most of the men acknow

ledge the necessity, and several have declared that they

do follow my advice; but the various duties of the

police, the changing hours of employment, and the

mutual desire of seizing the hours of leisure for visiting

their friends, etc., engage so much the attention of the

men generally, that I cannot with conscientiousness

and certainty report such a regular attendance as I

could wish, but that a greater reverence for the Sabbath,

and desire for the missionary's visits and instruction,

exists on the part of both single and married men

f
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is certain. The latter, too, I have noticed generally

avail themselves with praiseworthy desire of the various

public schools for the education of their children.

"The time of my visiting this interesting body of

men has been at present but short, and the results

apparently few. If I am spared to continued labour,

I anticipate greater things than I have yet witnessed.

It is mine to sow the seed in faith and prayer ; it is

the Lord who alone can bless the work and give the

increase. May I earnestly and honestly strive in sim

plicity and love to toil in His vineyard, and all that may

be accomplished shall be ascribed to His goodness,

power, and grace."

This well-expressed desire for power to labour on

in the right spirit, with the good of men and the Divine

glory as the object, has been granted, and that in an

eminent degree. As we ponder the words over in con

nection with his last annual or forty-third report, which

has just been delivered, we are confirmed in this

testimony, which accords with the common experience

of the people of God, "that their desires are known

unto the Lord, and that He satisfies them with His

mercy." We give a large portion of this MS., which

is exceedingly well written for a man of eighty-four

years, being in style firm and clear. But, best of all, it

breathes the devoted and humble spirit of his youth,

and a deep sympathy with the important body of men

to whose good his life has been devoted. This gives

the secret of his success, and of the rich blessing which

has been made rest on his efforts.
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"Annual Report ok the C1ty of London

Pol1ce V1s1tat1on, made by Charles J. H1lder,

C1ty Pol1ce M1ss1onary.*

" In presenting another annual report of my mis

sionary labours amongst the city of London Police, I

have cause for thankfulness and encouragement in the

continued access to all the stations and departments

of the City force. I receive attention from all ranks

to the religious instruction and advice I offer, with the

British Workman, cottagers' and religious tracts, which

like good seed is scattered in faith and harrowed

in by prayer. It has pleased God to abridge my

labours by sickness this year, and the sympathy, with

anxiety for my restoration to health and renewed visita

tion, proved the respect entertained for me, and the

appreciation of my humble exertions, now continued

for so many years with good health and physical

power, and I trust willingness, while spared to go out

and in amidst a body of men intelligent, and some

well educated,—even those of limited attainments have

opportunities for self-culture, as each station is now

provided with an ever-growing stock of books, which

is increased by small weekly subscriptions, and the gifts

of generous donors, thus superseding my efforts with a

travelling library. An intelligent comrade acts as hon

orary librarian, and all so disposed may avail themselves

of the privilege. An ambulance class is also formed, under

the superintendence of an able lecturer, enabling the

men to act efficiently in cases of accident. Other classes

are held for instruction in various ornamental qualifica-

* This is given verbatim—just as written.



1o2 OUR VETERANS.

tions, so that policemen of the present day, compared

with former years, are progressing in useful knowledge.

Their gentlemanly behaviour has been noticed publicly

by their kindness and attention to females, aged or

infirm persons, in the streets ; and I aver that their

morality and sobriety has increased, the majority being

temperate men, while many others of all ranks openly

profess and practise total abstinence from intoxicating

drinks, and endeavour to advance the cause of temper

ance, so useful to all and imperative to policemen. My

advanced age and length of service amongst them en

ables me to know the difference. Several evince con

cern for their soul's salvation, by reading religious books,

tracts and papers I distribute, with attendance at various

places of worship on Sundays when able, or at week-

night services. Should I meet with opposition from

any careless or sceptical,—as might be expected from

men of various opinions, creeds, or dispositions,—kind

ness, patience, and forbearance generally exact conces

sions and renewed friendship, as the whole respect my

motives, if averse to my principles or religious teaching.

I shall briefly report such cases with truth and fidelity,

knowing that to work is mine, to bless my efforts is

with God.

" Mess-room visitation has been and still is an anxious

and important object in my work, for here I meet with

young men of various tempers, attainments, and opinions.

Some are led aside through thoughtless companions ;

others, the sons of pious parents, sin against conscience

and religious training, but seek advice, instruction, con

solation, etc., from their old friend the missionary. A

specimen of the treatment I usually meet with in a

mess-room I will extract from my journal.
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" Found about thirty men in a mess-room, with whom

I held moral and spiritual conversations, with exposi

tions of the Scriptures on the power of religion in sub

duing the influence of evil habits, passions, revenge,

intemperance, etc. I drew men singly or in groups at

either table to listen to the advice I offered. I felt

pleased with the attention and perusal of the tracts

manifested. Others made room for me on the forms to

sit with them. One read a piece of poetry, his own

composition, on a great fire, asking my help in com

posing a moral. In conclusion, I urged the advantages

of education, self-culture, attendance at public worship,

as superior to the vain and useless amusements followed

by the more thoughtless ; in fact, I am received with

respect and gladness by these constables of the City

force.

"In visiting mess-rooms, I honestly reprove impure

language, showing the force of habit and associations.

I could mention cases where men were angry at my

faithfulness. With such I reason kindly and patiently,

appealing to those present on the rectitude of my

remarks, drawing from my opponents concessions and

approval. I endeavour to converse with new-comers ;

as, for instance, one who was piously disposed told me

that he already felt the influence of mess-room associa

tions, where men, as the room is their own, act or speak

as they please ; and at his request I informed him of

the nearest places of worship of his denomination, and

mentioned his case to a piously disposed sergeant, who

gave him his hand and friendship. This plan I have

found useful, and it has helped many to maintain their

religious profession. Sometimes I meet with hindrances ;

as, for instance, one young man who sung, danced, and
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recited some nonsense. I honestly reproved him, and

spoke of the first reception I had from a man who used

most profane language, for which he apologised after

wards, saying he did so to try my temper. I afterwards

gave him a Bible. His career was a sad one. He was

the son of pious parents, and his brother was a minister.

This recital obtained attention, and an alteration in the

manner of my foolish friend, who with his comrades

attentively listened to my advice, and gratefully received

my tracts and papers ; and as I was leaving the room,

they all shook my hand, saying, ' Don't put us all down

as that foolish fellow, who really means no harm.'

" In speaking to men of their Sunday-school instruc

tion and now neglected Sabbath duties, many have been

led to reflection, and several induced to attend places of

worship, as inspectors, sergeants, and others tell me of

the excellent sermons they hear at the churches and

chapels they attend, and this, I believe, is the practice at

all the stations. As one said, five of us attended church

last Sunday, and thus my friendly advice is answered

and confidence secured ; for in passing by a dormitory,

a young man called me in, and after searching in his

packet of letters, he produced the photograph of a fine

old rrfan. ' This,' said he, ' is the likeness of my grand

father, who is above eighty years of age. He is the

sexton and clerk of our village church. He was against

my coming to London, and with good advice he gave

me this Testament, which I have neglected to read.'

He expressed regret, and listened seriously as I read

St. Paul's advice to Timothy to continue in those

things which he had learned, and the young man ap

peared contrite and sincere. Now this is the too often

effect of mess-room association, and as I meet with

-■



RUNNING IN. 105

the cand1dates for police work, ere they enter on their

expected duties, the advice I offer, with the gift of a

little Gospel book with my name inscribed, backed by

the recommendation of their drill instructor, who is a

pious man, insures their friendship in future conversa

tions as an unofficial religious friend.

" In connection with my mess-room duties, I meet

with the day and night reliefs, the majority of whom

are married men. With them I hold moral and religious

conversations in the muster room of the station they

belong to ; also the sections of traffic-way men and

others employed on special posts. These men are ex

posed to dangers and accidents in their onerous duties.

I endeavour to illustrate my remarks with Scripture

references and texts. I generally meet a welcome and

thanks for the tracts and papers I distribute, which

are carefully folded up and conveyed to their families.

These visits, with recognitions in the streets, afford

opportunities for required visits to their homes, espe

cially in the time of domestic affliction. In these efforts

I have encouraging declarations. For instance, a young

man who is seriously disposed told me of his trials

within and temptations without to maintain a religious

consistency. He carries a small Gospel book given by

myself to him when a probationer, from which he finds

a verse or two to meditate upon during the small hours

in his night duties. Others have told me of a like

practice, and these little mementos have been preserved,

and shown me after many years ; and I can remember

instances of the consolation derived by persons so weak

by illness as unable to hold a larger volume. In addi

tion to the tracts, I give sheet almanacks for homes,

and to the single men in the mess-rooms a penny book
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almanack, which, placed in their pocket-book, conveys

religious instruction as well as needful information.

" My long association with the City Police has en

grafted me amongst them, and I am invited and ex

pected to share in their festivals ; so I, as their missionary

servant, strive to console and religiously benefit them in

their domestic trials and personal afflictions, especially

at the police hospital—an institution needful and bene

ficial to men exposed to dangers and sickness in their

onerous employment. Aided by the permission of my

kind friend the surgeon, and the hospital sergeant, I

have free access to every ward, where I hold religious

conversations, singly or with groups, expositions of the

Scripture, prayer, etc., and hold a meeting on Sunday

evening. That God has blessed my efforts here, I truly

believe, and the acknowledgments of several have proved

that my regular visits are anticipated and appreciated.

At the surgeon's invitation and desire, I dine with the

patients on Christmas Day, and my presence is re*

cognised by the superiors, who visit the men on this

special occasion. At this infirmary, men afflicted with

the various diseases which flesh is heir to, are tended

with medical and surgical skill ; while the hospital ser

geant and orderlies attend to their wants with unre

mitting attention. Rheumatic affections appear most

prominent ; other diseases and accidents are common.

An account of one visit will illustrate my work. Held

in Ward I religious conversations with seven patients,

who listened to the exposition of the Scriptures, etc.

One man was seriously ill, and his pain was excessive.

Another suffered much pain from a fractured arm ;

another with a serious swelling in his neck ; while

another convalescent was going out on furlough. I
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generally, when able, close my visits with devotion, for I

studiously avoid hindering the orderlies, who are busy in

preparing appliances for their sick patients, while the

eldest orderly brings in basins of excellent beef-tea, and

a more substantial diet is given when necessary. The

wives and visitors are permitted to come every afternoon,

and a good library, newspapers, and harmless amuse

ments are allowed, making this place indeed a blessing

to the afflicted policemen, while my visits, advice, tracts,

etc., are welcomed with thanks, and reverted to in after

times.

" Three deaths have actually occurred within the

hospital this year, and those almost sudden. I., of the

5th division, was brought in seriously ill. His pains were

excessive. I held religious and consolatory converse,

etc., which appeared acceptable ; but the first thing I

heard the next morning was of his death. An orderly

subsequently told me how he gradually sunk after my

interview with him yesternight. Poor fellow ! three

days previous he appeared quite well, giving evidence

in a police court. He was a civil and respectable

officer, who left a widow and five children to bewail his

loss.

" The other case I mention was a detective sergeant,

who was only ill a few days, and under my visitation.

An orderly told me that he appeared better, ate his

breakfast with a relish, but soon after was taken with

a faintness, saying, ' I am dying,' and, supported in the

orderly's arms, quietly departed. I can only hope that

I was useful.

" I at times visit officers pensioned off, who were once

under my visitation, and who desire, when convenient, my

occasional calls. I frequently hear of their decease far
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away from my observation ; but a special case of Mr. C.

deserves notice. He was head clerk at the chief office,

and resided at a distance from my home ; but the sad

nature of his disease, a cancer in his tongue, with his

desire to see me, impelled me to go and offer him

spiritual advice and consolation. When he heard I was

come, he came downstairs, weak as he was, to welcome

me. Words cannot express his painful condition, his

desire for religious instruction, and seriousness, while I

honestly addressed him, as a dying man, to cast himself

on Christ and His righteousness as the only ground of

hope and salvation. Oh, what a change such an afflic

tion, with death before him, had wrought on this moral

but undecided man ! I expounded the Scriptures, and

we united in prayer. Reluctantly he parted with me,

exacting a promise that I should visit him the next

week ; subsequent visits were distressing to myself

and him, as with difficulty he tried to make me under

stand the state of his mind. On other occasions he

vomited blood, and, grasping my hand, thanked me as

well as he could for my attentions to him, and in this

way he continued, until death released him from his

horrible sufferings. I trust that God made me useful

to him, as he expressed his hope of pardon and salva

tion through the merits of Jesus Christ. His daughter-

in-law, who attended him, was of the same opinion.

This is the second case of a like disease I have visited.

How many strong and younger men than myself

have died, away from my observation, and I am still

preserved to labour in the cause of Christ and His

salvation !

" In concluding this portion of my report, I notice my

monthly visitation to the chief office, where I meet with
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the sergeant-detectives, plain-clothes men, clerks, and

others in their meeting-room, where I hold moral, re

ligious, and Scriptural conversations, individually or

with groups. I also hold like conversations with the

sergeants in their private room ; also with the employes

at the chief office, with the head clerk, the reserve

sergeants and inspector, the upstairs clerks, the second

superintendent, the telegraph clerk, the messengers,

etc., in their various offices and departments, obtaining

respect, attention, and thanks for the papers I dis

tribute.

" Telegraph Office.—Here I hold religious conversa

tions and exposition of the Scriptures with the policemen

employed in this vast building ; they are stationed in

the corridors, each having a little office to sit in. Also

with the men employed at the revenue office, the rail

way terminus, the police receivers' office, the Mansion

House, the justice room, and, lastly, at the gaol of

Newgate, where I disperse religious tracts, the British

Workman, with religious instruction to the utmost of

my power. I feel, as I am growing older, the importance

of my work, my responsibility and shortcomings ; 'tis

a work of hope, entailing labour, patience, tact, and

experience, def1cient in striking cases of apparent con

versions,but I have reliance on the word and power of God.

Good has been done, though I may never hear or know

it. He has honoured me with a long life and length of

service. To Him be the glory for ever ! Amen."

We join, and that heartily, my dear old friend, in

your "Amen." Our Lord has indeed been gracious

to you, and as the recipient of His favour during a

long and difficult pilgrimage, He will bring you with
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rejoicing to the end. You do rightly in retaining the

joy of service, for to those who are strengthened it is

the fit preparation for unending service in the heavenly

temple.



Roll, roll, ye thunders, with terrific dread !

Shout, shout, ye angels, and awake the dead I

Proclaim the mandate of the Almighty King,

Man, dead and living, to the judgment bring.

Rise, rise, ye millions of reposing clay 1

See, see, the light of the eternal day !

The brightness of His coming gilds the sky,

The glorious mantle of the Judge most high.

Rejoice, rejoice, ye ransomed sons of God !

Sing, sing, the virtue of the Saviour's blood 1

Your loud triumphant hallelujahs sing,

With great rejoicing hail your Saviour-King.

Mourn, mourn, neglecters of a Saviour's love !

Weep, weep, rejecters of a Heavenly Dove !

Insulted mercy leaves thee to the law

Which dooms to death, and bids thee hope no more.

Awake, awake, ye slumbering sinners, pray !

Cry, cry for mercy, now in mercy's day !

Flee to the Covert from the storm, and rest

Your blood-bought souls upon the Saviour's breast.

J. M. W.
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Thief Reform1ng.

" Now also when I am old and greyheaded, O God, forsake me not ;

until I have showed Thy strength unto this generation."—Ps. lxxi. 1 8.

[ROM the police to the thieves of the City

appears to be an easy and natural trans

ition, as the two are frequently associated

in the mind as antagonistic forces closely

allied. It may at first seem strange, but it

is certainly the case, that those members of

the City Mission staff who are sent to the criminal

classes become friendly with the guardians of the City,

and thus a somewhat odd combination is at times formed

of constables, criminals, and missionaries. We have a

vivid recollection of one of these incidents, in which

the three were brought together, and will narrate it as

a fitting introduction to this chapter.

The circumstance occurred about twenty-seven years

ago, at the time our veteran missionary to the thieves

was exerting so great an influence for good among

them, chiefly in East London. It was then our duty

to visit the dens of West London in which the criminal

and depraved classes gathered chiefly at night. These

dens were low refreshment-houses, and were safe resorts

for such people, as the police had no power of forcing

an entrance into them without a warrant, though they
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frequently managed to effect their purpose by stratagem.

In some of the lowest of them, strangers could only

obtain admission by the introduction of a friend, and we

were indebted for ingress to several of these places to

the friendly action of a young thief of our acquaintance.

To him we were certainly indebted for entrt into one

particular den, after several failures in previous at

tempts. Not only did we pass the man who kept

the door without suspicion, but we were led up

to a table at which several young men and youths

were tossing for money. The witching hour of mid

night had just passed, and the company rapidly in

creased. There was, indeed, "good accommodation,"

as the " parlour," through which we passed, would ac

commodate quite twelve persons, and the. large room—

a yard covered in—at least thirty more, The men were

of the burglar and the women of the, drunken and

depraved order, while the boys and youths were dis

tinguished among their fellows as sneaks, lifters, and

the like. At a glance, it was evident that the youths

at our table were gaol birds, as their hair was cropped

very short—"Cut," as they tell us, "by her Majesty's

barber." They had been led into a quiet, earnest

conversation, when a somewhat startling circumstance

occurred. We were just saying to them, "You broke

the law of the land, and that law has had its vengeance

upon you, as each of you have, been to prison ; but

remember this, you are to stand your trials over again

for those and every offence of your lives, and, if con

demned, there will be no escape from the prison to

which you will be sent." While thus speaking, a gentle,

timid tap was heard at the door. The master, as he

was called, was off guard, being at the other end of the
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room, so one of the women turned the lock back, and

in an instant two tall men stepped quickly into the

room. One slammed the door to, and placed his back

against it, while the other unbuttoned his long rough

coat and discovered the policeman. The flutter and

consternation was great, especially when the officer

produced his bull's-eye lantern, and, commencing at the

first person, walked round looking every one carefully

in the face. We must confess to a very singular state

of feeling when our turn came. The bright light in so

dark a place is confusing, and then it was an uncom

fortable novelty to.be under such close scrutiny in such

company. Muster, however, was passed safely, not only

with one's self, but with all in the den. As the detective

peered under the tables and forms, it hecame evident

that they were upon the wrong scent—that the " some

body " wanted was not there. The lantern was turned,

and placed in the belt, the rough pilot-coat which served

as the disguise, buttoned up, and they were leaving in

an unceremonious manner, not having spoken a- word,

when we rose, and in a firm, tone of voice inquired :—

" Do you know me, Mr. Policeman ? "

The question was so unexpected as to startle them,

but they replied, "No, no, sir; we have not seen you

before."

" Then I will tell you," was the reply. " I am the

voice of one crying in the night-season, 'Behold the

Lamb of God that taketh away the sin of the world.' "

There was a solemn pause, but one of the officers,

before closing the door, said,—•" God bless you, sir ; you

are wanted here."

We felt pleased with the good words of the constable ;

he may have been a Christian.

r
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An effect which we have often noticed followed the

unexpected visit of the police. Many of the criminals

present had evidently been scared, which rendered them

less violent in their language, and then the earnest

speaking about the Lord Jesus as the Saviour of the

lost told upon conscience. Many in that congregation

of sinners had no doubt been Sunday-school children,

and others, from parents and even gaol chaplains, had

heard of judgment and of mercy. They, by the entering

in of the police, and by the words addressed to them,

had been subdued, and never did a Church congregation

listen with more marked attention to the glad tidings

of salvation than did this gathering of the depraved.

Upon leaving, several youthful thieves surrounded and

left with us. Upon parting at the corner of the street,

one of them inquired :—

" Do you, master, know a gent over East as does

good turns for chaps as gets into trouble ; his name

is Jackson ? "

" Do you know him ? " was inquired sharply.

" Thinks I does," was the reply. " All chaps as lifts

knows him. Went to his meetin', and there was a

great lord as put questions, and they are going to

emigrate us, and I won't lift any more, only when I

am hungry—can't help then."

This modified resolution had evidently been taken

by himself and his companions, and the way they in

turn expressed their determination to reform was proof

positive that good and effective influence had been

brought to bear upon them. As we had determined to

attend one of Mr. Jackson's thieves' meetings, we gave

the young criminals hope of seeing us there, and, after

a few earnest words, parted from them.
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But we write nearly thirty years after the visit here

narrated. It is a long period of time for memory to

recall events, but the recollections of such visits are as

vivid as if of yesterday. A reminder of the past has

indeed just left the room in which we write, in the

person of our veteran friend and brother, the thieves'

missionary, Mr. Jackson. His tall manly form and

genial countenance remains unchanged after forty-two

years of service in the dens and among the criminals

of London. But the weight of years is upon him, as

seen by the grey hairs, the feeble step, and lost energy

in speech. The fire of holy zeal, however, remains in

him, as he is still at work, bringing forth fruit in old

age.

Such being the case, we venture to follow the pre

cedence established in the chapter upon the City Police

by gleaning from his reports of forty years ago, and

placing beside them the record of the past year's labour,

which he has just written and delivered.

In the first of these early reports he writes : "At

the request of Lord Ashley, I arranged a conference

with thieves. Several of the best known and most ex

perienced were stationed at the door, to prevent the

admission of any but thieves. Some four or five in

dividuals who were not at first known were subjected

to a more public examination, and only allowed to

remain on their stating who they were, and being re

cognised as members of the dishonest fraternity. The

object of this care was, as so many of them were in

.danger of " getting into trouble," as they call it, or,

in other words, of being taken up for their crimes, if

discovered, to ascertain whether any who would betray

them were present ; and another intention of this
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scrutiny was, to give those assembled, who naturally

would feel considerable fear, a fuller confidence in open

ing their minds.

" Two hundred and seven male felons had assembled

when his lordship arrived, and then I gave out a hymn

and offered prayer. After this I read an address,

informing his lordship about the hundreds of criminal

and depraved persons who came to my house weekly

for the purpose of consulting me as to the possibility of

their leading a better life. Many individuals had been

benefited—young men and vagrants to give up their

•nefarious practices ; young women and destitute children

placed into institutions ; and this in addition to a spirit

ual awakening among an order of people who, to the

•full extent of its meaning, were ' dead in trespasses

and sins.'

"His lordship then addressed the thieves in a very

kind and manly speech, expressing his readiness to

help them in any way they could suggest. He then

read and commented upon the four following reasons

which I gave for asking them to attend meetings at my

house.

" i. To lead all to feel their common ruin, and the

magnitude of their crimes, that they might be led to

repentance before God, and seek to be saved by Jesus

Christ the Saviour.

" 2. To lead them to have confidence in each other.

"3. To suggest what would be the best means to

lead from this common ruin ; and—

"4. To induce them to labour in union and peace

for the attainment of their deliverance.

" This meeting proved to be a success, as several of the

men explained their difficulties to his lordship, and the
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impossibility of some of them getting into employment,

and a general desire to emigrate was expressed.

"As one result of this strange gathering, it was thought

desirable to hold three other meetings for criminals, at

which the following facts were elicited :—

No.

"3

if i

19

Number of individuals present

How many of you have been in prison?

Have all of you been in prison for theft ?

How many of you ascribe your fall to intoxicating

drink?

How many of you are abandoned by your friends

who could help you ?

How many of you have friends who cannot help

you?

How many of you have friends who would help

you if they knew your present state ?

Are you willing to give up thieving and go to work

How many of you have mothers living ?

How many of you have mothers in the Union

Workhouse?

How many of you have a father living?

How many of you have fathers in the Union

Workhouse?

How many of you have a step-father ?

How many of you have a step-mother?

How many of you are married ?

How many of you sleep in Unions?

How many of you ascribe your present ruin to

sleeping in the casual ward ?

How many of you are likely to get into trouble ?

How many of you are willing to emigrate ? ... .

How much do you get for every pound's worth of

goods?

H

159

159

159

47

24

o

9

159

29

1

27

38

159

154

138

138

138

27

21

83

5

138

14

o

17

394

394

394

103

71

105

15

394

58

2

58

1

18

24

4 8

69 210

42 107

I38 394

137 388

jr. in the pound if

we are not known,

but if we are known

iot. in the pound.

" Many incidents of interest occurred at these meetings,

and multiplied good resulted. One thief, for instance,

rose, and being confused, said by slip of the tongue,

' My lord and gentlemen of the jury—not jury—I mean

Mr. Jackson.' At another meeting a gentleman attended

who addressed a kind of sermon to the men. To this

/"
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they listened with impatience, and at length one of them

shouted out : ' We are hungry, and must leave here to

steal or starve. What is to become of us if we reform ? '

Upon this a young man advanced from the further end

of the room, whose appearance, as contrasted with that

of the other, was a sermon in itself. The most breath

less silence ensued, as he was well known to them.

' My friends,' said he, ' I can fully sympathise with you

in the difficulties of the present moment. I was myself

for many years a thief, and I have gone, perhaps, as deep

as most of you in sin, and sunk as low as any of you

in misery and wretchedness, as the natural fruit of my

sin. But it was my happiness to meet with Mr. Jackson.

He urged me to relinquish thieving. I was disposed

to do as he exhorted me. But I did not see how to

carry it into execution without starving. He told me

to pray, as the gentleman has now told you. I deter

mined to try what prayer would do. And while I tried

it, I was indeed all but starved. I would have submitted

to any self-denial to have obtained an honest penny,

and to have got into work, even although I had received

for it what would barely have kept together soul and

body. But I could not succeed. So earnest was I, that

hearing there was work to be had at Exeter, I resolved

to go after it. I did so, and when I" arrived I was disap

pointed. I then had neither stockings nor shoes. It

was the summer, and the roads were very hard. I

tramped the whole distance there and back ; and as I

returned, my feet blistered. After I had proceeded

further, the blisters broke ; and by the time I reached

London on my return, my feet were almost mortified.

I was now in a worse position than when I left London.

Still my friend, Mr. Jackson, urged on me to persevere
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in prayer, and assured me that if I were sincere God

would at length appear for me. I followed his advice,

and I now stand before you as a monument of the omni

potence ofprayer. I trusted to it, and at length I gained

some small employment of a very humble character.

But I continued to rise, though very gradually, and only

step by step, until I obtained a respectable situation,

which I now fill. I can enter, my friends, into your

difficulty, but as having passed through it, and been

delivered from it by God's grace (for I trust I can now

say, I love God, and am loved by Him), I recommend

you what, having rested on myself, I have found suc

cessful. It has made me a happy and a blessed man,

and it will make you the same, if you will try it.' After

this speech, the men said no more against looking for

help to an almighty God."

A second result of these meetings for thieves was the

rescuing ofscores and hundreds by an emigration scheme,

which was planned by Lord Ashley, and started by his

giving .£10 to the fund. Others quickly followed, and

as this became known, there was joy and gladness in

thievedom. Hope lit up many of dejected counte

nance, and the experience and judgment of their mis

sionary was brought into constant requisition. During

the long years which have elapsed, numerous letters have

been received from these emigrants, and the histories and

facts they reveal would form a volume of strange facts

and thrilling incidents such as no novel ever disclosed.

But suffice for our purpose to say, that many thriving

farmers and citizens of the Dominion were or are the

children of these reclaimed street thieves and burglars.

The good work of reclamation continued during the

emigration period, and ever since among criminals who
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remained at home, in illustration of which we give two

instances.

"Alfred Lyne, commonly called Farmer Giles or

Captain, Captain of Spevin's Gang, a notorious gang

which existed about ten years. He was old in crime,

and had been in prison twenty-three times. He was

well versed in the vagrant's slang, up to every move and

down to every dodge. He left his home early in life,

and lived in a cave in Hornsey Wood for several weeks.

He was discovered by the woodman falling through his

cave. He was soon taken before the magistrates for

stealing. After his first commitment he travelled the

country, returning to town. He frequently visited

Wales, and was often in prison there. I have one of

his commitments from Anglesea, from the Governor of

the prison. He came to my house for the first time,

and the visit made him wonder ; and to kneel down

while I prayed, he said he could not make that out.

He had lost by his crimes and vicious conduct every

friend. His only relative, a sister, never wished to hear

his name mentioned, — but oh 1 the mercy of God !

The ferocious-looking Captain was humbled like a

child ; he was melted into tenderness ; he loved the

missionary, and especially the missionary's Master, and

often did he stand up to tell the mercy he had found.

He was among the first to attend the prayer-meeting

every night ; and he who was a dreadful leader of crime,

a firebrand, and a living destruction,—a monster in

iniquity,—became the humble, penitent, Saviour-seeking

soul. He was brought into friendship with his relative ;

he became an object of regard and respect to those who

were about him ; he was fond of the Bible, tracts, and

the house and people of God.
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" William Callond, a Canadian, entered my room one

morning in rags, and evidently starving. His condition

was truly wretched, and he looked like a man ready

to do any desperate deed. He wanted me to assist him

to get a ship, which I promised to do ; and as he was

well educated, I kept him employed in writing for me

until this was done. At my request he wrote the

following sketch of his history.

" ' I was born in Niagara City, Western Canada, in the

year 1824. My parents were English, and members

of the Wesleyan Methodist Church. My father was a

dry goods merchant. Until seven years of age I was

sent to a school kept by a superannuated minister, and

upon leaving him was sent to a school at Toronto, 180

dollars being paid for my education and board. I con

tinued there until the opening of the Canadian rebellion,

when M'Kenzie took the lead of the malcontents in the

western colonies. This caused all the schools to be shut

up. I was therefore obliged to go home, and soon

after I volunteered to serve on the side of the British.

This I did for a time, and after witnessing some of

the horrors of war, among others the burning of the

Caroline, returned to school. As my mind was unsettled,

I left to go to sea, and since th«n I have roamed from

place to place, leading a profligate, vagabond sort of life.

I have been a smuggler and pirate on the lakes of

America, and at last I -landed in England, destitute and

wretched ; and thus I have wandered about the metro

polis until I was providentially directed to you. I trust,

by the blessing of Almighty God, to carry out the

resolutions I have made here to live a new and Christian

life, and I hope to live long enough to prove my grati

tude to you, sir, for your advice and assistance.'
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"After writing this account, he remained under my

influence and teaching for several weeks, during which

time he gave evidence of sincere repentance. Through

a friendly merchant I obtained a ship for him, and he

sailed for Monte Video, South America. He was

rescued from a criminal life in London, and there is

hope of his eternal salvation."

These incidents are selected from a great number,

but we by a stroke of the pen pass over forty years,

to fix attention upon the report he has just presented.

It is written with a trembling hand, but the composition

is good, and it abounds with narratives of thrilling

interest. From these we only make a small selection.

He opens as follows :—

Annual Report of the Goodman's Yard

D1str1ct.

" The past year has been one of a very trying character

to your missionary, so much so as to induce him to

think seriously as to the necessity of sending in his

resignation. It has pleased my heavenly Father to

make me feel the weakness of my nature by affliction,

which led me often to fear that the time had come

for me to give up my loved employ, through want of

strength to prosecute His labours. But being allowed

a month's rest, and breathing my native air, I derived

that amount of benefit and renewed strength as to

enable me to return to my work with renewed energy

and pleasure. God has blessed the means used, and

I hope still to labour on at His command, and through

His help and blessing, to spend and be spent in His

service, and, if it be His will, to die in harness.
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" The Bible and experience class is a blessed means

of grace to several, and the attendance is pretty good.

We still pursue the course we have done for forty-two

years ; namely, prayerfully studying* the first eight

chapters of Romans, which contains a beautiful epitome

of the Gospel, and the experience of the apostle Paul

in his description of the depravity of human nature.

Redemption by the Lord Jesus Christ, the nature of

faith and justification, is so very beautifully expressed.

" Hopeful Convers1ons.—This is the main object

of a London City Missionary's life and labours ; every

other effort he makes, whether in visiting from house

to house, whether he reads, converses, or prays with

individuals or families, it is to gain this grand end.

In giving a tract, it is to lead the recipient to experience

the new birth. ' Ye must be born again,' is the text and

purport of every visit. To lead, draw, or guide each

soul to the fountain open for sin and uncleanness, that

by faith in the Lord Jesus they may be pardoned,

justified, and made new creatures in Christ Jesus ; to

possess a personal interest in the redemption by the

blood of Christ ; to see men and women turned from

darkness to light, and from the love and dominion of

sin to God. On stating this to be my object to a gentle

man as the reason why I wished to visit the men in his

employ, he asked, ' Can you make the men religious?'

I said, ' No, but the Holy Spirit can, for it is written :

" Not by might, nor by power, but by My Spirit, saith

the Lord." ' He said, ' Well, you can come ' I went, and

the gentleman himself was the first in his establishment

to realize the saving power of the Holy Spirit in leading

him to obtain peace, pardon, and joy, and became very

zealous for the conversion of others. Of several I have

/
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to refer who this year have given testimony of hopeful

conversion, I am happy in naming Mrs. Nonis, a land

lady, and my being a total abstainer I think makes her

conversion to be the result of the Holy Spirit working

in her soul. I had visited her house many times with

the Sunday at Home; and could; only get permission to

speak to her kind sister-in-law, who was led to feel her

self a sinner ; and- as any opportunity offered, I embraced

it to point her to the Saviour, and as she was the bar

maid, these opportunities were frequently interrupted ;

but she generally said, ' You will come again,' which I

occasionally did, at times when I thought there were

no customers to interrupt us. On one occasion she said,

' I wish you could- see my sister, for she is often very

ailing ; and if you could say a word to her, it might do

her good.' I was some time ere I could get to speak

to Mrs. Norris ; sometimes she was engaged, or having

her afternoon's sleep. But at length it pleased the Lord

to open a way for an interview. I found she was

afflicted, and had suffered a great deal of pain. I asked

her if she had chosen this affliction for herself, and did

she like it. She. said, ' Oh no, sir, I have not chosen it,

and I'm sure I do not like it.'

"A gradual change, the result of instruction in right

eousness, passed over her, so that she was led to ex

pressions of deep gratitude for her affliction. Six months

after, when restored to perfect health, she observed to

some friends, in my presence, her face beaming with

pleasure, ' it was good of the Lord to send me that

illness as the blessed means of leading me to know

Him as the God of my salvation.'

" Margaret W1lts.—I first became acquainted with her in a

visit I made to Newgate prison, through the kind invitation of the
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truly excellent chaplain, the Rev. F. E. Lloyd Jones. She was in

prison for an attempt to commit suicide. She was brought before

the alderman at the Mansion House, and as she had no friend to

speak for her, or to receive her* and- was remanded for a week,

your missionary engaged to.be her. frjend, believing she had been

more sinned against than sinning, and, good Alderman per

mitted your missionary to. take tou his home this poor friendless

woman. She was a stranger to. religion and religious influences ;

she had no idea of the claims of the Gospel. After a few days'

rest, it was stated in her hearing, ' Suppose there are three classes

of sinners in the world, big or great sinners, little sinners, and

middling sort of sinners, and was asked with others, which of the

three classes would you put yourself in?' she said, ' I am sure I'm a

big sinner, or I never should have done this.' This was followed

by deep sorrow and weeping. This sorrow increased, and while

with us in prayer many times she broke out, ' God be merciful to me

a sinner ! Oh that I had known about the Saviour before I'd done

this wicked sin ! Lord, have mercy on me ! ' and often she asked,

' Oh, sir, can I be saved ? Am I not too great a sinner to be saved ?'

We told her of the great love of God in the gift of His well-beloved

Son, of the sufferings the Lord Jesus endured for her; that if she

believed in the Saviour He would saye her, pardon her sins, and

give peace to her soul. She replied, ' I am sure I never can

deserve it.' ' No, no,' was our reply, ' not the righteous, sinners Jesus

came to save.' In our subsequent interviews, the person and work

of the Holy Spirit was explained, trusting in His influence on her

mind, together with her need of prayer for His enlightenment and

help. Yet there was no solid hope for mercy received by her ; self-

murder stared her in the face, and she was often tempted to despair.

Often she came in to our family prayers to weep, and pray, God be

merciful to me a sinner ! In, the Bible Class she frequently rose

from her knees, under the impression she could not be saved. But,

blessed be our God, weeping may endure for the night, but joy

cometh in the morning. ' Christ never will permit a soul, that

fain would see His face, to. perish.;' and so my poor friend was led

to the feet of Jesus, and He in His great pity enabled her to say,

' I know He has forgiven me ; I know He is mine,' and we heartily

united in singing,

"Praise God from whom all blessings flow."

She united with us in prayer and praise, and always seemed very
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happy in telling others in the meetings what the Lord had done for

her soul. Not very long after this, a lady, in whose service she had

been in, wrote to her to say she wanted a servant, and M

engaged at once to go, for she said she could not bear to live on

charity. We had a farewell prayer meeting with her, in which she

told us how happy she was, and by her heavenly Father's help and

assistance she was determined to serve her dear Saviour till death,

and earnestly begged an interest in our prayers, that she might be

kept from every sin, promising to write to us. In about a month

after, we received her first letter, in which she wrote to my wife as

follows :—

" 'Dear Madam,—I daresay you think it very strange that I have

not written to you before, but really I do not seem to have time,

unless I write when I go up to my room at night, and then I am

so tired. I cannot tell you how happy I am. Oh, how I wish I had

served my blessed Lord sooner ! I do not think I should have been

the woman, the unhappy woman, I have been so many years. I do

not feel like the same woman. I cannot explain myself as I should

like. I never seem to dislike my work now. I am happy in my

work, for something that I have read comes into my mind, so that

I long to get up to my room at night, so that I can get my book

and read. I think of you and Mr. J , and wish I was closer to

you, so that I could come into the meetings. I miss them very

much, and 1 miss you, and I miss my happy Sundays. If possible,

my mistress will allow me to go to church every other Sunday

night. Oh to be delivered from such a tyrant mistress ! My place

is a very hard one, up at 6 and retire at n p.m. (17 hours daily).

But the best of my day is when I get in my little room, and then

I have such a happy time to myself, and my blessed Saviour. I

think what a merciful Father I have got. I never thought He

would make me think so much as I do. Hoping that He will teach

me much more how to serve Him and love Him, I do not feel the

lost soul I did. I pray to God, and ask Him to bless me and

strengthen me. My mistress says I have lost that unhappy look I

had with her before. Excuse me writing so much about myself,

but it makes me feel happy to write to you, because I can tell

you my troubles. Hoping, dear madam, you will not think I have

taken too much liberty in writing so much to you, hoping you are

all well (she refers to several who meet in the class),

' Your very humble servant,

' Margaret.'
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" The Outcast.—I am still visited at home by crimi

nals and vagrants, some of whom have come in a very

filthy state. They come, as usual, to see if I can help

them—if I can get them into work, or get the men to

sea, and the women into situations. When I ask the

latter class for their character, some seem never to have

had a character, others ask me to write for them, or give

them a sheet of note paper to write to their friends

or relations. All their visits are used as means to set

before them their sin, their ruin, and the only way of

escape, by repentance towards God and faith in our

Lord Jesus Christ. Two couples of this class of vagrants

I induced to marry, and give up lodging-house life, and

to occupy a room for themselves.

" J- W., who had been in prison and for whom there

seemed no hope of obtaining a livelihood, we started

with a blacking box. His industry, punctuality, clean

liness, and sobriety was evidently observed, for he was

soon elevated to take charge of a watering trough, and

though a total abstainer, it is a publican who employs

him.

" Wm. Rober became a hawker.

" Wm. Rayes got to sea. This man gave us pleasing

evidence of a change of mind and life before he left us.

He seemed never so happy as when in the means of

grace.

" Two others, who after struggling for months to get

to sea or to do any kind of labour, having given up the

drink, eventually got shipped. It is a notorious fact

that a sailor flush with money will give a poor starving

shipmate grog or tobacco, but very rarely will give him

food. These men could often have had drink given them

by old shipmates, but they refused.

K

s
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" W. W. W. came to me when very young. He had heard of me

in one of his imprisonments, and came to see me, as many do.

They feel convinced, while they are undergoing their punishment,

that their criminal practices are bad, and must lead to transporta

tion, probably for life. While under these feelings they look out

for a friend, and occasionally your missionary is thought of, and

when released they come to visit me. After the usual questions

are asked, I try to find out if any young woman is in the way, and

then will they marry them. Then I have to meet their many

excuses ; but my experience is, get them married, then if there is

real affection, which I find generally to be so, they either fall upon

some trade they know, or, as in his case, go to sea. Now my friend

promised that he would visit me every time he made the port of

London, which promise he has kept, and on each occasion we read

the Word, converse, and pray. He said many times, as he visited

me, ' You know, Mr. Jackson, I'm not religious ; I often wish I was,

but somehow I soon lose those thoughts.' Often, as he came in,

when I have had some poor ruined youth or man in the room, talk

ing to them, or reading and praying with them, he would stop and

give them his advice and personal experience, and often has he

brought poor ruined fellows to me to advise them, at the same

time telling them he came to me when he was worse off than

them, and though small for his age, he would stretch himself up

and say, ' Look at me now. I owe it all to that gentleman, and you

follow his advice, and then you may expect to prosper.' I shall not

soon forget when he came to tell me he was ' bosun,' and how he

had to look after the boys, and as he made several short voyages

as 'bosun,' he would come to see me and tell me how he was

getting on. He rose to be third mate. He improved in his con

versation, and in nautical knowledge. He gave himself to reading,

and said, ' God helping me, I shall not stop at what I am risen to ;

others have risen, and why may not I ? ' In two or three more

voyages, and he passed, to use his own words, easily for second

mate, prosecuted his studies, and went up for examination, and

came from the trial first mate. After a few more voyages his

owners entered an action of law against some other owner for

damage done to the vessel, in which my friend was principal

witness. While waiting for the trial, he persevered in his acquisi

tion of nautical knowledge, and actually went up for another ex

amination, and passed as captain, and when he came to see me

after that, he said, ' I know, Mr. J^—, you'll be glad at what I'm
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going to let you read. You persuaded me from ruin, you got me

married, you sent me to sea, you have seen my rising from " bosun "

to first mate, now there is my certificate of captain.' I read it

with pleasure. He said, ' Now there is just one other thing I need

—religion, and who can tell, though I do not understand it now, I

hope I may do.' We knelt down again and thanked God for His

good providence to my friend, and that the Spirit of God would

lead him to the Saviour."

The report is thus abruptly brought to a close, but

on the cover, in a trembling handwriting, is the following

statement, with which we conclude, as it speaks with the

eloquence of facts and a well-spent life.

" As my labours appear to me to be drawing to a

close, I have spent a few evenings in looking over my

feeble efforts.

" I find during the past forty-one years I have been

employed on the district 68,880 hours ; visits and calls,

332,990; have held meetings, 10,578; have circulated

Gospels, Bibles, and Testaments, 3,987 ; circulated tracts

and other religious books, 679,443 ; visits made to

criminals or vagrants in prisons, workhouses, lodging

houses, in the streets, but chiefly at my own house,

196,419 ; read select portions of the Word of God on

the district, 153,084; and made visits to the sick and

dying, 26,918."

It may truly be said that the chief records of a life of

such marvellous activity is on high. Each of its years

has been distinguished by the recovery of numbers of

men and women from the lowest depths of sin and

crime, but the full results of such efforts and success is

of necessity unknown. Many have gained positions

among the honest and industrious poor, but being with

out spiritual life, like the nine lepers, have not returned
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to give thanks. The names of others who, being saved

in early life, have risen to good social positions, such

as tradesmen, gentlemen, superintendents of Sunday

schools, and even ministers of the gospel, are only

known to their faithful friend, who, for obvious reasons,

keeps silence concerning them.

But these " records are on high," and many who re

ceived the effectual call from you, friend Jackson, have

already been gathered to the redeemed from the earth ;

therefore be it yours to rejoice with constant joy, even

while the shadows of time deepen around you. The

dawn of the eternal day is breaking, and in its light

with the souls given you, shall gladness and praise be

yours. The forty years of toil will have passed, 'and

sweet will be rest in the presence of your approving

Lord.



Unfurl the Christian Standard 1

Lift it manfully on high,

And rally where its shining folds

Wave out against the sky.

Away with weak half-heartedness,

With faithlessness and fear !

Unfurl the Christian Standard,

And follow with a cheer !

Unfurl the Christian Standard !

With firm and fearless hands ;

For no pale flag of compromise

With Error's legion bands,

And no faint-hearted flag of truce

With Mischief and with Wrong,

Should lead the Soldiers of the Cross,

The faithful and the strong.

Unfurl the Christian Standard 1

And follow through the strife

The noble army who have won

The martyr's crown of life ;

Our ancestors could die for Truth,

Could brave the deadly glow,

And shall we let the Standard fall,

And yield it to the foe ?

Havergal.

'33



CHAPTER VII.

THE PATTERER—A BOG STORY—A FRIENDLY

LEAD—MAKING THE LIGHT—A WOULD-BE

SUICIDE—LONDON FAIRIES— FROM JAGA-

NATH TO CHRIST.



f-
IGHT Oppos1te.

"For the weapons of our warfare are not carnal, but mighty through

God to the pulling down of strong holds ; casting down imaginations, and

every high thing that exalteth itself against the knowledge of God, and

bringing into captivity every thought to the obedience of Christ."—2 Cor.

x. 4, 5.

fHEERFULNESS is a characteristic of our

veterans. Individually they are spoken of

as " that dear old man," " that bright old

Christian," " the aged disciple who is always

rejoicing," and the like ; but those who know

them well are assured that they have their

seasons of gloom and even darkness of soul.

This is frequently evident when conversation turns upon

their career in the mission field. It often then occurs

that a sense of unworthiness, or opportunities neglected,

and of failure after failure where success was anticipated,

is brought to the mind, and at times leads to such

painful reflections that the lamentable language of the

mournful prophet can alone express their sense of wasted

effort : " All the day long have I stretched out my

hand to a disobedient and gainsaying people." Brighter

moments, however, come, and then they rejoice over

individual and even collective instances of great results,

and for these they rejoice and are made glad. As it has
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been our privilege to listen to and in their letters to read

concerning these narratives of grace, we make a selec

tion from them, including the work of those who have

retired, and of others who, being strengthened, continue

to labour on.

THE PATTERER.

" You see, master, I doesn't know much about myself

as to being a youngster, cos1 I knows nothing of my

mother, only as I was told by ' bawling Bess,' as was my

aunt, and dragged me up in Pilchers' Alley. Well, she

said my mother was a good 'un, and ortent to have cut

away and left me. How it is I got old so soon I doesn't

know, as I never knowed a birthday. But I've always

got my livin' respectable since I got edecated. Affor

that I had fourteen days, and when I got out of the

Correction House I said as I wouldn't go in agin if I

starved. A chap then as could read took me out with

him to bawl ' last dying speeches ' of the people as was

executed, and I got on at readin', and then took to

pattering, and always kept to it. Not that I mind telling

you that I was awful bad sometimes, and only kept a bit

of a home in a sky parlour at Wapping till my wife

died, and then I served the boy and girl out bad, and

she is good for nothing and he's a wagabon, all through

me. A bad lot ; yes, I has bin bad till three years ago ;

but now I am right opposite, right opposite. The Lord,

bless His holy name, has done it."

The speaker was a man whose age was certainly un

certain ; though his face was haggard, his hair was as

dark as in early youth. As he reclined upon the form

in a low lodging-house, his trembling frame and hacking
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cough gave sure indication of a worn-out constitution,

and yet his tone of voice had cheerfulness, even joy, in it.

The young clergyman, who had taken his seat at the

long rough deal table, had informed the poor man that

while visiting, he had been told by a neighbour that

" talking Bob " and another man were ill in the lodging-

house, and he had called in to see them. This had

drawn out the confidential speech we have narrated, at

the end of which the visitor said,—

"You must not speak so loud, as it will hurt your

chest ; but just tell me what you mean by ' pattering,'

and by what means you have been turned ' right

opposite.' "

The man raised himself, and, leaning forward upon

the table, said: "Norte on us can know everything,

that's certain. It's not gents like you as listens to us,

it's the people. If gents stops to listen to us, they laughts

and go on ; but the people likes our information. There

are two sorts of pattererst the standing and the flying.

I am a flyer. Affor them Parliament men (as might

do better than take men's bread out of our mouths) had

the executions done inside the prisons, I did a livin'

trade and got on. I used to get the last dying

speeches on the Saturday night affor the event, and

flied off with them to the town where it was coming off.

I have seen lots of 'em turned off. Then I took out my

papers and cried the last speech of him as was just hung,

and then I cried 'em all day up to after dark at night ;

and as I bought 500 for three shillings, I made a good

thing of it. The next day I cried 'em as I tramped

back to London; and as I had lots of money, I went on

bad, till something went on outside the Old Bailey,

which was never long. Well, when them Parliament
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men stopped our game, I pattered anything as would

take, and tried 'The Adventures of Larry O'Flinn,'

'The Soldier's Prayer-Book and Bible/ and 'The

Drunkard's Catechism,' but I didn't make much.

The thing that took best was ' The Politition, or 365

lies, Scotch, English, and Irish, and each as big

round as St. Paul's.' Well, but I was turned, and, bless

the Lord, this is how it was. One day I had been

pattering ' A rich man and his wife having a row,' and

sold out early, as it was comic. Then I went to a crib

like this in Whitechapel, and was having my tea, when

a man walks in and shook hands with the missis and

master and some of the chaps, and putting the chairs

straight affor him, he said, ' I am going to have a meet

ing, and you that don't like to stop had better go out

now, but you had better keep your seats,' when some

fellows as I know wasn't better than they ought to be

came in from the other cribs. Then the man, for he

didn't look like a gent, gave out a hymn as I helped to

sing, as we sing sometimes when we patter. Then he

read beautiful about the blind men that cried out to

Jesus, and He gave them eyesight ; and he talked till I

saw how blind I had been inside always. Then he

prayed till I felt fit to cry out, ' Lord Jesus, save me ! '

Then he left, and I managed to be there when he came

agin on Sunday afternoon. Affor he went he talked to

me like a Christian, and took me upstairs where nobody

was, and prayed with me. I've bin happy and sober

since then, and when I gets well, if I hasn't to go into

workus, I mean to lodge in that place where they lets

religion in. I shan't, I am affeared, see that gent agin,

as they say he is ill, and a younger one does the meet

ings for him."
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" Have you his name and address ? "

"Yes, here it is;" and then the patterer took from his

pocket an exceedingly dirty tract, with the words printed

at the top, " From the London City Mission," and the

name and address of the giver written on the margin.

" I will inquire for and send the missionary to you,"

said the visitor kindly, and then, after reading and in

structing the sick man, took his departure.

Upon inquiry at the Mission House, the clergyman

found that the good missionary had been forced to retire

from active service, and was then in the country. Upon

an early visit he informed the sick man of this, who in

his strange language expressed grief at the thought that

he should no more on earth see the man who had led

him to the Saviour. The young minister, however, took

deep interest in him, and some months after, before his

admission into the infirmary where he died, administered

the sacrament to him. The poor patterer had grasped

the great truth of salvation by faith in the blood-shed

ding of the Lord Jesus, and thus believing he had given

to him the witness of the Spirit, was happy during a long

illness, and laid him down to sleep the long sleep in sure

and certain hope of the life that is eternal.

A BOG STORY.

" 'Tis sorry I am in me heart that I iver kem here, at

all at all, an' it's the thruth I'm tellin' ye, it is. I 'ud

niver hav' bin o' lavin' the owld countree, but an' shure

the pratees was rooted, and Father O'Bralligan, says

he, ' Tim Heffey, if ye lave, be goin' to Ameriky an'

lave the wife an' three childer, and the Vargin an' meself

'ill sind 'em when yer sind money enough.' 'An' me
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asthore machrees (loves of my heart), lave thim ! no, yer

riverence, an' it's meself 'ill harvest in England an'

meself it is that knowes the countree.' ' Shure,' says the

holy father, 'an' the clargy will instruct ye whin ye go

to thim, an' beware of thim deludin' desavirs, wid their

blarney about the Scripthers.' ' Did yer riverence evir

think that I 'ud listen to the spalpeens?' says I. 'It's

the thrue relagion for Tim Heffey. Holy Mother and

Saints purtect us ! "

This speech was made by the aforesaid Timothy

Heffey, and that in a London court. His loud protes-

ations about the "thrue relagion," and his promise to

Father O'Bralligan, had often before been reiterated to

the City Missionary, who had at some risk succeeded in

winning his confidence. He had only been a year in

England, and for six months of that time had been

employed as a bricklayer's labourer. Several of his

countrymen lived in the court, and when together the

visitor found it dangerous to speak with them on

religious subjects. One summer evening, however, he

got into an easy conversation with Tim and two of

his mates, who were seated outside the door, smoking

their short, black pipes. One of them,- in the richest

Limerick brogue, was telling the story of a priest who

cursed a heretic, and the terrible result. As the visitor

approached, the narrator was rather pleased to repeat

the story as he stood by, adding occasional touches of

the horrible. As it is necessary to condense the story,

we give it in readable English.

" There once lived a spalpeen of a heretic," said Mick

Doolan, casting a spiteful glance at the visitor, " in a

slate house just a little way up the mountain side, and

he used to deride the Holy Mother and laugh at Father
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Noonan. One evening the good father was passing, as

the. heretic stood at his gate, and halloed out to him

and said that he was a liar and the true religion was

wrong. So the priest turned round and said, ' I will

show you that my religion is true,' and then he cursed

him, and said, ' Let the bog swallow you up, and all that

belongs to you.' Now there was a bog about a mile

before you came to the house, and as soon as the holy

father spoke, it began to get larger ; and while the

heretic was laughing and talking against the Virgin,

trees in the distance were swallowed up, and then the

cattle shed, which was near the house, shook and tum

bled into the advancing bog. The heretic then looked

frightened, and the priest laughed and said, ' Now you

will go down and be tormented for ever,' and rode away.

The bog spread so fast that before the heretic could get

away, his house, himself, and all in it, were swallowed

up ; " and then he added solemnly, " an' shure an' it's

meself has seen the bog beside the mountain, an' it's

truthe, an' shure it's all truthe."

The men looked scared, and glanced angrily toward

the visitor, who in a solemn tone inquired : " If a

priest came down the court and cursed him, would the

same effect be produced ? "

" Wisha, thin, an' shure an' he would ; but thures

no bog at all at all."

" No ; but there is a new sewer some of you are

making just by, and the priest might tell that to get

larger and larger until all we who are here were swal

lowed up in it ? "

This led to a conversation which caused the Irishmen

to laugh good-temperedly at the absurd side of their

own story, and then the visitor told them what Jesus
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Christ would have done to the heretic if He had been

there instead of the priest, and finished by giving them

the touching narrative of Jesus, when bleeding on the

cross, praying for His enemies.

After this dialogue Tim Heffey showed a marked

change in his behaviour to the missionary. At all

times, especially when alone, he listened with pleasure to

readings from the Bible, and thus several years passed

away. Tim used to attend early mass, but avoided

personal intercourse with the priest, and he had been

known to say that he would never go to confession, as

many good Catholics do not do so. In this he but

followed the practice of thousands of the London Irish,

who, when light, however dimly, enters the mind, throw

off priestly subjection. Hope was entertained of his

thorough conversion, when he moved to another part of

the City. This was regretted, as his wife and two little

girls, aged eleven and nine, were also attentive to the

Scripture reading. Quite eighteen months had passed

when a message was left in the old court, for the

missionary, to the effect that Tim had met with a

serious accident, having with several other men been

buried under a fall of earth when excavating. One had

been killed, but himself and two other men were in

hospital. The missionary paid a friendly visit to the

hospital, but the sufferer appeared to be much better, and

was soon after removed home. Several weeks passed,

during which time he was constantly visited, and he

then returned to work, but was soon after taken seriously

ill from the internal injuries received. He lingered for

some time, and was glad to receive the consolations of

the Gospel. Neighbours told the priest of his listening

to the " Bible man," and he was forbidden to see him
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again. This only interrupted the visits for about a fort

night, as the visitor gained access a second time, and

maintained his position, the priest in displeasure show

ing coldness to the wife and children. When, however,

poor Tim Heffey was dying, the priest came in, at the

earnest entreaty of wife and neighbours, and adminis

tered extreme unction.

After the father's death, the children, especially the

elder girl, now thirteen years of age, showed warm

affection to their father's friend ; and as the poor mother

had been subject to penance and had been slighted by

the priest, he took first the eldest and then the youngest

and placed them in Rescue Homes. There they both

did well, and each left, when about fifteen, for general

service. Their style did not fit them for better posi

tions.

But this narrative has a second part, because its

continuance is separated by a gap of quite twenty years.

In this long interval of time many changes had been

wrought. The veteran missionary himself had become

grey and less active in the sweet service of the Master.

The Institution in which he had placed the Heffey girls

had long been closed, and increasing activity with others

had removed even thought of them from the mind,

when he received the following letter from a young

missionary :—

" My dear S1r,—

" A great encouragement has occurred to me, of

which I hasten to tell you. As you know, my district

is a very rough one, and the people utterly indifferent

to the truth, many of them being bitterly opposed to

my visits. You may therefore imagine my surprise at a
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costermonger woman, whom I called on this morning,

giving me a hearty welcome in the name of the Lord.

She inquired if you and your wife were alive and well,

and then told me that her parents were Irish, that you,

though much insulted, did them both spiritual good,

and after the father's death placed herself and sister

into homes. She then told me that herself, husband,

and sister, who is unmarried, live together,—that they

are members of a chapel just by, and of a temperance

society. I called afterwards to see the husband, and

found him a rough but converted man. After reading

and prayer, they promised to attend my meeting, and

before leaving I promised to ask you to call upon them,

which I know you will do."

A few days after, the promised visit was paid. The

doors were open, and as the old friend entered the room,

there was a warm-hearted recognition. That fine trait of

the Irish character was evident, as the matronly woman

of thirty-five gazed with tearful eyes and loud protesta

tions of delight upon the friend of her childhood. The

husband, an East Londoner, sat with an expression of

calm satisfaction upon his weather-beaten face ; and

when he joined in the conversation, he expressed grati

tude for so good a wife, who had led himself and several

of his friends into the right way of the Lord. A cup of

tea was quickly brewed, which prolonged the visit and

gave opportunity to caress the pretty and neatly though

poorly dressed little children. Two hours were thus

whiled pleasantly away, and, before leaving, the old mis

sionary opened the well-worn Bible, which was covered

with a little piece of knitting, and after reading from the

fourteenth chapter of the fourth Gospel, commended the

family to the special grace of our Lord Jesus Christ.

-
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At leaving, quite another scene occurred, as the sister

returned with the barrow of vegetables, at which she

took her turn at the wayside with other members of

the family. They spoke of their hope that both father

and mother had received sufficient light to give the life-

look to the Saviour, and then they gathered round their

old true friend, and did not part until they got to the

main thoroughfare. The veteran missionary walked

slowly on, thinking over the trials and discouragements

of the past, but his heart beat warm with gratitude for

this proof of blessing. But for his being sent as a

messenger of salvation to the old court, what would

have been the spiritual and even temporal condition of

the sisters Heffey ? They indeed had been rescued and

blessed. Compared with what they must have been,

they were indeed RIGHT OPPOSITE.

A FRIENDLY LEAD.

" There's to be a friendly lead for my benefit," ob

served the sister of poor Martin, to the missionary who

had called in to pay her a visit of comfort, the day after

the funeral of her brother.

" How much do you hope to gain by it ? " was asked.

" About thirty shillings or two pounds," was the

reply.

The visitor thought for a few minutes, and then in

quired : " Will you allow me to manage the lead for

you ? "

" I should be glad, sir," she replied, " but the foreman

of the shop has promised to do so, and the landlady of

" The Tiger ' says that they will help to get a lot of his

mates and friends together."

L

/-



146 067? VETERANS.

To the missionary, there was a revulsion of feeling

at the thought of poor Martin's illness and funeral being

thus paid for. He, many months before, had found

the young man sinking from consumptive disease, and

had paid anxious attention to him. As an unbeliever,

he had at first repelled him from the room, but, by the

force of Christian sympathy, had been subdued, led to

listen to glad tidings, had accepted the salvation that

is in Christ Jesus, and after some weeks of peace and

of joy in believing, had calmly fallen asleep. When

visited by his shop-mates, he had boldly confessed

Christ, and it was not therefore seemly that his death

should be made the occasion of public-house attraction.

The missionary therefore offered to take the " lead," if

the relatives would allow of his doing so.

That evening an important consultation was held,

after which the brother called to tell him that the

relatives had agreed to leave the matter in his hands.

The plan usually adopted is as follows:—Tickets

are freely distributed among the friends of the deceased.

The following is a copy of the one that had been pre

pared :—

A FRIENDLY LEAD

Will be held on Saturday next, at

The T1ger,

To defray the funeral expenses of the late J. Martin.

Mr. Eldr1dge, Foreman, in chair.

To commence at 8 o'clock.

On the evening appointed, the relatives and friends

assemble, drinking is freely indulged in, which prepares
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the way for the more important business which is to

follow. At a favourable moment the chairman rises,

and states the facts connected with the deceased, men

tions his many good qualities, and makes a point of

saying that the deceased was always ready to do his

part at a "friendly lead," and concludes by throwing

a sum of money into a basin ready placed on the table

for that purpose, and hopes that all present will follow

his example. All do so. Then songs follow, in which

all join in chorus.

It grows late, but drink and music have done their

work, and all are singing and talking together.

Family divisions that apparently had been healed by

the bereavement are opened afresh, and the old spirit

of bitterness is revived, and it is a common thing for

relatives to come to blows. Shop-mates also, under

the excitement of the liquor, are apt to repeat old

grievances, and thus it frequently occurs that a "friendly

lead " provokes bad temper, and ends in hatred and

strife.

All this was well known to the Christian visitor ; he

therefore, after consultation with his friends, had a card

printed as follows, and circulated on the works, and

among his personal friends :—■

A FRIENDLY LEAD

Will be held on Saturday next, in the

M1ss1on Hall, Harvey Street,

To help defray the funeral expenses of the late

J. Martin.

Mr. Farley, Chairman.

To commence at 8 o'clock.
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On the appointed evening, when a great number had

come together, many of whom would have been at

"The Tiger," the missionary told them of the dying

experience of their late shop-mate or acquaintance,

and urged upon all to seek the same Saviour, so that

their lives might be happy and their end peaceful.

Prayer was then offered, and after some cheerful hymn-

singing, all were invited to contribute to the funeral

expenses. This, as there were no " calls " for drink, was

so liberally done, that £2 was collected.

After a long evening spent in a Christian fashion, the

" lead " separated, and with after results of great benefit

to several of the shop companions. These came to the

following Sunday evening "service, and thus commenced

a new course of life. They gave evidence of the great

change by afterwards walking in the fear of the Lord,

by life and conversation proving that they had been

turned " RIGHT OPPOSITE."

MAKING THE LIGHT.

" We make the light, and what would you be without

it in the streets, houses, and even your churches ? " ex

claimed a man at the gasworks, who stood with a

group of his blackened and perspiring mates.

The men evidently regarded themselves as bene

factors to the human race in general, and to the

inhabitants of West London in particular, and therefore

resented the quiet remonstrance of their missionary,

who knew that all had been more or less drunken

during the past week, to the injury of their wives

and families ; and that to cool their parched tongues,
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they were seriously infringing upon the wages which

would be due at the end of the week, which was very

near. He therefore, with a good-tempered smile,

said :—

" Light makers, indeed ! and strange use you make

of it yourselves. I am told that you, Jim (looking in

a friendly way at one of the men)—I am told that you

knocked your head against a lamp-post on your way

home last night, though it gave out a thirty-candle light,

and that another of your gang stumbled at the steps

of a well-lighted gin palace, and hurt himself so much

that he is kept at home without club pay. (This he

can't have, as the rules will not allow a man to ' declare

on,' when injured by drink.) Fine fellows, indeed, to

make light, and then to tumble about in it as though

you were blind."

" That's one to you, " replied a " heaver," a man of

heavy frame and dissipated countenance. " One to you,

as you have us this time ; but we didn't go out for a

spree, we were led into it. We went round to the

'Brazen Head' to make up a 'slate club,' and after

paying first deposit, got jolly, and so made fools of our

selves. Never mind that, I say, as we have saved the

first fifteen-pence each, and shall have something out if

taken ill, and all will have something out when Christ

mas comes."

" Yes ; but think how much you will be tempted to

spend in drink before then, the injury you will do your

selves, and then you know there is a God in heaven

whose anger to the drunkard is a terrible curse. Take

my advice, don't throw good money after bad ; forfeit

the trifle you have paid, and help me to form a ' slate

club ' by becoming members. One hundred and fifty
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of you can have a comfortable tea together in my mis

sion room, which I will stand out of respect to you. I

will find a gent you can trust to be treasurer, and then

we will arrange for a real benefit society, with pleasant

evenings, good social enjoyment, increased happiness

at home, and as there will be no temptation to drink,

there will be no knocking of heads against lamp-posts,

no disgracing of the light you make. I am ready to

put down the names of men who would like to become

members, that I may invite them to the tea. You who

agree to this say ' done,' and depend upon it I will keep

my word."

This speech was delivered in the yard of the gas

works, just as the men were changing " turns," and the

small group of men had rapidly increased to quite fifty.

" Done," cried several voices, " all right guv'nor,

done," "down with me," and like expressions were

uttered from all parts of the yard, and eighteen names

were entered on the gatekeeper's slate within a few

minutes. Arrangements were made for the taking of

other names, and then the missionary raised his voice

and said, " When the names are complete, I will make

arrangements for establishing the club, and give a

week's notice, and now listen to one thing the Lord

Jesus said, and it is written in the New Testament :

• Whosoever believeth on Me, shall not walk in dark

ness, but shall see the light of life ; ' " and then the good

man passed out of the gate.

A sufficient number of names were soon obtained,

and the evening for constituting the " slate club " ap

pointed, but it was found that two teas were required

to meet the convenience of the " on and off relay men."

The first gathering numbered about forty ; but so good
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was the account they gave of " the jolly evening they

had spent," and its prospective advantage, that nearly

eighty crowded to the second. These men were all

drawn, for one evening in the week at least, from the

public-house, and all were brought under the influence

of Bible teaching and Christian sympathy, several of

them were also gathered into the fold of the Good

Shepherd.

But Christmas week approached, and, according to

arrangements, the gas men and their wives came to

receive their share of the money to be divided. As

only two calls had been made upon the fund, this was

sufficient to make each recipient and his family happy,

especially those who, through being brought under good

influences, had made good resolutions.

The usual gathering of " on and off gangs " took place

in the yard, when Jim observed to his companions,—

" I'm teetotal this Christmas, as I'm a man, and shall

have a sober one, the first since I was a boy."

" A saint, are you ? They have got hold of you, Jim,

have they ? And so you are in for praying and cold

water. What a Christmas ! "

" In for the right, mate, and shall stick to it."

But Christmas passed rapidly, with all its home joys

and excitement, and the last day of the year arrived.

With other friends, all the "light-makers" who had

joined the "slate club" were invited to pray the old

year out and the new year in. Five or six seats were

exclusively occupied by them and their wives, and as

they listened to a discourse about the barren fig-tree, and

joined heartily in the singing, it was plain that a change

had passed over them, that they were being rightly

influenced. All knelt in prayerful silence while the
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clock struck twelve, and then all joined heartily in sing

ing the hymn—

" Come let us anew

Our journey pursue,

And press to our permanent place in the skies."

With vigour arise,

As friend parted with friend outside, expressing good

wishes for the year upon which they had entered, one of

the gas labourers grasped the missionary by the hand,

and said,—

" I am saved, bless the Lord for it. I began the last

year in drunkenness and Sabbath-breaking ; but these

things have passed away ; me and mine will serve the

Lord, bless His holy name ! "

By grace this man also had been turned RIGHT

OPPOSITE.

THE WOULD-BE SUICIDE.

Charley Hefford was a bright, engaging youth, and

great was the delight of his widowed mother when he,

at fourteen years of age, obtained work as an errand

boy at a large grocer's shop. The fond parent re

luctantly admitted that which every one else noticed,

that Charley had a great fault of character, a dogged

self-will. That friend of the family, the City Missionary,

had plainly told the lad of his failing, with the result of

giving offence and for a long time after being avoided.

Years passed on, and at two and twenty Charley found

himself a trusted clerk, indeed the money-collector for

the firm, but from that time his mother and sisters found

him a real trial. His employers thought well of him,
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but at home he was discontented and fault-finding. One

Sunday afternoon the Christian visitor called by request

to speak to him, but had to force his admonitions upon

the wayward youth. He, however, spoke faithfully, and

before leaving told him how much he needed the offered

mercy of the Saviour.

Quite three weeks after this interview had passed, when

the mother ran to the house of the missionary in a dis

tracted state, to say that her son had made an attempt

upon his life by cutting his throat. The friend hastened

back with her, and upon entering the little back room, a

dreadful sight presented itself. The young man was

lying upon the floor, with a deep gash in the throat, a

razor covered with blood being near. The pallid, awful

expression of face, the smothered groan, and trickling

blood added their horrors to the scene. The wailing

of mother and sister, the pressing in of curious, excited

lodgers, and the pushing of a crowd into the passage,

hindered the medical gentleman who was striving to

save life. The missionary therefore conducted the

women into the next room, prevailed upon the people

to leave the house, and then, running to a cab-stand,

drove off to a surgeon of his acquaintance, who had been

a "dresser" at Guy's Hospital. He was fortunately at

home, and hastened to the chamber of the would-be

suicide. He helped to move the patient to a right

posture, and assisted in dressing the wound with the

ease that can only be acquired by practice. This done,

and the sufferer calm, but apparently dying, he listened

while the missionary told him of his imminent danger,

and of the mercy able to save a murderer even in his

last moments. An expression of agony passed over the

face, and then the hands were with difficulty grasped
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together. As they could not kneel on the blood-stained

floor, the three gentlemen stood at the bedside, while a

short, earnest prayer was offered.

Upon parting with the mother, it was arranged that

the visitor should return about ten o'clock, and sit up all

night with the patient. This was done, and a gloomy

night of anxious watching it proved to be ; but several

opportunities were offered to utter words from the Book

of life—words powerful to the salvation of souls.

Anxious days passed before the young man was

pronounced out of danger, and weeks before he could

leave his room. But before this was possible, his master

had the house watched, with the intention of giving him

in charge of the police for robbing him of several large

sums of money. It then transpired that the defaulter

had been led into habits of betting and dissipation, and

that he had used his master's money and lost it upon

several successive races. On the morning of the at

tempt upon his life, he saw his master looking through

the cash ledger, and in fright of discovery he rushed

home and committed the dreadful deed. As he re

covered, he felt deeply the enormity of his crime, and

seemed earnest in the cry for mercy. He also expressed

a strong desire to make restitution, and asked his

missionary friend to intercede with the wronged master,

and arrange with him to receive a portion of his weekly

wages, should he again get employment, even though it

would take years to pay off the sum embezzled. At

first the master repelled the mediator with rudeness and

coarse words, but upon a third visit he listened to plead

ings on behalf of the criminal, and entered into the

suggested arrangements.

After this the young man quickly recovered, and with
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regained strength gave evidence that his repentance

was unto life. The proud spirit was broken, and he was

humble before God and man. He became a diligent

reader of the Bible, and regular at the means of grace.

It was long before he got into employment, and then

he adopted temperance principles, that he might be

delivered from temptation and save money with which

to defray his defalcations. Each fourth week's wages

was all saved, and with pleasure his friend took it to the

injured master. Thus, at the end of every month, a sum

was regularly paid until the debt was discharged, the

master kindly refusing to take the last two months' pay

ment.

But, best of all, this honourable action was from

the promptings of a renewed nature. His gratitude to

Almighty God was great indeed, so great that the praise

of the Most High was continually upon his lips. After

becoming a member of the Congregational Church, he

used to lament that he could render no service to his

Lord such as Sunday-school teaching, his voice being

weak through injuring the windpipe. He used, however,

to give tracts away at out-door meetings, and take

charge of the Mission Room. In this he was a valuable

helper, as he was never absent, and always had the forms

and books ready.

Ten years after his great sin, the service happened to

be upon the evening of the sad anniversary, and the

subject, " the love of God, which is in Christ Jesus our

Lord " (Rom. viii. 39). When the people had left, he

seized the hand of his missionary friend, and said with

tears, " Thank you, sir, for all your goodness ; you saved

my life by bringing that clever doctor, you kept me out

of prison by interceding with my master, and you have
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led me to the Cross for mercy. God sent you on the

district to do all this, blessed be His name." A few

months after, poor Charley took cold in the throat, and

died of its swelling in the short period of four hours.

His last conscious act was prayer, and thus the would-

be self-murderer died after ten years of holy living,

giving proof that the atonement of the Lord Jesus

avails for the cleansing from blood-guiltiness, that by

faith in Him the vilest can be turned RIGHT OPPO

SITE.

LONDON FAIRIES.

What ! fairies in London ? Yes, good reader ; people

who are called fairies, but should you see them, it is

possible that a shade of disappointment might cloud

your brow. Our fairies are not the pretty, light, fantas

tic, ethereal little creatures to hear of whom was one of

the delights of our childhood. The very reverse of this.

They are low, coarse, vulgar, offensive-looking women,

slatternly in dress, and begrimed with dirt. They don't

haunt the shady wood, or dance under the buttercups

and daisies, certainly not, as their occupation is to sift

dust upon the immense dust-heaps of the City, to gather

out refuse matter for various purposes, and to carry the

fine dust into the barges for conveyance to farms and

brickfields. As their relatives, friends, and neighbours,

address them by the pleasant name of " Fairies," and as

they are pleased with the appellation, and regard it as

their social distinction, it is not for us to be so discour

teous as to describe them by any other name.

In one thing they may be said to resemble fairies, as

A
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they delight in " concords of sweet sound." By nature

of their calling, they are an exclusive, isolated people,

living in their own close neighbourhood, in the enjoy

ment of their own habits and customs. Their partners

in life, brothers and friends, are all of the "cinder

business," and though unassociated in legal form, they

are really a " trades union " of great number and of

some importance. Being of sociable disposition, they

practise untrained melody, and loud singing is some

times heard, as the fairies, who sift in groups of tens and

twenties, cause the mountains of dust to resound, and

re-echo their tender or coarser notes. In the tap-room

of the "Jolly Dustman," and like houses of entertain

ment, the coarser voices of men are heard from evening

until midnight, mingled with the softer vocal efforts.

The breaking up, however, is usually boisterous and even

violent.

Theirs are among the voices that are never heard in

the churches of the City. The best disposed among

them consider themselves unfit to mingle with the clean

and well-dressed. They indeed would expect pew-

companions to regard them as " common and unclean."

The result of this feeling is that they avoid the house

of the Lord, and spend their Sabbaths in their own

way.

This way is in sleep, drinking, and revelry, as one of

our veteran missionaries discovered, when first appointed

to visit a colony of the dust people. Upon entering

the close, narrow street, he found the difficulty all but

insurmountable. None were willing to receive him, as

their minds were a blank to religious subjects, and as he

was told, " strangers down there wasn't wanted." The

fairies and their grim relatives were seated at the open
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doors and windows, smoking and drinking, while their

begrimed children were dancing round a blind man who

was playing a violin. After trying to secure attention,

he left, much discouraged, but again appeared upon the

scene the following Sunday, which happened to be a fine

evening. . The curiosity of the people was excited when

they saw him, with the aid of a friend, carrying a small

harmonium ; but when he set it down in the middle

of the street, and commenced playing, there was great

excitement. Windows were thrown open, door ways

were crowded, and a large group of dustmen, fairies, and

children gathered round him. In a loud and cheerful

voice he repeated the words—

" Oh for a thousand tongues to sing

My great Redeemer's praise,

The glories of my God and King,

The triumphs of His grace."

Then his well-trained voice, aided by the instrument,

caused the praise of the Saviour in harmonious notes to

enliven the old street. Astonishment over, they were

delighted, and listened with pleasure as he taught the

children who gathered round him to repeat and then

to sing such pleasant pieces as—

" I think when I read the sweet story of old."

A musical hour soon passed pleasantly away, and

then the "singing missionary" uttered a few saving

truths, and, to the evident satisfaction of the people,

promised " on fine Sunday evenings to bring his

music down there again." Poets have often sung the

power of melody even over "the savage beast;" but as

missionary work is a matter-of-fact work, we will in
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a few words give the result among these people of the

dust and dust-heaps.

The playing and singing inclined the people to listen

to the Gospel, and that with signs following. Winter

evenings came on, and while the children were gathered

into Ragged Schools, the adults were drawn by musical

charms into a rough meeting room. Their children

were " made decent," that they might go with the

" respectables " to school on the Sunday morning and

afternoon. At first a few, and then many of the parents

and young people were induced to " tidy themselves,"

and go to church. A religious sensitiveness was created

in the dust people's dwellings, and as the known and

blessed result, nearly fifty persons became regular atten

dants at a Mission Hall built for their convenience, and

from this upwards of forty persons became communi

cants. Led by musical charms to receive the Gospel,

they by its power became RIGHT OPPOSITE.

Like trophies were won from the dust-heaps of Pad-

dington by our late veteran friend, Henry Pearson.

His was not the gift of song, but a cheerful countenance

and a pleasant humour enabled him to approach the

"gangs of fairies," (however rough that may sound)

when engaged at their sifting. To them it became a

pleasure to know that they were cared for by people in

better positions than themselves, and they were right

glad to receive sympathy in their trials of calling and of

life. No sight was more pleasing than to see gang

after gang put down their sieves at the approach of their

only spiritual friend, and standing arms " akimbo " to

listen to his teaching. There was no rival in this field

of labour, so the good man was left to his own resources,
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and these were certainly adequate to the work. He

established a Bible meeting, a mothers' meeting, a

Sunday-school, and a provident club, exclusively for

his dust people and their children, and the moral and

religious results were indeed great. From one hundred

and fifty to two hundred persons assembled each

Sabbath evening to hear the Gospel, and the moral

character of their rookery became altered. Among

others, Sarah became a happy Christian, and we will

therefore give her little history.

She was not more than thirty years of age, and her

husband, as chief of the cart, carried the bell. Among

the fairies she was considered the most profane and

violent. The statement she heard on the heap, that

"the heavenly Father cared for her and each of them,

and sent His Son to be their Saviour," arrested her

attention. She attended the meeting, and then brought

her husband. After a time she expressed concern for

her own salvation, and became a humble but bold

Christian. Her husband, who suffered from a fall off

the cart when in liquor, also received the truth and

became " a new creature." After several years of good

living, he took fever (a common disease among them)

and died. After this she became very ill, and had with

her child to attend the Samaritan Free Hospital. While

attending there, she in the waiting room spoke to many

fellow-sufferers about their own salvation, and thus tried

to do them good. It is a rule of the Institution that

the patients bring their own medicine bottles and galli

pots, and she noticed that many were so poor that they

could not afford to buy them. She therefore, when able

to go to the dust-heap, placed bottles and pots on one

side, and took them home with her. These she used to
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wash overnight, that they might be dry in the morning.

With them in her apron she trudged off to the hospital,

glad that she could do something in the way of sweet

charity. How true is the instinct of the inner life to the

Spirit of Him who " went about doing good " i

After recovery, many years passed- on as Sarah pur

sued her occupation as fairy. Her leisure was used

at the meetings with her family, and'fn nursing* her sick

neighbours. The missionary found her services, as one

of his helpers, of real value, and at length, with the aid

of several ladies, set her apart as Bible-woman to people

of her own class. For long years she was found faithful

to her Lord and her trust, a true worker in the great

vineyard of London. Her days, yes, and her. nights,

have been spent in ministering to the bodily needs of

her sick neighbours, and in leading them to the "foun

tain opened for sin and uncleanness." The last time

we saw her was in a gathering of sister Bible-women.

Quietly clothed, with her neat black straw bonnet, her

countenance radiant with holy joy, as she joined in

the devotional service, we could but rejoice over her,

as a living proof of the force of the Gospel, of its power

to turn the most hopeless RIGHT OPPOSITE.

THE "FEVER" CURED.

" Now, do come and help me prevent a return of the

fever," exclaimed our veteran missionary to the veterans

of Chelsea College, as he entered the office the other

day.

" The fever ! What fever ? "

" Well, when I was appointed to the College, I found

M
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two days in the year set apart for hard drinking. The

old men called them ' scarlet and blue fever days,' as on

the one they sold their old scarlet clothes, and on the

other their blue overcoat. To cure them, I arranged an

early tea in St. Jude's School on those days, to which

all were invited. At the after-meeting, Christian officers

were asked to address them. The result has been the

cure of the fever, and many of the old warriors have

obtained spiritual blessing. My age gives me influence

with them, as I am older than many of them—in my

85th year."

We went, and enjoyed the meeting, very glad to see

the veterans " r1ght oppos1te."

FROM JAGANATH TO CHRIST.

It is certainly true of the Asiatics in London that

the attitude of the Christian Church as regards them is

right opposite to what it was when our veteran mis

sionary to peoples of Eastern lands commenced to

labour among them. At that time, the heathen in great

numbers touched our blessed English shore, lived for

weeks and months under the very shadow of our

churches, and then returned to their own dark lands,

unblessed with the knowledge of the only true God, and

of Jesus Christ whom He hath sent. Sympathy, that

telling force, generated by the Holy Spirit in the heart

of the Christian, led our good brother to devote his

great gifts to their evangelization, and now of our much

neglected heathen visitors and sailors he writes :—

" During the past year, upwards of 3,000 East African

slaves have been brought under my notice. To make

N
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myself more acceptable to this injured race, I have

attempted to master the Swahili language, the tongue

mostly spoken by-them. Among these I have noticed

seventeen tribes, most of whom are distinguished by

some tribal mark on the forehead or face, hands or

chest. They need a large amount of teaching, but they

are teachable, and are deeply interested in the doctrines

of the Atonement and Resurrection.

"But other classes have been influenced. From the

beggar in his rags to the Nawab and Rajah in his

gaudy silk and spangled turban, the tale of wondrous

love has found its way. Among the aristocracy of

India, I have a long list before me of those who have

made inquiries about the way God saves a sinner, and

takes him to heaven. These inquirers include Hin

doos, Mohammedans, Rajahs, Shahyadas, Ameers, and

other Oriental dignities. In general work, the chief

number are met with on board ship, and there is

scarcely a day but I receive one or more visits from

some heathen, at my own house. Just one incident will

illustrate the change by this means wrought in the

minds of our visitors.

" I felt very great interest in a Hindoo who had wandered about

India from shrine to shrine as Puranik, which he said was very

profitable. He had been to the Indian Golgotha, the Mela in

Orissa, and bore testimony to the fearful carnage of which the

bleaching bones were evidence, the victims of Jaganath, the lord

of the world. He boasted of being a Brahmin to the backbone.

He had stood by the pile on which his mother was consumed

amidst the shouts of the people, the din of the tum-tum, and the

discordant blast of the sankh ; and, moreover, he carried the em

blems of his deity about with him. But, unlike many other Hin

doos who visit me, he had encountered in his travels several mis

sionaries, to whom he had listened, and from whom he had picked

up some items of spiritual truth. He looked earnestly at my idols,
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which sometimes I stood head downwards, while I called his attention

to their helplessness. He very much wanted them, but that was out

of the question, I had something better for him, and I called his

attention to the Saviour, read a portion, and then gave him a copy

of the Hindoo and Sanscrit Scriptures. For his spiritual welfare

I felt indeed most anxious. Sometimes he seemed hopefully

leaning towards the Saviour, and then again he would defend some

Hindoo practice. He appeared moved when I told him that I

had been praying that he might give his heart to the Saviour, in

order that He might take away his sins and make him happy for

ever. Upon a last interview he gave evidence of his desire to be

a Christian. Light had entered his soul, and in this respect he

was right opposite to the spiritual condition in which I first found

him."

Such narratives as these abound in the records of the

life-work of our veterans. Happy are the aged who

can. reflect upon like effort permitted, and equal good ac

complished. To them the border-land must be a place

of gladness, because of the mercies past, and of happy

anticipation, the desire to see grace complete its work

in the glorification of souls rescued by their instrumen

tality from the peril of the death that is eternal, and

placed among the redeemed from the earth.



Heaven is the realm of ceaseless joy,

Where the Almighty reigns—

Of happiness without alloy

From sorrow, sin, and pains :

The region of perpetual bliss,

The genial clime of holiness.

Heaven is the throne where Jesus pleads

The virtue of His blood,

And for us sinners intercedes

With condescending love,

That we, redeemed from sin and hell,

May near Himself for ever dwell.

Heaven is the mercy-seat where prayers

With influence ascend—

The everlasting mansion, where

The sinner's pardoning Friend

Sends forth the Comforter to bless,

And clothes His sons with righteousness.

Heaven is the rest where sinners dwell

Who wandered here awhile,

But, " seeing things invisible,"

Departed with a smile ;

To hail amid sepulchral night

The glories of celestial light.

J. M. W.
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buildings,

aristocratic

" Poverty Square."

'HIS place of shady resort is situated in

near proximity to other West-end squares,

but it differs somewhat from them in its

arrangements, visitors, and approach. For

the well-kept gravelled walks, lawns, shrubs,

and trees are substituted rough pavement,

foot-worn pathway, and high surrounding

The visitors are more numerous than in

squares, and these have the speciality of

being men only, chiefly of mature years, and clothed

in uniform garments of sober grey. The approach, to

be sure, is by a gate, but this gate is in a high wall,

instead of surrounding railings. No keys are held by

way of right or payment in opposite mansions, as a porter

in his cottage just behind keeps watch and ward, ready

to give admission to those who have right of entry. It

k well to add that this right is held by many, and that

the whole body of parishioners, of every rank and

calling have a reversionary interest, when claimed, in

the square and surrounding buildings.

The privilege of entry was certainly possessed by a

man of meagre form, sad countenance, and much-worn

raiment, who, with reluctant steps, approached the

gate one summer afternoon. The printed form in his

.6;
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hand, filled up in official writing, was more effective than

a key, as, in addition to ready admission, it secured

courteous attention. After registering the name, the

porter gave the stranger into the care of another official,

with something of the beadle in his style. By him he

was conducted into a large store room and favoured with

a change of raiment. This accomplished, he was led

out into the square, which was crowded with the sombre-

dressed brotherhood, conducted to a vacant seat, and

told to "make himself comfortable, as in that place

there was good company, and no mistake."

The company referred to was certainly numerous, if not

select, as nearly all the seats in the square were occupied,

and a general sensation was created at the sight of the

fresh arrival. Like the new boy of a school, he was

keenly eyed, and shrank before the public gaze. This

was observed by an aged man, whose tall stature and

long, white beard gave him a patriarchal appearance.

With the aid of a stick he approached the stranger, and,

with the air of one expected to do the courtesies of the

occasion, he offered his hand, and said, "It's good

company we are, if we bees misfortunates. I was in

here four times, and went out to try to get on, but

couldn't, affor I corned in sixteen years ago, and my

old woman was in affor she died." "I ain't been in

werry long," said the man on the right of the stranger,

"as I hated the thought on it; but long years ago I

travelled with a menagerie, and took care of the two

elephants. Oh ! wasn't it fun sometimes of a morning,

just at daylight, to meet a lot of countrymen going to

their work ! When they saw the elephants coming, they

looked awful, and run away, and frightened the people

in the villages, who fastened the doors as we passed
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through. Well, one day I got hurt by a beast of a wolf,

and was no good after ; so I got down to an animated

sandwich with the boards, and then come in here."

This narrative and the laughter it produced brought

a crowd round, all of whom seemed to desire conversa

tion with the stranger. One of them, indeed, tried to

trade with him by volunteering the following informa

tion : " This 'ere," he said, " is the large yard in this

workhouse, and is used by us men, and we call it

' Poverty Square,' as we are all paupers. Why, one

day one of the old girls came through, and a man as

was sitting just there said out loud, 'Why, there's my

old missis'; so he spoke to her next time, and found

it was her. When she kept her carriage he was her

coachman ; that came out true. So, you see, if we ain't

respectables, there are respectables among the women.

Now," he continued, "my grandson Billy, who sweeps

a crossing over West, picks up all the 'hard-ups' he

sees (ends of cigars thrown away by gentlemen), and has

a lot for his granddad when it is my day out. And if

you smoke and has a brown, I'll let you have a handful

for it, as I want a cup of real tea, and one of us over

there buys an ounce when he goes out, and sells us

haporths, as is something extra."

Narratives would no doubt have been continued, and

even trading might have commenced, had not a fresh

personage appeared upon the scene. He was a man

rather below the middle stature, about forty-five years

of age, with a healthy, ruddy face, and bright, laughing

eye. As he approached the group, way was made for

him, and many voices at once informed the stranger that

it was " Mr. 'Brecter, Mr. 'Brecter."

Now the step of Mr, 'Brecter was that of a busy man,
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and the knowledge Mr. 'Brecter had of the fifty men who

surrounded him was so profound that, though all were

dressed alike, he went straight as an arrow toward the

stranger, and grasping his hand, exclaimed in a cheery

tone of voice, " How are you ? I never say that I am

glad to see a new arrival, but glad to know them.

Another friend ? What a lot of them I've got (looking

round) ! Shall not say good-day ; shall see you all

at seven, mind, seven o'clock ! " And then the very

embodiment of good temper and happiness passed

quickly out of the square.

" Who and what is he ? " inquired the stranger,

speaking for the first time, and a variety of answers was

the result.

" We call him ' Holy Joe,' " replied one, gravely.

"A journeyman parson," answered another, with a

laugh.

"The particular friend of every one of us," exclaimed

a third, and then an infirm man, whose bearing and

speech indicated the broken-down gentleman, observed,

" He is indeed our friend, and there are about two thou

sand of us in this large house. To care for us spiritually

we have a chaplain, and this is Mr. Herbrechter, for that

is his name, though the people cut it short and call him

' 'Brecter.' Well, the chaplain conducts service in the

church, administers the sacraments, and visits amongst us.

The missionary has also his duties. He reads the Bible,

expounds, and offers prayer in each of the sixty wards,

visits all the sick and dying, and does many friendly

things besides. On fine evenings he has a service in this

yard. But that's the call for tea. Come out afterward,

and you will have your heart warmed."

The moving toward the dining wards now became
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general. A few of the more active made a dart forward,

the lame, paralyzed, and almost helpless, bringing up

the rear. Two of the latter took kindly charge of the

stranger, and introduced him to the customs of their

table. They passed the tin mug of tea, tin plate, with

bread-and-butter, and then told him narratives about

themselves, as it seemed the delight of this strange

people to dwell upon the facts of their lives, which were

drawing so sadly to their close.

Observing that the stranger was silent and that to him

the repast was as the bread and water of affliction, the

neighbour upon the right said, "Come, look up, mate;

you will soon get jolly. I did not like this food at

first, as I had spoiled my appetite by drinking. Gin

and rum was my liquors, and I was very bad ; but this

living and being teetotal has brought me round."

"It wasn't the drink, howsomever, as brought me

here, though it does most of us," observed a man across

the table, " but my curious occupation, as I made drugs

under a large chemist's shop, and sometimes got

/
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salivated and sometimes poisoned like. Then I got

with a man who stuffed animals and at times did work

for hospital gents ; so I had to polish bones for skeletons

and other horrid things. Then I got ill, and corned

down to be a night watchman at gasworks, and being

ill, I was obliged to come in here, and am one of the

youngest, and I wouldn't take a pound a week for my

rights here. So, master, cheer up and have a pinch of

my snuff."

The stranger listened between moments of abstraction,

but the sorrowful looks and untasted food showed that

he was still heavy of heart. The coarse jokes and

laughter were unheeded, but he gladly joined those who

made their way back to the square.

And here we wish to record the fact that a tree,

a solitary tree, adorns this interesting inclosure. A

square without a tree or shrub would certainly express

desolation itself, and we are therefore glad, for the sake

of its visitors, that the tree is there. Its trunk is cer

tainly covered with soot, instead of green moss ; its

branches have a quaint, ungainly appearance ; and the

leaves, which slowly develope in early spring, have an

unhealthy look, as they are disfigured and pressed down

with blacks. There, however, stands the good tree, with

its slight but grateful shelter. The seats round it are

soon occupied, and groups form in the open square.

From a side entrance a number of aged women and

nurses appear, and by the time the clock strikes seven

a large company have assembled. Punctual, and with

his usual quick step, the missionary makes his approach,

and takes his stand upon the seat under the tree. " Let

us pray " is solemnly uttered, and then all rise to their

feet, and every man uncovers. The hymn,—
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" Jesus, where'er Thy people meet,

There they behold the mercy-seat,"

was then given out two lines at a time, the speaker

leading the tune in good musical style. A chapter from

the Gospels was then read ;. and the reader, closing the

book, gave an impressive, address. His earnestness

proved that he desired the personal salvation of all

present, and it was evident that he considered his

congregation, and tried to make his speaking acceptable.

Many were deaf, and he therefore spoke in a clear and

loud tone. All were tried and troubled ; he therefore,

while faithful, dwelt most upon, the sweet theme of the

Redeemer's mercy. Toward the end of the address, for

instance, he repeated the Scripture, " Thanks be unto God

for His unspeakable gift I" and said,—

" Yes, blessed be the name of the Lord our God for all we have

to thank Him for ! His good gifts are free. He gives His beautiful

light to all, as He makes His sun to shine upon the evil and the

good. The fresh air and pure water are free from His bountiful

hand. Men, intelligent men and women, often abuse those gifts

and choose the dearest things. Now, our sins are very expensive.

How many whose hearts are unchanged love darkness rather than

light, neglect the duties of the day through spending the night in

sin, and so become poor and wretched ! Yes, and many reject the

pure water for poisonous liquors. But thanks be to God, the just

and holy God, because He has made it possible for our ingratitudes

and crimes to be forgiven ! To all His other mercies He has added

a gift unspeakable in its value—a gift which is the wonder of

angels, of devils, and of men. Listen, my friends, to the mighty

truth. Open your ears and hearts to receive the glad tidings now,

though you may have been stupid and hard of heart when you

have heard about it in the years that have passed. Listen, oh,

listen, for your present and your eternal peace depends upon your

laying tight hold of the grand truth. ' God so loved the world '—

so loved each of us—' that He gave His only begotten Son, that

whosoever'—that the very worst amongs' us, you and I—
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'believeth upon Him should not perish, but have everlasting life.

This is the gift. Jesus as our own dear Saviour. Pardon. His

grace. The Holy Spirit to dwell in us. The hope of glory, and

then glory itself. Accept, oh, accept, even now this great salvation,

that we may be happy, very happy, in this large house, and then

meet in the Father's house above, there, with all the saved, to thank

Him through long eternity for 'this unspeakable gift.' And now

let us raise our eyes toward heaven and sing—

' Praise God, from whom all blessings flow.' "

There was instant response. The feeble in this

strange congregation rose, and leaned heavily upon

sticks and crutches, while they, with effort and in broken

notes, joined with the stronger few in singing the good

old verse of praise. The benediction was then pro

nounced, and the people slowly and thoughtfully passed

out of " Poverty Square."

It is well that we should follow two of them—the

speaker and the stranger.

The former had scarcely stepped from the seat when

a nurse approached and addressed him in an undertone

of voice. As they left together, an old man remarked

to the stranger, " Mr. 'Brecter, with God's help, turned

that woman round. She came in first as a casual, and

was awful bad. She was put into the refractory ward

for fighting and swearing, and there they called her

' queen of the swearers.' Well, our good man went in

for a reading, and after that she got quiet and miserable

about her sins, and then she was took to see the chaplain,

and after a time she got downright happy, and she

has been a nurse here two years, and a good creature

she is."

The subject of this narative passed with the missionary

through several passages, and entered an infirmary ward

upon the women's side of the house. " Poor Ellen ! '■
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said the nurse, with emotion. " I thought that she

would have got through the summer, as she is only

nineteen, but she is sinking rapidly. She started when

I put the screen round her bed, but I kissed her, and

said, ' Look to Jesus, darling ; you are only undressing

for glory.' She looked happy then, and asked for you

to pray with her."

With quiet steps they approached the screened bed,

and gazed upon the face of the dying girl. The livid

paleness and cold sweat upon the brow indicated the

power of the king of terrors, while the hard breathing

and stillness seemed to indicate the loss of consciousness.

" I have come, Ellen, to pray with you," said the visitor,

and at the well-known voice the sufferer rallied, and

turning the glazed eyeballs toward him, she whispered,

"Jesus, my Saviour! "

The prayer, though short, was uttered with solemn

earnestness, and then the nurse and visitor stood for

some minutes watching the last conflict, ready to utter

words of strength and comfort from the Book of God.

The struggle was, however, short, as the mysterious

shade soon passed over the face, and the last long sigh

was drawn. Tears dropped from the eyes of the good

nurse as she said softly to the group of sick women who

had gathered by the screen, " It's all over. Ellen is safe,

saved by the blood of the Lamb."

Within an hour the name of the deceased, with date

of entry and death, was written upon the slate which

hangs near the entrance to the dead-house, soon to be

wiped out and remembered no more.

But we must return to the stranger, who was con

ducted by the new acquaintance to his ward. "That's

your bed," he observed, pointing to the end of the room,

N
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" and you may count three planks on each side of it as

your space. I make a mark round mine, and call it my

little house." And with this novel idea of property, he

passed out.

It was yet early, and the stranger was alone. He

approached his bed with a heavy heart, and leaning

against the white wall, he gazed upon the bare, un

covered flooring, and dark, rough counterpanes. His

sombre, coarse clothing then passed under review, and

it was evident that gloomy and bitter thoughts were

passing through his mind. "A pauper!" he muttered

to himself. " Yes, Harry Maulver, you are a pauper.

Yes ; sin indulged, dear sin, has brought me to this."

And then,. in an agony of distress, he threw himself,

dressed as. he was, upon the bed, and thought on.

Ah, memory ! thou angel of the good, but fiend of the

wicked! Thy tablets bqar indelible impressions which

give peace in adversity or add torment to calamity

And then thy records last through life and beyond, as

the worm that dieth not !

As. Henry Maulver hid his face, already moist with

hot tears, upon the pillow, he seemed to live his wasted

life over again, and the sting was sharp indeed. His

mind reverted to a happy childhood, when every hour

of life was pleasure. He seemed to hear his father's and

his mother's voice again, and to realize their fondness.

Home and its charms. The walk on Sabbath mornings

to church. The pew and venerated minister. Dear old

Grandpa, with his frilled shirt front, and ribbon with

seals hanging from his fob pocket. His presents increas

ing in value with increasing years. Then memory told

of school and school-leaving, of the delight with which

he entered a firm of engineers as an apprentice, with
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prospect of a useful and successful future. How minutely

the details of that companionship of folly with "Jolly

Newlam " came to mind ! The entanglement and efforts

at times to free himself. His entrance into active life.

The happy courtship and marriage. Then business

cares, the result of neglect. A gradual sinking into

habits of dissipation, betting, and blacklegism. Even

then the retrospect became darker. Parents dishonoured.

The illness and dying of his only child, followed a few

years after by the sinking and departure of his poor

crushed wife. Then years of increased dissipation,

followed by sickness and poverty, until, feeble, homeless,

and ragged, he was forced to seek shelter in the poor-

house.

While this life history passed before him, the pros

trate man moaned and sobbed aloud. As the old men

of the ward strolled in they listened, and then whispered

to each other, for to them the deep utterances of sorrow

from new arrivals were not uncommon. " He has

brought himself to it, as safe as we are here," observed

one man to his fellow. " Can't we cheer him,: up ? " ob

served one of the grey brotherhood ; and then the kind-

hearted proposal was made by another, who had a little

tea in his possession, to prepare and take a cup to the

poor stranger. The debate was then continued as to

what could be said to him. Yes, in the cheerless work

house there is much of kindness, for, as the poet saith,—

. " the poorest poor

Long for some moments in a weary life

When they can know and feel that they have been

the dealers out

Of some small blessings."

A happy thought struck one of the company, and he



180 OUR VETERANS.

thus expressed it : " Mr. 'Brecter went with a nurse to

the women's quarter. Can't we stop him on the way

out and get him to cheer up the poor fellow, as he

knows how to do it ? " This suggestion was well re

ceived ; and the kind old man hobbled out, with the aid

of his stick, and took his stand at the corner of the

square. Only a few moments passed when the mis

sionary, who had left the death-bed of Ellen, ap

proached, with grave countenance. The old man

addressed him, and they stood for a few minutes in

conference under the dark shadow of the wall, and then

entered the ward together. The welcome was a smile

upon every face, and smiles say a good deal. They

then said, " It is all right ; the poor fellow will now be

comforted, and no mistake."

Another moment, and the visitor had taken his place

by the side of the grief-stricken man, and in a tone of

voice in which sympathy and cheerfulness were blended,

said,—

" Come, my new friend, cheer up, cheer up ; we have

all our troubles in here ; but we know how to be happy,

very happy, and I will help you into that way."

A pause followed, and then the sufferer held out his

tear-moist hand and grasped that of his friend. Ah,

sympathy, sweet sympathy, how lovely thou art ! An

influence of celestial radiance, whose beams are

brightest in seasons of deepest gloom and suffering.

Some minutes passed before another word was

spoken, and then subdued and broken utterances passed

between the two men. As their converse became

clearer, such sentences as these were distinctly heard :

" The Lord Jesus came to bind up the broken-hearted

—His precious blood—the past forgiven—blotted out—

*.
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remembered no more—be of good comfort—boundless

mercy." And then the good man rose, and in his usual

cheerful note, said,—

" Family prayer to-night. Let us pray."

The ward was now filled, and every knee was bent,

and after the short, fervent prayer all rose and stood,

with respectful bearing, as their friend passed out.

" Please, sir," said the gatekeeper as he approached,

" the laundry women wants to speak to you about the

concert."

" Oh, yes ! " was the reply, and retracing his steps, he

entered the laundry.

Quite a large company of washers gathered round to

thank him for getting up a tea for the poor old folk,

with outside bread, butter, and cake. He was then con

sulted about the clearing out of tubs, mangles, ironing

boards, and the like, and the fixtures of tables for so

large a company. One old dowager, who thought more

of the entertainment than the tea, was informed that the

chaplain would preside, that the choir of a neighbouring

church would attend, and that a lady would sing,

" Home, sweet home," after tea, as, oddly enough, all

wished it. After that the sacred concert. Speeches

from a guardian and an officer of the London City

Mission, with plenty of oranges and apples in between.

This information caused a sensation of delight, and then

the good man, who had learned " to weep with those

who weep and rejoice with those that do rejoice," with

determination turned his weary steps homeward.

One thing is noteworthy, and it is this, that before

the concert, Henry Maulver and all the men of his ward

gathered in "Poverty Square," and at a given signal

entered the laundry. As the tea progressed, one of the
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oldest men remarked, " This is jolly ; why, we are all

like children again at a school treat. Ain't we jolly,

that's all ! " Tea over, the coveted song ; then the

arranging of seats that room might be made for the

uninvited, who had bright hopes for a future gathering.

Hymn-singing, pieces, and speaking over, the chaplain

called upon " Mr. Herbrechter to show himself." This

he did, and his beaming countenance was greeted with

such a hammering of sticks and crutches, such clapping

of hands and expressions of joyousness, that the sound

reached beyond the square and caused light-heartedness

even in the distant infirmary. A speech full of kindness

and good desire finished the meeting, and then the

happy company separated to their wards.

For days and even weeks after the concert its cheer

ing and kindly influence was felt, but a better influence

than that had brought cheerfulness and hope to Henry

Maulver. Spiritual light had entered his soul. Sin

and its penalty, with Christ and His salvation, had been

revealed to him, so that he also in that house of mourn

ing learned to rejoice in God his Saviour.

Eight months passed, when the rumour spread that

he was going out and that Mr. 'Brecter had something

to do with the matter. The report no doubt spread

through their frequent conference with each other ; and

then it became known that Henry (as he was now

called) had thought of a city friend, the playmate of his

youth, but who had dropped him for long years. The

missionary called upon him at his office, and found him

a man of Christian sympathy, who heard of the position

of his old playmate with regret and of his repentance

with pleasure. He promised to find light employment

for him, and kept his word. A few weeks after, the
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visitor and Henry passed out of the house for an hour.

They returned with a parcel, and soon after their com

panion presented himself to the " fellows " of the square

in a respectable suit of cheap clothing. The hand-
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shaking and farewells were hearty indeed, though not

a few had desire for a like deliverance.

Some time after this there was sadness in an in

firmary ward, as " dear Nurssy," as she was called (the

reclaimed swearer), was leaving. Her worth had been

made known to the managers of a nursing institution,

and they offered her a good engagement. This was

accepted, and the day of departure came. As arranged,

her spiritual father and friend had a parting meeting in

the ward, to which many who had shared her care in

their afflictions were invited. After the reading and

parting prayer, " Nurssy " went for her bonnet and

shawl, and upon her return many pressed forward to

wish her good-bye, but many remained behind, over

come with emotion. She therefore hurried away,

leaving her friend to comfort those who mourned her

loss so bitterly.

As time glided on, events of interest occurred in each

department of the large house, for its two thousand

inhabitants formed a community, or little world in itself.

Local or ward events were common, but matters of

general interest were not frequent. It was, however,

evident one day that the public mind of the house was

influenced by something of general importance. Early

in the day " Poverty Square " became crowded with its

aged and infirm visitors. These stood in groups, and

while converse was earnest they constantly glanced

toward the entrance. At length the master sent word

that he had made early inquiry and was told that Mr.

'Brecter had passed a bad night and was sinking. A

shade of sadness clouded every countenance, and a

deepened gloom spread through yards, wards, and in

firmaries. The coming of the chaplain, medical officers,
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of any one who could give information, was anxiously

watched for, and while they are watching, we will visit

the chamber where the good man is overcoming the last

enemy.

We enter a back room in a neighbouring street, and

find the patient in an exhausted state, after a night

of acute suffering ; besides, his minister the chaplain

had already seen him. When asked if he was quite

happy, the old smile lit up his countenance as he

whispered, " Yes, a great sinner saved ; tell the dear old

people so. Pray." Toward evening he gradually lost

consciousness, but upon a friend repeating the words,

" Blessed are the dead which die in the Lord, for they

rest from their labours," he took up the word "rest,"

and repeated it several times, and with this last utter

ance upon his lips, he entered into the " rest which

remaineth," after a life of constant and devoted labour.

There was sorrow throughout the great house next

morning when a messenger entered with the sad news.

Old men who had assembled in the square exclaimed,

" It cannot be true ! Shall we never see his face

again ? " And then the nurses in the infirmaries

grouped together and recalled the loving acts of their

lost friend. " He cared for us and the dear old souls so

much," observed one, " and for twelve years worked

himself to death." "Do you remember," inquired

another, " how ill he was two years ago ? He took the

breath of a dying woman who wanted to whisper to

him, and for weeks after he had an ulcerated throat.

He suffered like this several times." " He must have

gone straight up to Jesus," said another, " as he was so

much like Him. He didn't care much for himself. We

were counting up together one day, and found that last

r
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year he comforted two hundred and thirty-four men

and women in their dying agonies, and was with them

to the last. Poor dear ! he has gone to glory."

When the committee of the Mission heard of his re

moval, they knew that they had lost one of the most

faithful of their servants, and they placed his name with

honour upon their minutes, and being mindful of his

self-sacrificing spirit and abounding labours and joyous-

ness, they made public acknowledgment of his worth,

and said,—

" We bless Thee for the quiet sleep Thy servant taketh now ;

We bless Thee for his blessedness, and for his crowned brow ;

For every weary step he took in patient following Thee,

And for the good fight fought so well, and closed so valiantly."

Note.—On the field of earthly conflict there are

always reserves, so that when a warrior in the first rank

falls a brave comrade is ready to spring into his place,

and thus it is in the holy strife of the Church Militant.

When one soldier of the Cross falls another is ready

to take his place, that the standard of grace may be

carried forward from victory to victory until the Lord

come. In the large house, where so much had been

accomplished, the loss of the good man and the need of

a successor were keenly felt. The committee of the

London City Mission therefore looked through their

ranks of four hundred and fifty men for " a son of con

solation " to fill Herbrechter's place. The man selected

readily entered upon the trying duties, and his labours

and records are of increasing interest, so that in

" Poverty Square " and its sixty general, infirmary, and

casual wards, the knowledge of the Gospel is made to

.restore and cheer many who feel in all its bitterness the

pauper's life.



Hf has entered the Canaan, the fair land of promise,

Its plains of rich beauty, with streams that make glad :

His redemption complete, how sweetly he resteth ;

Removed is each burden—from toil with the bad.

Then sing Alleluia ! the robe death destroyeth

We lay in the wardrobe of earth—Alleluia !

To wait the Lord's coming—His word that upraiseth

Our hope sure and steadfast—then sing Alleluia !

He has entered the City—the gates everlasting

Have opened their portals—bright, sinless, and grand ;

With saints there made perfect, and angels he walketh,

To serve in the temple, with victors to stand.

Then sing Alleluia ! etc

He has entered his Mansion—the place long prepared

By the Saviour's full love—his heritage there.

His joy now is full—possessed he rejoiceth ;

In peace he abides, free from shadow and care.

Then sing Alleluia ! etc.

He is now with our Saviour—in rapture of love,

Firmly fixed is his gaze; the Lamb on the throne

With joy he beholds—with multitudes crieth,

" Praise God and the Lamb who mercy hath shown."

Then sing Alleluia ! etc.

J. M. W.
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A Double Grave.

"I heard a voice from heaven saying unto me, Write, Blessed are the

dead which die in the Lord from henceforth : Yea, saith the Spirit, that

they may rest from their labours ; and their works do follow them."—

Rev. xiv. 13.

^ARLY morning of the thirtieth of April

opened with springtide beauty. As the

day advanced, bright sunlight gave charm

to the tender leaves and bursting blossoms.

The soft air which filled Kensington Gardens

and the open spaces of Belgravia gave genial

warmth, with assurance that the biting blasts

of winter were over. People moved quickly and passed

pleasant words, so that nature and men seemed to

welcome the coming of summer. All was cheerful

until we approached the chapel in Eaton Square, where

a crowd of poor people had assembled, and were in

silence watching the entry of a congregation nearly all

of whom were in mourning attire. Upon entering the

chapel the scene was solemnly impressive. Communion

table, pulpit, and desk were draped in black, while deep

feeling was expressed on each countenance of the

hundreds of persons in pews, aisle, and galleries. As

with the outside crowd, no question was asked as to

whose funeral rite they had assembled to witness, for all
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were mourning the loss of a brother and sister in the

holy relationship—friends and worthy neighbours at the

least. As the funeral bell ceased tolling, the Vicar, the

Rev. C. A. Fox, entered from the vestry and approached

the central entrance. In a voice subdued by emotion

he read those words, sublime with comfort and assurance

of eternal blessedness : " I am the resurrection and the

life, saith the Lord : he that believeth in Me, though he

were dead, yet shall he live : and whosoever liveth and

believeth in Me shall never die." As he passed reading

down the aisle, he was followed by bearers carrying two

oak coffins without funeral palls, but covered with sweet

spring flowers. These hid the plates containing the

names, age, and dates ; but all who gazed with tearful

eyes knew that the mortal remains of a man dearly

beloved and his esteemed wife were there. Never was

that part of the solemnly grand burial service of the

English Church more feelingly united in ; and never

with joy-tempered sorrow did mourners sing more

sweetly than did this congregation that hymn of

comfort—

" Take the name of Jesus with you,

Child of sorrow."

As the bearers returned, the people rose and gathered

behind ; the procession included the Secretary of the

London City Mission, with other officers, ministers,

missionaries, and a mingled company of the rich and

poor of Belgravia. The two hearses, three mourning

coaches, and seven private carriages were slowly followed

to Brompton Cemetery, or " sleeping ground," by much

people. At the gates a company of quite fifty mis

sionaries formed at the sides and behind the carriages ;
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and, when the coffins were removed, surrounded the crowd

of people who had already taken up their places. As if

in memory of the custom of early centuries, when it was

not unusual to place laurel, ivy, or other evergreens,

except the cypress, under coffins to signify that the dead

were in Christ, loving hands had scattered a few leaves

and flowers at the bottom of the wide, shallow grave.

Amid breathless silence, husband and wife were laid side

by side, and all bent forward, and uncovered at the

solemn utterance: "Man than is born of a woman hath

but a short time to live, and is full of misery." When

the good pastor came to the words : " We, therefore,

commit their bodies to the ground ; earth to earth," he

trembled with emotion, and his voice for a few moments

failed, while others lifted up their voices and wept. The

collect, with all the soothing influence of prayer, brought

self-possession to each, and so the service ended. Then

the rev. gentleman gave out a favourite hymn of the

deceased ; and several trained and many untrained

voices united in singing with cheerfulness the sweet

words :—

" I love to think of the heavenly land

Where my Redeemer reigns,

Where rapturous songs of triumph rise

In endless, joyous strains.

There'll be no parting there."

So loud and sweet were the notes of triumph that

inhabitants of houses in the distance opened their

windows to listen, and we could but recall the words

of Chrysostom, " What mean our hymns ? Do we

not glorify God and give Him thanks that He hath

crowned him that is departed and that He hath de

livered him from trouble, that He hath set him free
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from all fear. Consider what thou singest at this time.

' Return unto thy rest, O my soul, for the Lord hath

dealt bountifully with thee.' Profession of confidence

and joy is in thy song, with all true Christian faith and

hope."

After hymn-singing, the officiating clergyman ad

dressed the people from the grave side with loving

earnestness. He told them that the deceased were from

their youth up lowly and faithful servants of the Lord

Jesus, and that during their useful lives they had been

honoured in turning many to righteousness. That in

them he had lost two of the most devout and useful

members of his Church, and then, looking round upon

the people, he said :—

" It is a very blessed thought, that these two honoured

servants of Christ were both ripe at once : they were so

trained together by the Lord that they ripened together

in the same sun and the same showers, so that He could

take them to Himself together. You remember what

He says, ' When the fruit is brought forth, im

mediately He putteth in the sickle.' For upwards of

twenty-six years you know how they worked among

you, quietly, humbly, and persistently, serving their

God among you with much wisdom and without

a pause. It is not they whom we lay here now,—they

are with Him ; it is but the poor clay clothes we lay

by reverently in the wardrobe of earth, waiting His

resurrection voice.

" To those here to-day who have never received peace

with God through Jesus, I would say : ' Receive to-day,

by this open grave of those who pleaded with you for

so long, the same peace they felt so deeply.'

" And to those who are workers, let me remind you of
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the true principle of service—that blessed secret of true

service on which our brother and sister so fully acted,

' Ye see Me.' They endured as seeing Him. They saw

Him, therefore they served Him. That is what heaven

is, seeing and serving. 'They shall see His face, and

His servants shall serve Him.' It is just in propor

tion as we realize the presence of Christ with us, His

nearness and blessing, that we can labour with zeal,

quiet joy, and happy anticipation."

He then pronounced the Benediction, the mourners

gave the last sad look into the double grave, and entered

their carriages. A loving people, however, remained,

waiting for the last gaze ; and as they in turns ap

proached, tongues were loosened and friend reminded

friend of the wise, holy sayings, and of spiritual good

received by them, through the ministry. of those who

were now resting in the wide yet narrow chamber at

their feet. An aged couple, so full of years that they

supported each other hand-in-hand like children to the

grave side, stood there in speechless sorrow until helped

away. A blind man, with moistened cheek, lifted his

sightless eyeballs toward heaven as if in prayer, while

a company of pretty little girls, with stealthy tread and

sad countenances, expressive as of angels in grief, drew

near and scattered choice flowers from their little

baskets. But many brought flowers—sweet emblems

of mercy to a blighted earth, and of the renewal, the

eternal spring. Fragrant and of many hues was the

shower of floral beauty, so that long before the last

group approached the coffins could not be seen. The

double grave had become a flower-bed of rich bloom,

sending forth its sweet perfume, and giving thoughts

most comforting ; bringing to mind the assurance that

O
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it is thus -with all who live to Christ and die in Him—

their names embalmed on earth, while they abide near

the tree of life which is in the Paradise of God.

But who were they thus honoured in their burial ?

John Taylor, aged 58, London City Missionary, and

Anne, his wife. Like Zacharias and Elizabeth, "they

were both righteous before God, walking in all the

commandments and ordinances of the Lord blameless,"

and being " lovely and pleasant in their lives, in death

they were not divided." Of him it might be said that

he feared the Lord from his youth, as he was led by his

teacher when a boy at Sunday-school to yield himself

to God, and was, therefore, through his useful life, an

encouragement to parents, ministers, and teachers to

seek the salvation of children. When, at thirty years of

age, he became a candidate for service -in the Mission,

he was so. well acquainted with Holy Scripture as not

only to pass, a good examination, but so to commend

himself as to be- appointed to the special work of visiting

the cabmen of West London. So great was his success

with them that after a few months he found it necessary

to open a meeting-room for their use.

This meeting for reading the Scripture, exposition,

and prayer, was from the first well attended ; but it had

only been opened a few weeks when a circumstance

occurred which, under Divine Providence, changed his

sphere of labour, and gave full exercise to his great and

special gifts—a visit from the late Captain Alfred Chap

man. At the close of the service he invited the mission

ary to call upon him. This resulted in his taking a per

sonal interest in the work, and an after-arrangement with

the Committee, by which he became Local Superinten

dent. Soon after this, the house 188, Ebury Street, was
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taken, and a Christian effort commenced, which, for its

extent and effectiveness, is unequalled in London. We

have a vivid recollection of an interview with the

Captain about this time, in which, in his own graphic

way, he explained his object. Reaching the Bible from

a side table, he turned rapidly to the twenty-sixth

chapter of the Book of Job, and said : "lam trying to

answer these questions as unto the Lord : ' How hast

thou helped him that is without power f The poor

blind, as my mother was sightless for fifteen years

before her death. ' How savest thou the arm that hath

no strength?' The afflicted and helpless. 'How hast

thou counselled him that hath no wisdom ?' The

thousands around me that know not Christ. ' How hast

thou plentifully declared the thing as it is ? ' Made

known the fulness of the redemption that is in Christ

Jesus. ' To whom hast thou uttered words ? ' Visited

and influenced by read1ng the Bible to them. 'And

whose spirit came from thee?' What soul restored

through blessing on personal effort ? " At nearly a last

interview, quite sixteen years after, some difficulty was

expressed as to the fulness of meaning in a passage

of the Epistle of St. James, when the Captain observed

sharply : " Well, but I have read the chapter over with

Taylor, and we have good teaching from that passage

for the people." These incidents show the spirit in

which the work was commenced and carried on—

suggested and directed by the written Word of the

living God.

There. was a quiet earnestness in Taylor's manner,

which made him a good visitor. He soon conciliated

those who were opposed, and made the indifferent

realize that he brought to them a message of great im
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portance. The power of this plodding, faithful visiting

from house to house and room to room, was soon dis

covered by an increased attendance at the meeting and

Bible class, and the place had soon to be enlarged. We

once had occasion to visit on the district, and met with

a blind man of middle age. When it was suggested

that we should read and converse about a passage in

the Gospels, his countenance brightened up, and he ex

claimed : " That is like Mr. Taylor does when he comes

round here. He makes me see all what Jesus did, and

the meaning of things He said." His own spiritual eye

sight was so clear, that the blind, who speak so much of

seeing, were able by his teaching to " behold the in

visible things of God," and to rejoice with him in the

bright sun-rays of " the light of life."

In his domiciliary labours, and with working men,

Taylor never displayed skill in discussion or sharp

retort; but so well did he handle "the Sword of the

Spirit " that they became conscious of his power, and he

was made exceedingly useful to them. They always

welcomed him to their rooms, and in unusual numbers

attended his Bible-readings. He offended none, while

his quiet earnestness secured the respect of all; and this,

to some extent, accounts for the success which attended

the diversified plans of teaching and benevolence for

which the house in Ebury Street, where he lived, became

distinguished.

A Sick and Provident Club for men, women, and

boys was formed, and so thoroughly secured the con

fidence of those for whom it was intended, that last year

295 persons were relieved from its funds, and 28 funerals

were paid for This was followed by a Loan Society,

for the benefit of the deserving poor when in temporary
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distress ; and, for the provident, a Building Society and

Penny Bank. A Day School for children and a Cloth

ing Club were also established, and are self-supporting.

An Evening Class was formed for girls and young

women, and has an average attendance of 33 four days

weekly. On Monday evenings a Bible Class is held for

men, and on Wednesday a Mothers' Meeting. A Blind

Class of 72 members meets on the afternoons of Tuesday,

and an Invalids' Dinner Table is provided on Thursdays

and Saturdays. Such increase was given to the work

that of late years quite 2,500 persons have habitually

attended at the house.

In all his arrangements Captain Chapman was care

ful not to infringe upon the regulations of the Society ;

his missionary therefore had nothing whatever to do

with the financial and business affairs of the house.

Spiritual work alone was his. By outside effort he

sustained the various classes, and besides his own meet

ings so arranged his work as usually to be present to

open classes, and to read and offer prayer at the Invalids'

Dinner Table.

With children he had great influence, and used it

well with the forty or fifty unruly guides who used

weekly to assemble in the front room and passage

ways. These were children who guided the blind to

the house and waited to take them home, many of

whom were induced to attend the Sunday and even

ing schools. For the young women working at the

Government Stores, Pimlico (Royal Army Clothing

Dep6t), who could seldom be found at home by district

visitors or readers, a working and evening class was

specially established, while many soldiers from the large

barracks just by were attracted to " the house " and had
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a meeting arranged for them ; and this is how that good

was brought about

In the month of September, sixteen years ago, the

1st battalion Grenadier Guards returned from Canada,

where about thirty of them had believed to the saving of

their souls, and they used to meet together for prayer

and Bible reading. On their way home they in their de

votions asked " the Guide of all who travel to the skies "

to provide a spiritual home for them in London. A

few days after being quartered in Chelsea Barracks, a

corporal and private were deputed to reconnoitre the

neighbourhood to f1nd out some schoolroom or place

where they could meet together. Turning out of

Grosvenor Row, they entered Ebury Street, and had not

proceeded far when they noticed a house with a drink

ing fountain before it, and over the door an inscription,

" Working Men's Christian Association." As a song of

Zion was being sung by people inside, they entered and

united in the service. At its close the speaker, a retired

soldier, spoke kindly to them, and while he was doing

so the resident missionary, Mr. Taylor, came in. To

him they made their requests known, and a Christian

friendship was at once formed. Next day the captain

placed a room at their disposal, and promised to be

present to receive them and occasionally to take part in

their readings. This was indeed a splendid Army and

Navy Union. A large class was at once formed, and,

though changes have constantly occurred, the number

is kept up to the present day. It is pleasing to know

that one of the devout soldiers who first entered " the

house" has been for some years in "higher service"

upon the staff of the London City Mission.

The Mothers' Meetings, Girls' Classes, Invalids'
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Dinner Table, and " Comfort Fund " were, with house

hold affairs, under the direction of a Committee of

" Elect Ladies," to whom Mrs. Taylor gave ready and

zealous aid. Quiet, earnest, and sympathizing, she was

the very counterpart of her husband. As " a womam

that feareth the Lord, she shall be praised . . . and

let her own works praise her in the gates. She openeth

her mouth with wisdom, and in her tongue is the law of

kindness " (Prov. xxxi.). The house, with its domestic

and manifold duties, was always kept in order, and yet

she found ample time to listen to the cares and sorrows

of the troubled and afflicted, seeking no rest but the

sweet rest of constant, loving service. It used to be said

of her husband, that he " was more approached " than

any other man of his position. Persons in spiritual

distress, bodily suffering, or any other adversity, were

constantly calling upon him, and she took her full part

in exercising the holy sympathies.

And thus nearly thirty years glided happily away,

until the approving Lord was pleased to pronounce His

"Well done," and call them to Himself. Captain

Chapman was first summoned to the " fulness of joy,"

and he entered the river and passed into Zion with the

victor's song of praise ; but his works remained, and

were continued by a company of gentlemen, officers, and

honourable women. All went on well in " the house,"

with increased proof of blessing, for about three years,

when Mrs. Taylor was suddenly struck down with an

attack of paralysis. This she regarded as an expression

of the Master's good pleasure to give her speedy en

trance into His kingdom. She bore cessation from

labour and bodily suffering for many months with a holy

calm, and had become ripe for glory, when he who had
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been her loving partner through long years of the

pilgrimage was taken ill. At first his symptoms were

not serious, but for six weeks pain and weakness in

creased upon him. Being conscious that the time of his

departure was at hand, he said, " I shall soon be home,"

and expressed deep solicitude for the progress of his life

work and for the safety of precious souls in whom he

was interested. Both parents were carefully tended by

their four children, all of whom, to their great joy, are

happy in the love of Christ, and useful Christians.

Upon the morning of the last day here he called

them together for family prayer, and, after reading

with difficulty, he exclaimed with fervour, " Let us enter

into the Holy of Holies," and, at the close, he said

gently, " Let not your hearts be troubled." After this

he became unconscious, and calmly fell asleep in Jesus.

When his suffering, widowed wife was told that he

had passed into the heavens, she, with an expression of

sweet resignation, said, " I wish I were there with him ; "

and from that moment her weakness increased. This

was not caused by grief, for her sorrow was already

turned into joy at his abundant entrance. It may have

been the consuming desire of a soul sanctified and made

meet to behold her loved Redeemer and to unite with

the dear one just taken from the earth and the great

company of the ransomed in the anthem of adoring

gratitude. Three days and nights thus passed in holy

contemplation, when she also slept the sweet sleep of

the righteous. Her last words, faintly uttered, were,

" God is love."

And now their rent tabernacles lie side by side in the

double grave, calmly reposing, waiting for His coming

and restoring word who maketh all things new. Yet
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a little while, and this shall be. The darkness and

shadows are passing. Daybreak is near, for yonder is

the rising of the morning star which indicates the ap

proach of the everlasting day. Then He, even Jesus,

shall speak the all-powerful word, and our brother and

sister, with all who rest in Him, shall rise, formed anew

and made like unto His glorious body, being clothed

upon with the pure robe of His righteousness, the

enduring beauty of saints made perfect.





Jesus, transporting sound .'

The joy of earth and heaven ;

No other help is found,

No other name is given,

By which we can salvation have,

But Jesus came the world to save.

Jesus, harmonious name !

It charms the hosts above ;

They evermore proclaim,

And wonder at His love ;

'Tis all their happiness to gaze,

'Tis heaven to see our Jesu's face.

His name the sinner hears,

And is from sin set free ;

'Tis music in his ears,

'Tis life and victory :

New songs do now his lips employ,

And dances his glad heart for joy.

Oh for a trumpet voice

On all the world to call !

To bid their hearts rejoice

In Him who died for all ;

For all my Lord was crucified,

For all, for all, my Saviour died.

Wesley.

;03



It is thought well, as an Appendix, to reprint the

following papers, as they will inform our readers more

fully concerning the work in which the missionaries

are engaged, and introduce them as a body, under

pleasing circumstances. In the nature of things it is

evident that as retired veterans receive the call upward

and homeward, that others (from the exhausting nature

of the work, and advancing years) will take their places

upon the honourable roll of non-effectives who for long

periods of years faithfully served Almighty God in the

Gospel of His Son. To the committee it would be a

relief, in the anxieties of their government, if this fund

for disabled veterans was placed upon a satisfactory

footing. This would enable them to devote the whole of

their income to evangelizing the poor and the depraved

of the mighty city. The gift or bequest of- one thou

sand pounds would, by judicious investment, provide

for one old disciple in perpetuity, while subscriptions

to this fund would be of material assistance. Upon this

important matter the writer or one of the secretaries

would be glad to receive communications as regards

giving and receiving, at the Mission House, Bridewell

Place, Ludgate Circus, E.C.



The One-room People.

fHE old houses of London have a charm not

only for antiquarians, but for all who take

interest in the ancient and now Imperial

City. Who, for instance, can gaze upon the

dwellings of long past generations, such as

the row in Holborn, with overhanging storeys

and gabled roofs ; or, passing through the

Strand and other main streets, look upon houses as

sociated with the names of men who in literature and

politics earned enduring fame, without a sense of

curiosity and pleasure ? Who can watch labourers, as

they level historic buildings to the ground, without

feeling that public necessity makes them guilty of

vandalism? And who can gaze upon our grand old

churches without a sense of gratification that they, with

few exceptions, are free from the destroyer, so that our

children's children may worship in the "Prayer Houses"

where our ancestors adored Him whose mercy endureth

from generation to generation ?

But it is not with the prominent old houses we have

now to do, but with those ancient tenements which have

degenerated until they form the rookeries and guilt-

gardens of our city. Wealthy citizens, professional
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men, and even members of the aristocracy, once dwelt

in them, as directories of 150 years ago plainly reveal.

If the walls bore records of past inhabitants, strange

facts and histories would be discovered ; but our interest

now is not in the past, but in the present ; not with

farmers who once ploughed the fields of Shoreditch and

merry Islington, or the fashionables who were resident

in suburbs near the city—but with inhabitants of those

now interior houses, the very poor, the one-room people.

These families of the single room are widely scat

tered, but in certain neighbourhoods the most intem

perate, unfortunate, or unthrifty mass together, and

form those congeries of human beings known as dwel

lers in slums and moral wastes. Shut in by themselves,

and shut out from civilizing influences, they become

heathenish and debased, so that from them spring those

men of violence and theft—the dangerous classes.

" Bishop's Court," writes one of the missionaries, " is as

bad as Sweet Apple Place. The entrance is a passage

way, and it contains fourteen eight-roomed houses. No

family has more than one room, and many of those

close small apartments shelter two families. The rent

of each room is 3s. 6d., or 4s., and dthis small place

contains 460 individuals."

" My district," writes another, " must be the forlorn

hope of the Mission, as in one blind street (without

thoroughfare) I have 246 families in 223 rooms. The

air is always offensive, as we have to breathe that which

has been down other people's throats. Many of the

men and youths are thieves, and the women are mostly

intemperate. Rows are of constant occurrence, and the

police go down in companies of two or more to quell

them. In this place a policeman was once beaten, and
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his staff and helmet stolen. These were kept as

trophies of victory, and were carried from house to

house as exhibits."

"As for my district," writes a third, "nearly 350 of

the 600 families live in single rooms, and many are

depraved. My heart aches for the hundreds of poor

feeble sallow children, none of whom experience the

joys of childhood. Last night I went down one of the

narrow streets to visit a dying woman, and noticed a

little girl of eleven years crying by the rubbish heap.

When I spoke to her, she said, ' Father is nearly drunk,

and so is mother, and I'm afeard. She only knocks us

about, but he's a kicker, and his boots hurts so ; and I

won't go in till he's sleeping ! ' Her case, poor child,

is that of many."

The callings and domestic life of the one-room people

are of marvellous interest. First there are the street

traders, including the costermonger, who describes him

self as " a cove wot works werry hard for a werry poor

livin'." He is usually found upon the ground floor, for

the convenience of barrow and water-butt. The sweety

man and apple-stall woman, the vendors of sheep's

trotters, whelks, and coarse fish may be found on the

first floor, their various dainties being at night stowed

away in strange parts of the overcrowded rooms. In

the attic may be found the oppressed and struggling

poor, practising their diversified callings. The slop

tailor and his wife who, with unceasing diligence, can

earn only 2s. a day ; the fixers of brush bristles, man,

wife, and elder child working hard,—their pay is \\d. for

filling 400 holes of hair and other brushes ; their fingers

move rapidly, though sore through constantly tying the

thin wire. The French polishing of -common looking
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glasses and small furniture is also a family trade, and

cruelly hard for the women, but the crust must be

earned. And then in the smaller rooms are widows,

women with invalid husbands, and others engaged in

more delicate work; shirt finishing at 3d. per dozen,

box making at 2J. a gross, and paper bag making, by

which only 6d. a day can be earned. Confectioners

are also to be found in those poor dwellings, making

ornaments for wedding cakes. This is delicate work ;

the women take a small portion of paste into the palm

of their hand, the lines on which make an impression

similar to that on the leaves of flowers. This is fastened

to a wire stem with gum, and painted, after which they

are packed in boxes for the bridal morning.

" How can you live upon such small earnings ? " we

inquired of a poor Christian woman who occupied a

small back room.

" We knows economy, sir," she replied, " and I'll tell

you how I spend 6d. as takes me nearly a day to earn :

Coal id., wood \d., bread \\d., dripping id, tea quarter

ounce \d., soap \d., sugar \d., and then I has a \d. for

the poor cat, as can't starve. When I earn a shilling

in a day above the 6d. put by for rent, I spends 3d. in

block ornaments (stale pieces of meat), and saves the

other 3d. for extras and clothes. I can manage this

comfortable," she added, " but it's the noise as makes me

miserable. There are frequent quarrels and fights in

the house, as we have nine families, and always in the

court. Then the women quarrel and scream at the

children and themselves, and the language is awful. I

am spotted, so I keeps quiet, as they know I go decent

to chapel and stands by the out-door preachers and

helps 'em to sing. The skulks and thieves, and there's
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a lot of them, and their women don't like me for that,

and owes me a grudge."

The clothing of the one-roomed people is more won

derful than their economy in food. How they are

clothed at all is a marvel, but the auction women solve

the difficulty. These street clothiers frequent certain

waste pieces of ground, and often have regular corners

in low neighbourhoods. At times they stand in rows,

but if alone or not they are watched for, and soon

surrounded by crowds of poor slatternly women. The

dealer unties a heavy bundle which she has carried on

her back, and without more ado holds the first article

up to view. This, for instance, may be a skirt of a

dress. Looking over it, she exclaims, " Only two tears

in this werry useful bit of dress ; a handy woman can

mend that. Now, I can take sevenpence for it. That

too much ! Well, say sixpence. Now, I won't be

hard ; there, now, have it for fourpence." A pause, and

then some woman clutches at it, pays the halfpence, and

retires with several neighbours to examine and to be

congratulated upon the successful purchase. These

sales continue for hours ; and we have seen dress, shawl,

bonnet, and boots purchased for half-a-crown by some

fortunate possessor of that amount. For the men, there

are the marts in Rag Fair (admission a halfpenny), the

Monmouth Street Jews, and other resorts, where worn-

out clothes which have been repaired and re-dipped can

be purchased for a fabulously low price ; while many

know the secret markets where stolen goods, or goods

made up from stolen material, can be had as real bar

gains.

And thus the occupants of one room, by thousands,

live in those grimy streets and alleys which interlace

P
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various sections of our city. So debased are the people

in some of those places that their own inhabitants have

sly names for them, such as the "Devil's Hole," and

" Thieve-all Corner." Left to themselves, how can they

become moral, much less religious ? The boys and

girls know nothing of purity, as they are reared and

fostered in the midst of all that is vile in language and

example. Young seedling plants in the world of crime,

they are as much trained for lives of sinfulness as the

heathen child is trained to worship idols. If left to

themselves, the festering mass of corruption becomes

worse ; as from these convict-breeding grounds come

the burglar, the corrupt, and much of the violence and

crime which disturb public tranquillity and fill our

prison*

But in many districts they are not left to themselves ;

certainly not in those which have been stormed and

occupied by the London City Mission. Men have been

raised up to this Society who, from a thrilling and

sustaining sense of duty to Almighty God and love for

souls, have with unflinching courage braved the perils

of violence and contagion. Just as the " mud-larker "

seeks for silver in a sewer, and in hope of finding a coin

or a spoon toils on, heedless of the corruption he treads

on, or of all he smells, and smelling tastes, so year after

year they tread those courts as though they had no

eyes, ears, smell, or taste that moral pollution could

offend, happy if they can pick out one lost piece of '

silver, one precious soul to be cleansed, renewed, and

placed among the trophies of the Redeemer's Grace.

" No pen," wrote a veteran missionary, " could or dare

describe my district in the Almonry or precincts of

Westminster Abbey, now partly demolished and rebuilt
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with mansions. Many in their day had been fine old

houses, but after being let on long leases the neighbour

hood degenerated, and small tenements were erected in

every unoccupied space. The vilest, worst-drained, and

never-repaired dwellings drew to them the most de

generate of the people. So offensive were the rooms

from vermin that on warm summer nights the men used

to sleep out in the court on their barrows and the bare

ground, while the women, with rags or baskets for pil

lows, used to repose in the passage-ways. One end was

an Irish rookery, and though opposition from different

causes was general, this was the most dangerous part

to visit. One day, for instance, I entered- one of the old

houses with a wide though ruined oak staircase. About

fourteen families were in the house, not a few being wild

Irish who had just come over. Ascending to the top,

as is our rule of visitation, I met several abusive-women

on the stairs. Upon reaching the upper landing, a man

rushed out with a red-hot poker in his hand, and ex

claimed,—

" ' Och, and sure it's myself will murther the heretic,

and I've got it ready. The hould relagions the holy

Vargin and saints ! '

"Standing back from the poker, I exclaimed, 'It's

myself that's got the old religion, and it's as old as

Adam.' I then proceeded to tell them what Almighty

God had said about the blessed virgin to the first man

and woman, and the beautiful meaning of the words,

' The seed of the woman shall bruise the serpent's head.'

From that time the hostile spirit in that house and

through the rookery was broken down, and after a year

I took the parlours of the house next door and adapted

them for a meeting-room. Opposition was borne down,
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and in that place of dense spiritual darkness many saw

the light of life.

" In the English part of the district even greater diffi

culties were met with, but He who is mighty to save

gave many proofs of His blessings one instance of which

I gladly place on record.

" About eight houses in a back street were inhabited

by vile and dangerous people. Several were kept by

drunken, bloated women, of depraved countenance, who

met my first efforts to visit with a volley of oaths and

curses. For a long time I could only speak at the doors

and windows with the women and the men known as

'sneaks and bullies.' One day I noticed a country-

looking servant girl, of healthy countenance, pass from

one house to another, and stopped to offer her a pictured

publication, and observed when giving it, ' I am sorry,

my poor girl, to see you here ; the curse of an angry

God is upon you, and an early grave before you ; look

to the Lord Jesus for mercy, and fly for your life.'

Little more could be said, as an enraged woman sprang

from the door and took her inside with her. During

several months I had but rare opportunities to speak

with the girl, and was pained to see that, like others,

she soon became thin, sallow, and ragged. One even

ing as I passed by, the woman who kept the house

accosted me thus :—' There's a girl in here, master, as

has got the fever. Oh, dear me, we shall all be dead

if we doesn't look out, as there is somebody dying in

every house.' This was true, as I then had twenty-eight

sick cases, many being down with fevers. I went with

the woman to the first floor back, and there, on a pallet

of rags, burning with fever, lay the country girl I had

spoken with. She rolled her head about at intervals,

-.
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crying out for her mother and for mercy. I spoke

soothingly to her, and asked for the mother's address,

which she would not give. Then in simple words I told

her of God's mercy in Jesus, and offered a short, earnest

prayer. In the morning I called and found her very

low, and at the request of the woman arranged her ad

mission to the infirmary. When the old men came with

the stretcher I stood outside, and walked with them

to the workhouse door, and as she was carried in, said

gently, ' There is mercy for you. Pray. The blood of

Jesus cleanseth from all sin.' Upon entering the district

next morning, I was told that the young woman had

died in the night, and with heavy heart commenced the

wearying work of visiting the fever-stricken people.

" Nine years had passed, and I still remained on the

district, when one evening a brother missionary called

upon me and said, ' I have been into Suffolk to address

meetings. After speaking in a large village, with the

rector in the chair, a woman followed me from the

schoolroom and inquired if there was a missionary in

the slums by Westminster? This led to a conversation,

in which she described you perfectly, but she did not

know your name. I told it her, when she inquired what

time I left the station, and promised to be there with

a letter for you, and here it is.' I hastily opened the

note, which was badly written, and was perplexed at

its contents. The writer thanked me for my goodness

in speaking to her in the street when she was first led

into the den, for visiting and praying with her when ill,

and going to the workhouse by her side, and added,

'When I got better I thought of your words, "There is

mercy for you," and prayed to the Saviour. I then

wrote and told my mother and father all my wickedness
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and they forgave me, and fetched me home. It was

long before I got well, and then I went to service ; but

now I live with my parents to comfort them in their

old age ! Thank you, sir, for your kindness. I should

not have been saved but for you.'

" This note led to a correspondence, which confirmed

my impression that the writer was the country girl I

had conducted to the infirmary, and that the report of

her death was a mistake, which, in times of general

illness in low places, is not uncommon. She is now a

confirmed Christian and affectionate child. To me the

incident is a crown of rejoicing, a rich reward for past

toil, and an assurance that the Word standeth sure,

' Forasmuch as ye know that your labour is not in vain

in the Lord.' "

Are families of the one room on the decrease or in

crease ? is a question of social and religious importance.

The Legislature has passed beneficial Acts dealing with

dilapidated properties, and securing health inspection,

with improved drainage and water supply. Companies

for improving the dwellings of the poor have been

formed, while Christian philanthropy has been earnest

and persistent in effort for the upraising of the people.

What, then, has been the result of these efforts ?

Great benefit to thousands. The improved morals

and health of many, with the formation and encourage

ment of habits of thrift, and, best of all, there are more

Christians among these very poor than there used to be.

In every neighbourhood a few have been gathered out

to serve the Lord, while in some there has been a

general moral and religious upraising. In proof of this,

we give a few facts gleaned from the reports of mis

sionaries specially appointed five years ago :—
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" My work here has the stamp of the Master upon

it," writes one whose district is in a West-end suburb.

"An old inhabitant said to me the other day, 'Your

visiting from room to room has woke the people up,

as they now care for their souls and their children.'

Many attend my meetings, and some have become

communicants. A great number of families when I

came lived in one room, but now there are not above

a hundred out of the six hundred and thirty under my

care."

"The houses on my district," writes a Bethnal Green

missionary, "are three and four storeys high, and in

each of them there are several one-room families, though

many occupy two or even three rooms. The reading

of the Scriptures, with earnest conversation in each

family, is attended with spiritual and temporal blessing

to many. I have easy access to the men, nearly all

of whom are employed in the two brewhouses and the

eight railway arches, in which the following trades are

carried on : 1 st, a horse infirmary, where many men

attend to sick horses, donkeys, and dogs ; 2nd, engineers ;

3rd, ladder and barrow maker ; 4th, contractor for old

bricks ; 5th, timber-yard ; 6th, contractor for old houses ;

7th, cab building ; 8th, cab painting. Silk weavers, boot

and shoe translators, with many who live in an unknown,

precarious way, make up the remainder of my people.

Among these I work and pray, leaving the result to our

faithful God, who, by me, has gathered a few souls into

the kingdom of His grace."

" The Bible-man of Kensal Green," for so the people

call him, informs us that a friendly policeman observed

to him, " I have been on duty in different parts of

London, and never knew a rougher lot than the eighty
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youths over seventeen you collect to your service for

young men ; " and adds, " These poor fellows have no

home attractions, as most of them live with their parents

and younger children in one room. Many of these

parents are, however, influenced to the right. For in

stance, a bricklayer's labourer, a well-known drunkard

and blasphemer, met me at his door. His abuse and

language were so awful that I turned away, and went

direct to my Mission-room, and there pleaded with God

for him. Soon after I met him in the street, and got

into friendly conversation. Upon another visit he was

at home, and asked me in. A more miserable place,

called by the sweet name of home, I never saw. No

furniture, with the exception of an old table and several

blocks of wood for seats. The wife and four children

had a starved, crushed appearance, being ragged and

shoeless. Standing with one knee upon a block of

wood, I made a bold attack upon him, plainly telling

him that the curse of the Almighty God abides upon

the wicked, and then of mercy free and abounding to

all who believe that Jesus lived and died for them. I

did not see him for a month after this, and then he came

up to me, and in rough language said, ' I have been

turning over what you said, master, and I oughtn't to

have cursed you.' This led to a very close conversation

about the sinner and the Saviour, and my urging upon

him at once to show desire for mercy and grace by

signing the pledge. Next day he came to my Mission-

room and signed, and from that time became a regular

attendant at each service. He conceived a great liking

for the Friday evening Bible-class, and gradually re

nounced all his old ways and companions. He has

given every proof of genuine conversion, and has joined
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a band of workers I have around me, who, having- found

the Saviour, strive to bring others to Him."

Another record before us concerns the people in the

far East—Mile End. "The district is a quarter of a

mile square, with six thousand souls. The houses, as

a rule, are small, containing four and six rooms. It is

daily becoming more crowded, as thousands of families

who are turned out of house and home by ' improve

ments ' crowd to this neighbourhood. The trades are

various, including waterside men, dock labourers, sugar

bakers, and draymen. The great body of the people

live in utter neglect of religion, and Sabbath-breaking

is common to all. To check this I preach out of doors

several times on the Sabbath, and at first met with

determined opposition. I have been covered from head

to foot with big-weed mud from the canal, have had

street refuse thrown at me, and have several times

had flour-bags broken over my clothes. Opposition has

been overcome, and now from two to three hundred

persons attend every service. Nearly all the shops

were open on Sundays,, but an increasing number are

now closed. One day I entered a general shop, and

offered the woman who was serving, a tract : ' A vile

habit reproved.' She looked at it, and said, 'I was just

giving way to a bad habit.' ' Surely you don't swear ? '

I inquired. ' Yes, I do,' she replied ; ' but I will read

your tract'

" This led to an acquaintance with the woman and

her husband, who in time became anxious about their

souls, as both of them had been Sunday-school children

and knew the right. Within a year they decided to

serve the Lord. Look at that house now. How striking

is the contrast ! Formerly the door was open on a
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Sabbath morning to admit every godless purchaser who

liked to enter. Now it rarely opens, and when it does

it is to allow the devout man, his wife and family, to

escape to the house of God."

To multitudes of the one-roomed people the mis

sionary is the only constant visitor in sickness, and there

is good hope that many are gathered from their homes

of suffering and poverty into the heavenly mansions. A

Clerkenwell missionary informs us that the name of his

district is taken from White Horse Alley, and that it

contains fifty-six families, only two of whom have more

than one room. An old man who lived in this alley

confessed that since his marriage, forty-five years ago,

he had not entered a place of worship. He was con

stantly visited, and was enabled to cast all his sins on

Jesus. Great was his joy when he realized that the

precious gift of God's salvation was for him. The

hymns he had learned at Sunday-school when a child

came back to his memory, and with faltering lips he

repeated them to his wife, to her great amazement, as

she had never heard him allude to them during their

long married life. Every now and then he paused to

raise his voice and cry, " Glory ! glory ; Hallelujah !

that such a sinner as I have been saved by the Lord

Jesus ! " and so triumphantly entered into the eternal

rest.
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'HE fair forest of Epping has a charm for

Londoners, certainly for those who are

hived together in the narrow streets, courts,

and passage-ways east of the city. To them

it is the ideal of rustic beauty and of

outdoor enjoyment. During the summer

months an unceasing flow of visitors pass

into its pleasant shades. Rows of vans crowded with

joyous Sunday-school children sing, shout, and clap

their hands as they approach the place of happy antici

pation, while working men and women as pedestrians,

and in rickety vehicles of odd construction, including

carts and barrows, enter the shady resort. Among

others, its choice and breezy spots are known to those

Christian workers of the city who share the sorrows and

the joys of its poor. These arrange many annual trips

to the forest, of residents in close and gloomy districts,

attendants at Bible-classes, mothers' and other meetings,

and thus it is that its leafy expanse, with grass-spread

and rugged ways, is in such favour with the people.

Knott's Green, a pleasant estate upon the borders of

the forest, is the residence of Mr. and Mrs. J. Gurney

Barclay. With them the devising of liberal things is a
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well-practised art, and the thought occurred to them

that it would be well to invite that body of self-denying

toilers who live for and with the poor—the 450 City

Missionaries—to spend their annual holiday in their

grounds. The invitation included the committee and

officers of the Society, with a company of their best

supporters.

The morning fixed upon, the 9th of July, opened with

dark cloud and rain, but as the men assembled at the

railway-station the sun burst forth and gave indication

of pleasant weather. Upon arriving at the Hoe Street

station it also became plain that the law of kindness

was to rule for that day, as several omnibuses and car

riages were provided for veterans or weak men, to

whom the walk of a mile and a half would be a discom

fort. As the long line of active men passed into the

park, they were heartily welcomed by Mr. and Mrs.

Gurney Barclay and their group of kindly children.

The order of the day was then given—freedom to roam

through the richly-stocked greenhouses and delightful

fernery, along the pathways with their embroidery of

flowers, and among the lawn-beds rich with floral

beauty, through the park under the verdant roof of

grand old trees, past the lake, along shady walks, on

ward to the verge of the forest itself.

These delights of walk and inspection were, however,

brought to a close soon after noon, when the sonorous

sound of a large gong called the wanderers to dinner.

Cheerful steps were the response, as forest air is ap

petising, and the mighty tent, with tables and seats

for nearly 500 persons, was soon filled. Bright was

every countenance as the fact was plain at first sight

that Bountiful Hall had gathered its guests for the day.
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Huge joints adorned the centres and ends of the tables,

while vegetables, pies, tarts, and flowers, filled every

space. Pyramids of bottles, containing diversified but

««intoxicating drinks, were free to all ; while each

diner had, by the graceful kindness of the hostess, been

decorated with a few choice flowers in his coat button

hole. Grace before and after meat was sung with

joyous gratitude to the Heavenly Father who has

blessed the earth with plenteousness and beauty.

After dinner, games. The cricketers had a fine mea

dow to themselves, while several parties played croquet

upon the lawn—certainly, as we thought, framing ex

temporary rules for themselves. The majority preferred

the delicious walks, music, and the sweets of Christian

converse.

Much, very much, had these men to talk about ; and

to those who know them well, it was pleasing to notice

how they grouped together. The three old men of the

Mission, each about eighty years of age, walk vigor

ously still, and show an undying interest in their work

as they compare notes. Two of them have been forty-

three years in the Mission, and were Christian friends

long before they entered. One has for thirty years

been missionary to the thieves of London, and has a

larger acquaintance with criminals than any other man.

In his records are the names of many brought to the

Saviour of the lost, and in the cupboard of his meeting-

room a collection of housebreaking and other thievish

instruments given up by those who have learnt " to steal

no more." His companion has for more than thirty

years visited the City Police. He is honoured by every

member of the force, and has been a messenger of

blessing to many. The friend who joins them is a
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veteran of veterans—the effective missionary to Chelsea

College, though in his eighty-fourth year.

But yonder is another group of five men, whose

united influence is great with men of many nations

of the earth. The one with foreign, guttural accent,

though he has never crossed the sea, devotes his life to

Asiatics residing in and visiting England, and he testi

fies of Jesus in sixteen Eastern tongues and dialects.

Others with him proclaim the Gospel in each European

tongue. But we cannot notice them all, and must pass

the visitors to the Sabbathless thousands upon our

noisy highways, the omnibus men ; and to the ignorant

thousands on our silent highways, the canals ; also

the men yonder who publish salvation in our streets

during the silence of the night-watches, and others who,

" in perils often," struggle in dens of vice, in gin-bars,

and resorts of the depraved, to rescue souls from the

perils of the death that is eternal.

The attraction for these is the concourse of sweet

sounds which spreads from under the shade of a gigan

tic forest-tree upon the lawn. A good brother who was

once in a military band, and who leads the singing at

the Mildmay Conference, has brought a curious instru

ment of his own there—a huge accordion on feet. He is

soon surrounded by a crowd of companions in mission-

bands, and heartily they unite in singing many sweet

songs of Zion. We gladly join with them, for well we

know that these voices raise tunes in very different

places in the hundreds of meeting-rooms established in

dense neighbourhoods of our city, where profanity and

sin abound.

But new interests are created as ladies and gentlemen

associated with Christian work arrive by every train.
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For them a sumptuous banquet is provided in the

dining-room, and tea in the drawing-rooms. They

soon mingle with the missionaries, and converse about

the glory of the Redeemer's kingdom, and the toils and

triumphs of soul-winning.

And thus the hours glided pleasantly away until the

gong announced tea, and then the tent became a scene

of pleasing interest. The cheering cup, with abundance

of tempting food, fruit, and flowers, covered the tables.

Seats were soon occupied, and the visitors stood

in groups in every unoccupied space. Then com

menced the charm of the tea-table—the social sound

of rattling cups and saucers, with the cheerful hum of

lively conversation. When all are satisfied, a sudden

pause takes place, followed by a ringing cheer, clapping

of hands, and other demonstrations of delight. The

cause of this is the approach of the generous host and

hostess (the latter drawn in a wheeled chair by one of

her stalwart sons) to the centre of the tent, with a group

of Mission friends and officers of the Society. A box

gave sufficient elevation to the speakers, and the speak

ing commenced.

Mr. Gurney Barclay, with smiling countenance, waited

a long time for silence, and then expressed the pleasure

he and his lady had derived from receiving their visitors

that day. It was the third time during fifteen years

that they had thus been favoured, and he hoped yet to

receive them again. He sympathised deeply with their

work, and was glad to think that he had for twenty-five

years been a member of committee. They had to work

under many trials and discouragements, but in the

aggregate much good was done through the Divine

blessing. Lord Shaftesbury was right in his statement
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that the city was more orderly, moral, and religious

through their efforts.

Mr. Joseph Hoare, the treasurer of the Mission, then

proposed a vote of thanks to Mr. and Mrs. Gurney

Barclay, and was received, as he always is, with a

demonstration of good feeling. Personally he is beloved

by the missionaries, and is honoured by them as repre

senting the government under whose wise and con

siderate direction they pursue their high calling with

such efficiency and comfort. His few wise, clear, and

earnest sentences show how familiar he is with the men

and their labours.

The Rev. J. Lunt, Vicar of the parish, then gave a

•short but practical address, as he had acquired experi

ence in mission-work among the working men of

Northampton and Birmingham.

The Rev. Thomas Scott, Rector of West Ham, de

livered a lively and encouraging speech, and was fol

lowed by Mr. Yousch, Secretary of the Berlin City

Mission. • The vote of thanks was then carried with

acclamation, which Mr. Gurney Barclay acknowledged

by renewed words of kindness. He observed that as

they had come to enjoy the fresh air, not speeches, it

would be well for them to spend the rest of the evening

in the park.

Again the fernery, greenhouses, and paths became

crowded, peaceful joyousness being expressed on every

countenance ; and as,

" Sunset shaded that garden fair,

The spirit of love fell everywhere."

As the party left the grounds, each City Missionary

was presented with a neat packet containing a copy of
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that invaluable little book, by a Scotch shepherd,

"Truth frae 'mang the Heather," together with a

packet of "The Starlight Temperance Tracts." The

retiring ranks of toilers in the great mission-field of

London soon crowded the narrow railway-station, being

followed in good time by carriages and other convey

ances with visitors and the aged men. While waiting

for the train, expressions of gratitude were general.

A happy and invigorating day had been spent. No

provision had been made to excite or deaden the

brain with intoxicants or tobacco. It was a day to be

reflected upon with pleasure by those whose life-aim is

preparation for, and the gathering of others to, that

garden of the Lord's planting where no flower can

wither, even to the paradise of our God.
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