

















Preface

O recount the history of even a very ordinary
individual would demand a much more extensive
volume than this, and CHARLES ALBERT SWAN

was no ordinary individual. He was one of the first of
that large company of men and women, who, embued
with a spirit of individual dependence upon God, have
gone preaching the Gospel throughout the world, with-
out any definite guarantee of financial support. He
left England for Africa in 1886, and entered into rest
in 1934, so .that he not only participated in the initial
stages of this great missionary movement, but took active
and prominent part in many phases of its subsequent
development until the present day.

Within this volume, therefore, will be found a tale of

heroic enterprise, of great hardships borne with forti-
tude, of

- Fruitful Christian Service in Two Continents,

and of spiritual miracles wrought. Lions will roar, snakes
will hiss, and evil hands dripping with blood will slay
innocent victims. But to the discerning reader there
will appear still other forms and shapes, the “assurance
of things hoped for, the proving of things not seen, for
therein the elders had witness borne to them.” Behind
the veil of “things which do appear” ‘'will be sensed the
hand of God,
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slaughtered tens of thousands of natives, but mission=
aries to enlighten and save these African peoples we
have not sent, save a mere handful here and there,
mostly along the coast line.”

Little had been done to follow up the work of the
great Livingstone, but the hand of God was -urging His
people forward,i and the first to obey the call—following
Arnot—was this young man from Sunderland.

Now this is not a biography. That is to say, it is not

an attempt to compress into the compass of a small book
the immensely varied experiences of one whose labours—
in two continents—cover a period of over half a century.
It is just a rough sketch of a forceful personality, out-
lined against a background of peculiar interest ; namely,
the growth of a missionary fellowship which now num-
bers nearly 1000 workers. -
" CHARLES ALBERT SWAN was born on November 21st,
1861. He did not have the advantage of being toughened
for the fray in a home of poverty, his father being an
alderman of the city, and in‘a good way of business as a
builder. But God had endowed him with a capacity
of endurance far above the average, and he was not to be
daunted by hardship nor seduced by ease. (During the
last years of his life he bought an easy chair, but he never.
sat in it ! ) ‘ |

After leaving school he and his bosom friend GARIBALDI
FowLEs “enjoyed life” together. But the superficiality
of worldly pleasures soon palled. He was maturing
rapidly, and took himself and most other things very
seriously. He realised that he was not cut out for office
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life, and was much inclined to go into the Army. When
nineteen yéars of age, he began to attend Bethesda Chapel,
in company with his friend. Under the faithful and
fearless ministry of the pastor, Mr. A. A. Rees, he was
convicted of sin, and led to faith in Christ. His decision
was to have far-reaching consequences, but it was taken
calmly and definitely, without any great ebullition of
feeling. For some time he did not say a word about it,
as a matter of fact, he found it exceedingly hard to
confess Christ ; but having made a great effort, he
disclosed to his friend, Garibaldi Fowles, what had
happened. It appears that the latter had also
been converted, and had resolved that -very day
to make a similar declaration. Both of them were de-
lighted, and immediately went off together to tell Mr.
Rees the joyful news, Swan adding with characteristic
definiteness that he wished to be baptised and become a
member of the congregation.

It was not long before his mind began to turn to the
need of distant lands, and, curiously enough, his first
thoughts were of working among the Eskimos. The
call of Africa, however, became insistent. News of
Arnot’s initial journey up from South Africa to the
Zambesi, and then out to the West Coast, had come
through fairly regularly, but after he had gone into the
interior from Bié, letters were more infrequent, and
finally ceased. There was a long silence, which caused
many to wonder if he were dead. It was at this juncture
that Swan came forward, and offered to go in search
“of him: The brethren felt that the hand of God was
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in it, and did all they could to hasten preparations for the
journey. - The young pioneer was given a great send-off
from Wear and Tyneside. HeNry DYER, the veteran
teacher gave a message of counsel, and more than one
remémbere‘d for years afterwards how he said : “Swans,
although . white in body, have black feet. So do not
forget your own black and sinful nature in dealing with
blacks.”

A halt of eight or nine weeks was made at Lisbon, in
order to pick up a smattering of the Portuguése language.
The voyage was slow but pleasant, and broken by an
agreeable surprise. . The boat had put in at Corunna, and
Swan was busy writing in his cabin, when he was startled
by hearing his name. Someone was asking if he was
on board, and, on investigating, he found his visitor to
be none other but Mr. GEORGE CHESTERMAN, whose
missionary 1ab0urs in North-West Spain are so well
known. For some time they' conversed and prayed
together, strengthening. each other in the Lord, until
the moment came 1o 'separate, when Mr. Chesterman
got into his-little boat and pulled for the shore.

Lisbon provided the first taste of hardship, the “be-
ginning. of tréubles,” as Swan said in a letter home.
He was obliged to reinain ‘three days in quarantine on
arrival, locked up with some_of his fellow-travellers in
a far from comfortable building, with bare floors, bare
walls, dirty-looking attendants, and beds of rock-like
hardness. “I would not utter one word of complaint,”
he writes, “as I have made up my mind to-suffer all
things, and endure all things for His sake.”






























“No THOROUGHFARE” 31

“Do you think that I am afraid of you,

or am a ghost that I have to come out under cover of
the darkness ?” After much talk, when some of them
were for turning out the missionaries once and for all,
the king closed the discussion by ordering that Dr.
Sanders and Swan should each bring a bale of cloth
within two days. This, of course, they refused to do,
and the king yelled after them : “You bring the bales or
clear out of my country at once.”

After three or four days had passed, the missionaries
thought that it would be better to try and effect a settle-
ment, and went down to see Chiponge. The head men
evidently expected a capitulation, and became frantic
with rage when they found that no cloth was forthcoming.
One of them, the official executioner, threatened to
shoot them, and came running at them with a thick
stick he had pulled from the fence. But three young
men interposed, and put him out of the enclosure.
Several of the older men, who were friendly, advised
the white men to get away from the village as quickly
as possible, which they did.

They decided that their best course was to go over
and see Senhor Silva Porto,

The Famous Portuguese Traveller and Colonist,

who had been instrumental in bringing Arnot into that
part of the country, and was very friendly. The trip
took them just over four hours, and they were much
encouraged by his optimistic view of the situation.

On returning next morning to Camundongo, they
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of the country began to change, tributary chiefs to the
great Msidi received them as friends, the people came
out with drums to welcome them, and food became
most plentiful.

Messengers met them bringing cheering news from
Arnot, and on December 16th, 1887, Swan pushed
.ahead of the caravan, knowing that his long quest had
reached its end, and

The Goal was in Sight.

Arnot had set out to meet his friends, but finding no
signs of the advancing caravan, began to wonder whether
they had taken a short cut to his “cottage,” and so
returned to await their arrival. The day previously he
had fixed up a bamboo pole as a flagstaff, with a tattered
Union Jack all ready for hoisting.

Suddenly three pistol shots rang out. Arnot jumped
up and ran to hoist the flag. But the line had got thick
and twisted with the heavy rains, and he only succeeded
in getting it half-way up the pole. Then, running down
the hill, he met Swan at some little distance from the
house. Stanley was ‘not more glad to meet Livingstone
than Swan to grasp the hand of his fellow-pioneer on that
memorable day. Their joy was too deep for words, and
so, there in the very heart of Africa, those two brave

servants of God joined hands, and together sang :

“Jesus shall reign where’er the sun

Doth his successive journeys -run ;

His Kingdom stretch from shore to shore,
Till moons shall wax and wane no more.”
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liness _of Msidi, but he did not underestimate the
dacgers of his position. He writes to a friend as follows :
* “Msidi I find to be a much superior man to most African
chiefs I have met. He shows us much kindness in his
own way, and has promised to build a large school and
meeting house in the midst of his village. But African
chiefs change like the weather. To-day they may be
all for you, and to-morrow they may be scheming to
cut your throat. So our trust is in God, and God only,
that He will keep the door open for His Word to enter
in and enlighten dark hearts. *

For a few weeks the three missionaries, Arnot, Swan,
and Faulkner, enjoyed the inestimable blessing of
Christian fellowship, communing together of the illimi-
table prospects of the task which confronted them,
while they hunted zebra, started a building, and opened
up a village school.

Arnot was sick at times, and the necessity of his early
return to England was very apparent. Before his de-
parture for the coast, the two younger men had already
caught a glimpse of the barbarism whose citadel they
were about to assail. The chief invited them down to see

A War Party March In.

The triumphant conqueror, returning after eight months’
raiding, was a woman named Citompa, one of Msidi’s
favourite wives. In point of fact the warriors did not
march, but approached their over-lord in a wild fan-
tastic dance, looking very fierce, with their whitened
faces, glaring eyes, and savage gestures. The celebrations
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The situation of their village gave them a fine view of a
range of mountains away to the westward, at the foot of
which were numerous and thickly populated villages.
To the east there stretched a wide plain, which was more
or less inundated during the rainy season. Close to their
house a field was cleared and planted with Irish potatoes.

Before Faulkner fell sick and became wholly unable
to take any active part in the many tasks that fall to a
pioneer’s lot, he had gathered some of the children for
daily lessons. Then Msidi sent down several orphans,
who occupied a small adjacent building. Two classes
were formed, and some of the youngsters made very
good progress indeed.

This Central African Orphanage,

like some of its more recent successors, provided some
thorny problems for its directors. But one of the
peculiar difficulties of that early attempt to reach the
children was the danger of their being regarded as slaves
of the white man. It made discipline rather lax at first.

Swan writes : “Mwepo, one of our little girls, has been
troubling us for some time about paying her sister a
visit, and to-day I felt I could refuse no longer, lest she
should run away. I am getting very much attached to
her, as she is about the most intelligent of the children
in our village, and I trust that our dear Lord will put it
into her heart to come back soon. I might have com-
pelled her to stay, but this would have been contrary to
our teaching—that all who come to live with us are no
longer slaves, but free.”
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though they were her own. Brethren are altogether
unfitted for this work, and I have had to take a very
decided stand, and refuse to take any more female
children in the village. The Lord save them from
travelling the same road of immorality and Sorrow that
most, if not all, these poor women go.”

The pioneers found that public meetings were not so
effectual as personal conversation. Their message was
‘received with much apparent interest, but the soil was
very thin, and the hard rock of age-long heathendom
offered a séemingly impenetrable resistance. When they
first visited Msidi upon their arrival, theéy found him
surrounded by his head-men. His greeting showed
genuine warmth, as he heartily shook them by the hand.
Swan seized the occasion, when the initial ceremonies
were over, to explain their mission. “We are come,”
he said, “to teach your people to read and write, and to
know the words of God. We have brought no words.
from any king. God is our King, and the day on which
we accepted Christ, His Son, He"put His love into our
hearts, and told us to go into all countries, and teach all
people His thoughts.” Msidi replied that he was glad
that they had come, and hoped that they would like his
country. The chief interpreted the missionary’s mes-
sage to those gathered around, saying that they had come
- as teachers from God to put them right, and give them
all the wisdom of books, and to heal all the sick people
in his country. “Yes,” he continued, “in a short time
there will be no more sick people here, for they have
brought lots of medicines ! ”
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would not accept it. They were told that if the meat
belonged to her, she ought to have come and sold it
herself, and, as the transaction was made fairly, that
was an end of it ; indeed, some of it was already cooked.
A little while afterwards, however, her ladyship
rushed into the missionaries’ house in a very undignified
manner, and demanded her meat. It was quite dusk
when she came, and Swan felt it his duty to take her by
the shoulders and turn her out. At this her indignation
knew no bounds, and her voice could be heard for a
_ mile away. She declared that she would not leave the
village. She was told that she could please herself about
that, but that she must sleep outside, and

The Hyenas would Soon be Around.

This latter hint had the desired effect, for she went off
at once, vowing she would return in the morning. To
prevent further annoyance, Swan went down to the
Chief, and told him all about his wife’s conduct. He
was furious, and yelled : “She is a disobedient creature—
she must pay with her ears, for I will have them cut off.”
It needed a lot of persuasion to prevent him from carrying
out his threat.

It was a matter of deep concern to the old chief that
the young missionary should live alone, without a wife,
and his periodical endeavours as matrimonial agent were
no small trial. He made a very generous offer only a
short while after Swan had arrived. They were talking
about the army of wives which Msidi himself possessed,
and through whom, scattered over the various villages,
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upon him than when Msidi ordered his executioners
to butcher some poor helpless creature for a slight or
imagined offence. “I turned from the disgusting sight
with an aching heart,” he says, after having seen two
men beaten to death with clubs by the chief’s execu-
tioners. “As they were doing their work,” he adds,
“they kept up a continuous yell, just as though they
delighted in it.”

Describing the pitiful condition of two men who had
been tied up on suspicion, he says, “They had been
fastened in a most cruel way. The right arm of one, from
the elbow to the wrist, was one continuous sore, the
very skin and flesh having been torn away with the
ropes, and it was swollen to fully twice its natural size.
I gave the poor fellow instructions what to-do with it.”

Another entry in his journal tells of

The Murder of a Slave-Woman’s Child.

“To-day my heart has been made sad by the cruelty of
these people. Ever since the departure of Brother
Arnot two Ovimbundu boys have been camped at the
bottom of our hill, and have been useful in bringing trees,
etc. One of them named Dioko married a slave of one
of Msidi’s wives—Kandimba.  Yesterday Kandimba
came to the camp and complained that her slave was not
doing sufficient work for her. In a rage she asked for
Dioko’s child, which was born three weeks ago. They
told her that a friend had taken it to a village a little
distance off. Kandimba went after the child and took
it from the woman who had charge of it, threatening to
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dash it against a stone; but instead of doing this, she
carried it off to her village. The mother followed, and
when she arrived Kandimba was rubbing something
into its mouth. The child was brought back to the
camp, but more dead than alive. This afternoon they
came for me to look at the child, but I saw at once that it
was dying, and about three o’clock it breathed its last.
The child was undoubtedly poisoned by Kandimba.
Surely this ought to be sufficient to draw out the sym-
pathy and prayers of mothers in favoured England on
behalf of the poor suffering Africans.”

Telling out the “Old Old Story.”



“And He hath said unto me, My grace is sufficient
for thee : for My power is made perfect in weak-
ness. Most gladly therefore will I rather glory in
my weaknesses, that the power of Christ may rest

upon me” (2 Cor. 12. 9).

CHAPTER 1V

Super-Stickability

T was just a year after Arnot’s departure that the first-
fruit of this sowing on virgin soil became apparent.
One of the boys in the orphanage told the missionary

that he was trusting in Jesus. Swan had long noticed
little changes in his ways, which indicated that the Lord
had been dealing with him. The boy was a slave of the
father of Suse (a young man who was led to Christ by
Arnot, and had accompanied him to Bié). This man—
the father—had since died, so that the lad became Suse’s
property. Swan writes : “If the lad proves to be really
converted, Suse on his return must receive him as
Philemon received Onesimus—not now as a bond-
servant, but above a bond-servant, as a brother beloved.”

The sense of Africa’s dire need lay heavy at times on

the heart of the pioneer. It saddened him that he could

do so little to meet it, and yet an unwavering assurance

of ultimate victory nerved him to meet the constant

pains and perils of his situation. No human aid was
60
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I then sought to prove in three ways that God loves them.
First, if He had not loved man He would never have
created him. Second, why did He send His Son into the
world ? Third, why does He send His sunshine and rain,
making the earth to bring forth her increase, and thus
supplying us all with food ? This silenced them, but it
is difficult to say if it convinced them.

At this point Swan’s journal gives a vivid picture of

The Daily Battle with the Powers of
Darkness

Mar. Tth, 1889. Last night, shortly after dark, two
messengers came running up from the chief, requesting
me to go at once, as he was very ill. When I arrived 1
found scores of his wives gathered together to show their
sympathy. He was suffering from a sharp attack of
fever, so I gave him a good dose of quinine ; after which,
he asked me to stay with him the night. A stranger sight,
I think, I have never seen. The chief lay sleeping in the
centre of a large house, and round about him sat his
head wives.

To the left sat a woman divining, who kept up a kind
of doleful song, to which all replied in a sort of chorus.
To the right sat the chief’s sons and his head men, and I
in their midst. All around were his slave wives. The
woman who was divining had her face and arms whited
with chalk, which she held in a small basket, and with
which she made all kinds of curious streaks on the black
faces and bodies of those present. Then she went to the
sleeping chief, and covered his body with it from head
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to foot, previous to which I had tied a wet handkerchief
around his head. There we sat, all in a half-dreamy state,
and in the light of the smouldering fire we presented a
curious spectacle indeed.

As I looked around, my heart went out to the poor
creatures—they knew nothing of the great God who
loves them, nor of the sympathising Jesus who died for
them—so while they were engaged with their enchant-
ments, I lifted up my soul in prayer to Him whom we
have learned to call Father.

Mar. 10th, 1889. Visited the chief, and was requested
to go and see a sick man. I found the man sitting outside
his hut, and by his side sat an old woman with

A Grass Rope Round her Neck,

whom I found, on inquiry, to be the “nhanga,” or the
person who had been charged with bewitching him.
If he should die, she will immediately be put to death.
Poor soul! How I long for the time to come when the
Word of God shall enter into their hearts and drive out
‘this darkness. I gave him what medicine I thought
might help him, earnestly praying that it might be blessed
to his restoration, and thus save both their lives. . . . Of
what great service would an experienced medical man
be in these parts! It would gain us a footing in the
country like nothing else.

Apl. Tth, 1889, About 4 p.m. yesterday a messenger
arrived in great haste, saying that the chief was on the
road to visit his white man. About twenty minutes
afterwards |
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follow on later. “We will never lack a plate of mush
and sauce,” he added, “so long as our cartridges hold
out, and the Lord blesses me with health.” He pro-
posed that one or two of the group might press on
without troubling to bring any goods other than what
were necessary for personal use.

It has been suggested that Swan was a virtual prisoner,
a kind of white slave to Msidi. This idea is completely
mistaken, though there is no doubt that the chief would
have raised serious obstacles had the missionary decided
to leave for the coast. The question of leaving tem-
porarily in order to help his fellow-workers with their
supposed transit difficulties did occur to Swan, but he
put it out of his mind, not from fear of Msidi, but
because he would not leave Faulkner alone with no one
to care for him. Nor did he feel free to abandon the
orphanage, and thus lose the children—to whom he had
been a father, and for whose conversion he had prayed
and laboured so earnestly.

However, the attempt to communicate with Arnot
proved a failure. The men bearing the letters lost their
way in the long grass on the second day out, and, after
wandering about for some time, discovered a village,
where they endeavoured to find shelter for the night.
It so happened that an elephant hunter belonging to
Msidi’s people had passed that way some time before,
and had plundered these villagers, who were only too
ready to take vengeance onthefirst Garenganze native they
encountered. The messengers pleaded that they were
in the white man’s employ. “Very well,” they were told,
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On one occasion some of the soldiers were discussing
in the chief’s presence whether it would be possible to
kill the white man, and the chief argued that it could not
be done because the missionary did not fear death.
They asked to be allowed to try, with the result that
Msidi invited some of them within his inner compound.
Swan was rather surprised to see them there, and was
still more startled when, raising their spears, they sud-
denly ran at him. It seemed, this time, as if the end had
come, but he knew that it would be fatal to show any
signs of fear, and a cry went up from his heart to God for
courage to meet his attackers calmly. As they ap-
proached close to him, although every nerve was tingling,
he managed to smile at them as though the whole affair
was some kind of joke. They stopped, and the chief
exclaimed with delight, “I told you that you couldn’t
do it.”

Swan’s journal during this period bears the words,
written large on the first page, “PERSEVERANCE OVER-
COMES DIFFICULTIES,” and if ever a man needed tough-
ness of character it was during those months of waiting
for help which delayed so long in arriving. Numbers
of captives were brought in by the war parties, mostly
women, and these were either retained as slaves, or
brutally killed. It was a deep grief to the young pioneer
that after three years of constant and faithful witness for
Christ, this cruel and wholesale shedding of human
blood continued unabated. Apparently the Devil was
triumphing. One day a young man, a friend of Arnot’s
boy Suse, having finished the awful work of executing
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anxious for his return, as the stranger was firing over
the camp. It proved to be Mr. Alfred Sharpe (afterwards
Sir Alfred Sharpe), a representative of the British South
African Company, whose main ‘object was to arrange
treaties with the various chiefs on behalf of the British
Government. Sharpe suggested to Swan that the old
chief should be got to put his mark on the treaty with-
out his being advised of the terms of it. This, naturally,
the missionary refused to do, and the sreaty was read over
to him in its entirety. Msidi would have none of it.
Although the firing over the camp had been explained
as done in his honour, his suspicions were aroused, and
he made it very clear to Sharpe that, while he was most
glad to have missionaries come to his country, he would
never give his consent to white traders coming to dig his
gold and copper. Little did he guess that the days of his
cruel reign were numbered and that thousands of miles
away in Europe, some worthy diplomats had already
decided that his country should be included within the
southern boundary of the Congo Free State.

Four days after the arrival of Sharpe, to the unspeak-
able joy of the two pioneers, Thompson, Lane, and
Crawford reached that lone outpost of the Beloved Strip,
now known as Bunkeya. “I find on inquiry,” says
Swan, “that to-day is the 11th of November, 1890, and
not the 9th.” They were given an enthusiastic welcome,
and lost no time in getting settled in.

They were eager to make a start with definite evan-
gelistic work, but the language difficulty was an all too
effective curb to their enthusiasm. They had a long



TREMENDOUS CHANGES TARE PLACE 81

discussion together as to the lines of future develop-
ment, and Swan laid before his brethren some conclusions
at which he had arrived during the lonely years of isola-
tion. He pointed out to them that the object in view was
to get souls converted and instructed by the quickest
possible means, so that they might carry the Message of
Life to their fellows. He therefore questioned the advisa-
bility of teaching the natives to read and write in their
own language exclusively. “It is my conviction,” he
said, “that if we taught English in English territory,
French in French territory and Portuguese in Portuguese
_ territory, it would be the much quicker way of gaining
the ends in view. He supported his propositions with a
number of reasons, the chief being :

Ist. It would be a great saving of time, for if the
missionary could once enable the native to get a mod-
erate knowledge of English, a world of literature would
be open to him at once, and the whole Bible ready to
put into his hands.

2nd. It would not only save time, but it would save
labour, and give the missionary a chance of spending
his strength in other ways. Think of the innumerable
dialects of Central Africa, and then consider what an in-
calculable amount of labour must be spent in translation.

3rd. Not only would it save time and labour, but
it would be of much greater benefit to the native. If
you teach him to read and write his own dialect, he is
unable to communicate with any but his own tribe.
But teach him English, and he can then communicate

with all who speak it.
6
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pletely wrecked and in-flames. With a shout to the boys
who had accompanied him, he dashed back at top speed.
Crash after crash shook the place, and it was evident that
whole barrels of powder were exploding. A terrible
sight awaited them. Dead and dying men were lying
where they had been flung bodily, and others were
groaning and writhing with the awful burns they had
received. The Commander’s riding ox was on its back,
kicking in agony in the midst of the debris. Lieut. Le
Marinel had escaped,. for he had moved away from the
danger zone on bidding farewell to Swan. Had they
remained conversing for another five minutes they would
both have been killed, for they were standing in front of
the very house which was blown to bits.

Swan helped to rescue the wounded, which was rather
a dangerous job, owing to the continual popping of
live cartridges. Twenty-one were in a serious con-
dition, and, during the days that followed, he endeavoured
to minister to their physical and spiritual needs. One
man, very much burned, whispered through swollen
lips, “If I go, good. IfI remain, good. I have only God—
one God! ” |

Negotiations, with Msidi, though difficult, were not so
trying as at first anticipated. Swan persuaded him,
finally, to allow the Belgians to build a station on the banks
of the Lufoi River, across the Lufira. Lieut. Le Marinel
was extremely grateful for such timely help, and offered
the services of his carriers to Swan, who had mentioned
his desire to return to England. He did not fail to give the
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the Africans increases the more I see and know of them.
Having embarked at Matadi, he made a safe voyage
to England, where he arrived on February 3rd, 1892,
after six years’ absence from his native land.
He utilised the opportunity afforded by

His First Furlough

to prepare a manual on the Luba language, and to tell
from his own rich experience the moving story of Africa’s
need. But the great event of this period of recuperation
was his marriage to Miss Mary H. Davies, of Bristol,
on September 14th, 1892. Three years previously she
had been a member of the famous group of twelve,
fruit of Arnot’s Macedonian cry, going forth to the dark
and evil recesses of an unknown Continent under the
compelling urge of the call of God. She travelled out in
company with the second party, whose tragic story has
been told elsewhere. Death and disaster laid a heavy
hand upon them: One of their number, Mr. Thos.
Morris, was a London business man who had laid aside
material prosperity and a flourishing mission work which
he conducted in one of the suburbs, in order to share in
this great venture. He fell sick soon after beginning the
long trek inland, and while still weak with fever, his tent
caught fire from a shower of sparks which blew over
from a burning shed. The excitement proved too much
for him; he had a relapse, and passed away, leaving his
broken-hearted widow with the care of four children.
It was decided that she should return to England, and
that Miss Davies should accompany her.
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to move away to other parts. This was due to the
Portuguese authorities having built their fort com-
paratively near to the station, and the whole district was
suffering from the overbearing conduct of the soldiers,
‘who bullied and thieved pretty much as they pleased.
“Where the people go, we must seek to follow,” said
Swan, and forthwith he set about exploring several
adjacent regions, which seemed to offer possibilities
for development.

He and Mrs. Swan made a reconnaissance up the
Quanza River, and found many villages, but a somewhat
scattered population. One of the chiefs named Lingonyi
gave them quite a cordial reception. On reaching his
village, they were about to pitch their tent under some
shady trees, on which they noticed were tied sundry
pieces of cloth and red blanket, when he sent down a
‘message to say they had unfortunately chosen the spot
where he worshipped the spirits! About 200 gathered
afterwards and gave good attention to the Gospel mes-
sage. Swan estimated that there were

1000 People within a Radius of Five Miles,

but did not consider this a large enough number to induce
him to come and settle. The outlying villages were not
easy to reach, and he had just returned from visiting
them, drenched to the skin in a storm of rain, when a
messenger ran in with letters from Kwanjulula. Among
them was one from Dr. Fisher, telling of the death of his
cousin, Joseph Lynn, due to a bite received from a mad
dog, which he had tried to strangle, as it invaded the
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village. He had been the storekeeper of the party,
duties which were now taken over by Fred. Lane. Dr.
Fisher added : “Miss Clark also passed away yesterday
morning.” Death was never far away from that noble
advance guard, and the wonder is not that so many were
taken, but rather, in view of the conditions, that the
majority survived.

They hastened back, but on reaching the Vikolo Ferry
their carriers refused to cross the Quanza, and deserted
them, throwing down their loads. Fortunately Swan
had taken his mule with him, and was able to push on
to the village of Cinyama, who had been his head man
when he went in to the Garenganze. It was a rough
journey, as will appear from the. following entry in his
journal:

“I followed the course of the Quanza for about four
hours as swiftly as my mule could carry me, and then
reached the Nkunji River, which is of considerable
width at that point. Near its junction with the Quanza
I could not cross with the mule, so having made it secure,
I managed to get across in a cockle-shell of a boat, and
walked to Cinyama’s village. The people all knew me,
and gave me a very enthusiastic reception. Cinyama,
however, and most of his young men had gone off to
Bi¢, and only two and a boy remained. These readily
consented to accompany me.” They reached a village
called Ombala, tired out, and promised to come on next
day to the Vikolo Ferry, where Mrs. Swan was guarding
the loads. Mr. Swan resolved to try and push on and
reach her that night. The moon, however, was so over-
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shadowed with clouds that he had great difficulty in
finding the way.

He continues the story : “Many times I had to get down
and feel for the prints of the mule’s hoofs to know that
I was on the right road. On I stumbled through bogs
and streams until about 8 p.m., when I heard voices,
which came from a little village.

“The Inhabitants were all Drunk,

but a few offered to guide their strange visitor to the
next village, where others helped me along a little way.
After this manner I reached the Vimbowe stream, into
which the mule plunged, but out of which it failed to
extricate itself ; at least on the side that I wished. So I
was compelled to return some distance' and ask the
drunken natives for a house. Not one was forthcoming,
so I entered an unmudded one, and, begging a fire, lay
down to spend the night in my damp clothes. It re-
minded me of many a rough night I had spent on the road
in the Garenganze. The next morning at five I started
again and reached the Vikolo Ferry about seven, where
Mrs. Swan was anxiously awaiting me. ”

A few days later, in company with Dr. Fisher, he was
busy spying out the land in another direction. Their
visit to two clusters of villages, about eight or nine miles
from Kwanjulula, led Swan to decide to build a hut
in one of them, known as Chilonda. “We will probably
stay there,” he says, “till replies to our letters home
reach us.” He little knew then that this was to be the

7
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centre of his many years of subsequent service for Christ
in Africa.

On April 6th, 1893, he and Mrs. Swan moved over
and occupied a hut built for them by the natives. They
commenced meetings at once, and began erecting two
native houses. He writes: “We are somewhat dis-
appointed in finding that goats and fowls are very
scarce round this district. They ask four yards each for
the latter, and 16 to 24 yards for the former. When one
considers that in the Garenganze fowls were bought
at the rate of 4, 5, or 6 for two yards, and goats at 4 to 6
yards each, it is evident that there is a great difference
in living here and living there. ”

The head-men of the district did not take too kindly
to all these innovations, and for some time did all
they could to prevent the folks in the villages from
attending the meetings.” However, one Sunday, quite
spontaneously,

A Party of Thirty of Them Turned Up,
and requested that they might hear the “Words of
Jesus.” The Lord gave signal help in the preaching, and
at the close several exclaimed : “Are these the words we
were afraid to listen to? Why, we have heard nothing
but good.” The result of that gathering was to streng-
then a deep conviction in the missionary’s soul that God
had a work for him to do in that place. He longed to
see some definite result from the testimony. Six months
had passed since their arrival. Out of all the thousands
who had already heard the news of salvation, not one

had as yet turned to Christ.
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standing their continual pleading with God, and untiring
Gospel testimony, no sign of changing lives and broken
chains of sin had yet been given them. When a man has
been accustomed to sow the seed in cultivated fields, he
is often taken aback at the length of time needed to clear
the jungle lands of heathendom for the Seed of the King-
dom. As years go by, and no fruit is seen, he finds it
increasingly necessary to lay hold upon the unfailing
promises of God, lest he should admit the paralysing
thought that the people are no better than animals, and
incapable of responding to the Gospel.
In Bié, however,

The Long Trial of Faith and Patience

was almost at an end, and ten months after Mr. and Mrs.
Swan had initiated their work at Chilonda, they had the
joy of baptising their first convert. It was the Lord’s
doing, and marvellous in their eyes. Sanji, the young
man on whom the hand of Redeeming Love was laid,
had been one of the caravan which accompanied Arnot
when he went inland to establish work in the Lovale
country with Bird, Schindler, and Miss Gilchrist.
Smallpox broke out on their arrival, and as Sanji lay in
an isolation camp at Na-Kandundu (Cavungu), the
kindness of the white folk made a deep impression upon
him. On recovering, the natives were reminded of the
goodness of God in raising them up again, and he never
forgot some conversations which Miss Gilchrist had with
him, and her earnestness in seeking to win him for
Christ. It was at that time that he became convinced of
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the folly of charms and fetishes, and forthwith stripped
his body and neck of them all. Returning to Bié, he
obtained employment with the missionaries, much against
the advice of his family, who were anxious that he should
get away to the coast, out of the reach of

“The Words which Cause Fear.”

His elder brother wanted to know why he would not
leave. What was ithe coveted? Was it the white man’s
cloth? Then, throwing down a bale of cloth, “If it is
cloth you want, help yourself out of that.” Sanji stood
firm, and replied boldly : “No, I love the Ovindele, and
the words they teach me.”

Dick brought him over to Chilonda one day, and Swan
engaged him for work about the station. It was evident
from his delight in the Word of God, and his readiness
to convince others of the truths he had learned, that a
work of grace had been wrought in his soul, but he was
not pressed to a premature confession of faith. Spon-
taneously he came forward, a red-letter day in the history
of the Gospel in Bié, and asked to be baptised. “I have
accepted the words of Jesus,” he declared, “and I cannot
return to my evil ways, or believe in our diviners, for
they never could tell us where we would go when we die.
I want to stay with you, and go where you go, but even
if I return to our village, I cannot change again, for the
words of God are in my heart.”

The day was fixed for the baptism, and shortly after
noon, the little group of pioneers made their way to the
river, singing as they went for very joy, and accom-
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panied by about 150 people, who had come to witness the
first baptism in those parts.

Two months later, encouraged by Sanji’s happy and
glowing witness for his Lord, no less than six of the
natives at Chilonda professed to be saved, and five gave
public testimony before strangers. Swan comments
that “this comes as a great rebuke to our doubts and
fears, for though we have long and earnestly prayed that
the Lord would bring this about, we were not a little
surprised when it happened.”

“Thy children shall be like olive plants round about
thy table,” says the Psalmist. And now, in addition to
these sons in the faith, there came the added joy of a
bright and thriving baby boy, to whom the name of
Reginald was given. When he reached the age of 10%
months, however, the shadow of

Their First Great Sorrow

fell upon the young pioneer couple, for the little one,
their first-born, was taken.

“How shall I tell of what happened to-day ?” writes
the stricken father. “Our hearts are ready to break with
sorrow, for the Lord has taken dear, bright little Reggie
to be with Himself. . . . As we, with full hearts sat over
him, Mrs. Swan holding one cold little hand and I the
other, he opened his eyes wide, . . . they were lit up with
a light not of earth, and smiling, his spirit passed into
the presence of His Saviour.”

In this time of their sorrow, Sanji was a comfort and
consolation to the bereaved missionaries. Before the
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be in the thick of the struggle. Some of the homely
details in the letters they received also helped to augment
their longings to return, as when Fred Lane wrote to
say that the walls of their house were cracking rather
badly, owing to the invasion of white ants.

They attended a watch-night service as the day of the
nineteenth century closed, and with the dawning of the
New Year there came the message : “If there be first a
willing mind, it is accepted according to that a man hath,
and not according to that he hath not.” As Swan saw it
that night, the words were applicable not only to one’s
substance, but to the giving of one’s labour and life.
“If we serve Him according to the gifts we possess,” he
said, “He will expect no more, but

He Does Expect that Much.”

It is not surprising that April 1st, 1900 saw them all
on board the Awngola, en route for Benguella. The
railway had not yet been constructed to ease the journey
inland, and though' the narrow caravan route to the
uplands was familiar enough, the taking of a family of
young children on the long, trying trek to Bié was no
small responsibility. They were accompanied by two
missionary friends. The following record speaks for
itself :

May 12th. Volosinja. Very hard day. Mr. L. with
temperature of 105 degrees.

13th. Ocikukulu.

14¢th. Ocisanje. I had fever. Gordon had fever, and
three attacks of convulsions.
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She lay down, and soon afterwards died.

I have thus lost one of the quietest and most valuable
animals that I have seen in Africa. Miss A. fever.

29¢h. Utalamo. Miss A. fever and very weak.

30th. Bailundu (American Mission Station). Re-
ceived usual kindness from friends here.

A few months after his arrival Swan spent some eight
‘weeks exploring the possibilities of a shorter route for
wagons, with a view to greater facility in obtaining
supplies. It enabled him to see something of districts
that had not yet been reached with the Gospel. He was
amazed to find, however, that the population had shrunk-
to an extraordinary extent, and in consequence over
-many tracts of the journey he had no small difficulty
- in obtaining food. On his return he found it difficult to
shake off the impression created in his mind by the
memory of the deserted villages he encountered every-
where. He says: “All along the roads the natives have
been driven away, and it is very difficult to buy food.
On asking the reason, one always gets the same answer :
““The white man and his soldiers have driven the people
away.” The whites bring their accursed rum, drunken-
ness and crime follow, soldiers come to punish, and
the people flee.”

The only remedy for these tragic evils was to push on
with the work of evangelisation, so that those who were
being so

Shamelessly Exploited
might find not only their soul’s salvation, but the true
source of spiritual strength and moral fibre. At the same
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time the missionaries sought to protect those near them
from oppression, though their scope in this respect was
necessarily limited.

Swan’s lad, Sakanjimba, went one day t » his village to
seek food, and the boy’s mother said he 1 ght go to her
field and get some corn. There he founu that thieves
had been busy, and stolen a large quantity. Looking
around, he discovered a handkerchief, which he recog-
nised by the pattern as belonging to one of the slaves of
a Portuguese named Teixeira. Happening to meet some
of them on the road, he warned them that they would
get into trouble if they did any more corn robbing.

Early the next morning, Sakanjimba’s father heard
a noise outside his house, and, coming out, he found
Teixeira there. The latter, boiling with rage, began to
beat the native unmercifully with a stick, and when
Sakanjimba’s mother appeared, he kicked her so fiercely
that she was badly wounded on the leg. Then he, with
his slaves, bound the father and carried him off, making
all kinds of threats. The people were terrified, and sent

A Load of Rubber and a Goat to Redeem the
Father,

and he was set at liberty.

In the afternoon, however, Teixeira sent the load of
rubber back, and said they must give him a slave. Not
content with this, he began to bully the chief of the
district, demanding a sheep and a pig. - As these were not
forthcoming, he threatened to tie up the chief. The
people thought it was time to seek the missionary’s aid,

8
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and came and fetched Swan, who went across to see what
could be done. He found Teixeira quite drunk, and
acting like a madman, so Swan told him that he would
take the matter to the “fort.” The next day Swan and
Lammond went over to the Captain, who promised to
compel him to return all he had taken from the naives,
and requested Swan to see that he did so.

Little wonder that the whites were so feared, for unless
a missionary could support them (and not always then)
the word of the blacks went for nothing. Often villages
were plundered, and the inhabitants were imprisoned for
purely concocted crimes.

The power of the Gospel in Bié was now a factor to be
reckoned with. Swan and his colleagues laboured un-
ceasingly on their stations and in the surrounding vil-
lages, preaching, teaching, building, counselling, and
watching over the flock. There was a steady inflow of
converts. The young men went everywhere preaching
the Word. Out-station buildings were erected, and the

work prospered.
But there were vast regions to which that Word had

not yet penetrated, and in these the flame of revolt began
to spread. A considerable amount of arms and ammuni-
tion had been secured by the natives, and soon there
were war camps throughout the country, nearly all the
way to the coast.

“Death to the Whites,”

was the cry on all sides. Every Portuguese was to be
killed, sparing only the English and American mis-
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continent, and the job had been well done. Is it sur-

prising that his Master should have given him a similar

task in another continent, even though the uprooting was

painful and exceedingly perplexing for a time.
Furthermore,

The New Sphere of Labour in Portugal

was not entirely disassociated from Africa, for in those
days it was necessary to change boats in Lisbon when
coming to and from Angola. Swan felt that he could be
of real help to his brethren as they passed through the
Portuguese capital. He may also have realised, in-
stinctively, that the furtherance of the Kingdom of Christ
in the Motherland would have no small influence upon
its progress in the Colony; an important factor which
few even to-day fully grasp.

Portugal was completely dominated by priestcraft and
superstition. Although England’s oldest ally, there had
been an inexplicable lack of exercise on the part of God’s
people as to her spiritual need. In all the other Latin
countries active missionary work had been going on for
years. Both Italy and Spain had experienced a season
of great evangelical activity and blessing. Stirred up by
Robert Chapman’s visits, more than twenty workers
and their wives had gone out to the latter country,
some of whom had been labouring there for over 30
years, when Swan decided to pitch his tent in the neigh-
bouring kingdom.

On Nov. 12th, 1904, the new venture is thus registered:
“After much prayer and waiting upon God, the way is
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made clear for me to go to Portugal. So I said good-bye
to my darling wife and children, and left Swansea in the
Tagus about 8 p.m.”

He landed in Oporto, where the Methodists and the
Lusitanian Church (linked with the Anglicans) were
carrying on a virile work. His plan was

To Reconnoitre the Countiry

from North to South, travelling from place to place on
a bicycle. He noticed in one of the processions an
elderly dlack woman, who walked behind the image
with a large cross hanging from her neck, a sponge,
spear, and hammer being attached, and a lighted candle
carried in her hand completing the equipment. “Is she
less superstitious than when she was in Africa?” he
asked himself.

Later, on arrival in Lisbon, he turned in with a great
multitude who were thronging one of the churches, and
had another glimpse of Christianised idolatry. He writes:

“I think it is one of the saddest sights I have seen in
this country. People of all ages and all grades of society
were going in and out. Numbers of them got down on
their knees just within the door, walking thus to the far
end of the building, and up the stairs to where the image
is placed—a figure of Christ wearing a crown of thorns,
with the cross on His shoulder, stumbling in weakness.
Before leaving, the worshippers went to another image
representing the dead Christ, which was covered with a
mantle, so that nothing but the feet were exposed, and
with difficulty pushing their heads through the opening,
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~ they kissed the feet. There were mothers with their
grown-up daughters, and others with boys and girls, who
were taught to do as their elders were doing. Oh, God,

is this not as bad as any of the perverted worship I have
seen in Africa?”

Being confirmed in his purpose to
Devote Himself to the Portuguese,

he returned for Mrs. Swan and the children, and a house
was obtained on the outskirts of Lisbon, at a place called
Bemfica. They were joined by Robert MacGregor, who,
while learning the language, obtained employment in a
firm of engineers, but later, as the work grew, devoted
his whole time to the ministry of the Word. Swan found
him an invaluable helper, and he was used of God to the
blessing of many. It was with universal regret that he
was obliged to return to Scotland in 1912, on account of
ill-health.

The difficulties in making a start seemed insuperable.
Advertisements were inserted in the papers for a room
or hall in which to have meetings, but without result.
Had they been in Africa, they would have commenced
right away with open-air preaching, but such a thing was
strictly prohibited by law in their new surroundings.
Swan gathered his family every morning, and opening
the windows, read aloud in English and Portuguese, and
all joined in singing hymns. It was inevitable that

These Strange Foreigners

should attract curiosity, and their little servant girl was
soon interrogated as to what kind of folk they were, and
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what were their beliefs. Several of the neighbours opened
their doors and windows in order to get a better hearing,
A message was sent to one of them saying that if she
could get a few friends to come with her, a meeting would
be arranged, and so eight women and two boys presented
themselves. They promised to come again and bring
others, Swan rejoicing that the little seed of testimony
had at last begun to sprout. “We are greatly encouraged,”
he declares, “For months, in fact ever since we came,
we have been praying, and, in every way we knew, trying
to start something like definite Gospel work, but, being
unable to secure a suitable room, and thinking that all
around were indifferent to spiritual things, we were ready
to magnify the difficulties of work in a land like this. But
how easy it is when the Lord begins to open the door.
Who ever dreamt of the request for meetings coming from
the people themselves ! “This is the Lord’s doing, and it
is marvellous in our eyes.”

At the close of this little meeting a letter arrived from
England, saying that they might count on a certain
brother for £100 towards a hall, if they thought of opening
one. Although they still could find no suitable opening
in the city itself, they managed to rent a little place in the
neighbouring district of Porcalhota, discovering after-
wards, that a Christian woman had been praying that
the Word of Life might be preached there.

Occasionally Swan would venture farther afield, visit-
ing towns and villages with tracts, usually in the company
of some other worker. On one occasion he accompanied
a Bible Society’s colporteur, putting up at the rough and
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often dirty hostelries, and eating the native food, so as to
be able to appreciate the hardships that these brave men
had to undergo. He was deeply impressed with the fact
that, were it not for the colportage work, the greater part
of the country would have been without any testimony
for Christ.

On one occasion,

In the Wilds of the Country,
he discovered a group of over a dozen men and women,
who seemed to be true followers of the Lord Jesus. He
describes his visit as follows:

“Some obscure servant of the Lord had passed that
way, and had advised them to buy Bibles and Hymn
Books. They did so, and the reading of the Word alone
has produced this blessed result. They were delighted
to see us, and after feeding us on coarse meal bread, hot
from the oven, and olives, we had an interesting time over
the Scriptures, seeking to help them in the difficulties
they had met with in their reading. Some who cannot
read have been converted through what they have heard
from others. One of their number, named Ventura,
seems a most decided Christian, and he evidently knows
what it means to walk with God. The testimony of one
who had learned the Truth from him, was that “all his
conversation was about Christ.” The singing was the
most extraordinary thing I had ever heard, for though
accustomed to sing, they had absolutely no idea of tunes,
and every one sang as seemed most to his fancy. Noise
was the important factor, and at the close of each hymn
they would say, “That’s very good.’”
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More than once
Swan was Arrested,

and, in the south of the country where anti-religious
feeling ran high, a howling mob followed him and his
companions to the railway station, pelting them with
mud and stones, which fortunately did no serious harm.

On other occasions crowds would gather and listen to
the Word with tears streaming from their eyes. The
simple country-folk enjoyed the preaching, prayers, and
hymns, which, being in their own tongue and not in
Latin, made the things of God very real to them. They
begged the messenger of the Gospel to return to them—
how could they understand without regular instruction ?
After a journey through places where the light was just
beginning to dawn, and, where, in one village, hundreds
turned out to bid the preacher farewell, Swan cries out :
“Where are the workers ready to enter in and occupy
this land for the Lord? ® (It should be remarked,
however, that in the neighbouring hamlet they were
not so welcome.) He writes : “After we had left, the
house was attacked late at night by a mob who

Threw Stones and Filth at the Door.

They went away for a time, but presently our friends
heard them coming up the road again, declaring that
they intended to do for the Protestants this time. The
colporteur and his wife retired to a shed in the adjoining
pine forest, and passed the night there. The mob,
finding the house deserted, eventually dispersed.”
Some three years later, in 1910, these doors of oppor-
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tunity were suddenly flung wide open, the power of Rome
was crippled, and Portugal became as a field ploughed
and ready for the sowing. Little did the brave group
of workers imagine the great changes which were about
to take place. Swan’s policy was to establish a strong
base of operations in Lisbon, whence it might be possible
to strike out into the unevangelised provinces.

After many endeavours he succeeded in obtaining a
hall for preaching in the very heart of the capital, situated
on an eminence overlooking the River Tagus, which
bore the name of Santa Catarina Hill. The building
had been erected by a Portuguese Christian 23 years
previously, the ground floor being set aside as a meeting
place for believers. For many years it was used as a kind
of Young Men’s Christian Association, and then for a
short time fell into the hands of ungodly men, who
turned it into a gambling den. This was raided and shut
‘down, the opportunity thus being given to “convert”
it to its original use.

The cleansing it required was not only of a moral
order. Swan used to say that the biggest congregation
he had ever had was the one he found on his first entering
the hall—

It was Overrun with Swarms of Fleas !

The opening meeting took place on August 25th,
1907, and since that day, through God’s grace, the lamp
of testimony has never failed from this “lighthouse on
Santa Catarina Hill.” The Spirit of God brooded over
those early meetings. Within ten weeks eleven souls
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had taken a bold and definite stand for Christ. The
first to be converted was Henrique Carlos Tavares, a
veritable miracle of the saving power of Christ. He
was employed in the same office as Robert Macgregor,
Swan’s fellow-worker, and, when first approached by the
former, ridiculed even the idea of God. The young
Scotsman was not easily discouraged, and induced him
to read several tracts, though for months he could not
get him to attend at a Gospel service. Afterwards he
told of how “Macgregor invited me to his room to hear
him play the violin. I do not remember very well
having heard the violin, but I do remember finding
myself on my lwmees to pray, away up in his fourth-
floor flat.”

He was on fire for God. Within a few days of his’
conversion he prayed with deep earnestness and wonder-
ful intelligence at the close of the service. His gift to
minister the Word soon developed, and later he became
the Superintendent of the Sunday School.

Those were halcyon days. Seven months after the
beginning of the work, the first baptism took place,
and ten sat down together to remember the Lord in the
- “breaking of bread.” The converts were full of zeal and
love for their Lord, and it was a joy to see their manifest
progress. ‘

Meanwhile national affairs were slowly moving to a
climax. Jodo Franco, the Prime Minister, had been
exercising the power of a Dictator, and his reactionary
Government had aroused deep and widespread discontent
among the people. On February 1st, 1908, the King—
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Don Carlos, the Queen, and their two sons, were being
driven through the city after a visit to the country, when
men armed with carbines fired upon them.

The King and Crown Prince were Killed,

the younger son was slightly wounded in the arm, and
the Queen happily escaped. Franco’s ministry fell at
once, and for a time the revolutionary spirit seemed to
be dispelled.

~ Beneath the surface, however, the Republican move-
ment was growing steadily, and permeating all classes.
Swan noticed many signs of the approaching storm.
Once when conducting a funeral in the cemetery where
the regicides were buried, he found that beautiful
. wreaths of fresh flowers had been placed on each grave,
and to every one was attached a card on which was
written in a large bold hand : “Sleep, hero! We are
on the alert.”

Before the final conflagration took place, the Lord
called His servant to undertake the task of tremendous
responsibility, but one for which he was highly qualified.
The Master’s plans are perfectly timed. In spite of his
earnest desire to begin work in Lisbon, Swan was only
able to arrange a suitable place for preaching after he
had concluded his preparatory period of language study,
and had obtained an intimate acquaintance with the
people. Then, following a year’s joyful labour in
laying the foundations of the Church at Santa Catarina,
the call came to visit Africa in the cause of her enslaved
children. It was a job after his own heart,
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The Slaves of San Tome.

For several years he had been in touch with Mr.
Cadbury, the cocoa manufacturer, who was convinced
that the plantations in San Tomé were being carried on
by slave labour, and who urged Swan to co-operate with
him in dealing with this wicked traffic. All the principal
users were ready to protest to the Portuguese authorities,
and to demand that the evil be abolished, failing which
. they would obtain their supplies elsewhere. Nothing
very definite was accomplished, however, owing to the
lack of reliable information. In July, 1908, Mr. Cadbury
wrote asking Swan if he would like to visit Africa,
and gather details as to the manner in which labourers
were being procured for the cocoa plantations in the
islands of S. Tomé and Principe. After much prayer
and consultation with friends in the homelands, he
decided to set out, and the following comments are to
be found in his journal :

“It seems to me that this is of the Lord, making it
possible for me to visit once more the scene of many
years’ labour, and giving me an opportunity of service
among both Portuguese and natives. I pray that I may
be able to gather much information that will help to-
wards putting an end to the

Inhuman Traffic in Hluman Beings

which Portugal seems determined not to give up till
forced. My dear wife, writing from Ericeira (where she
had gone for a rest), says It is good to get such a
confidential and detailed letter from Mr. Cadbury,
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and I will not be the one to stand in your way, if you
feel called to go to Angola. My early morning text
strikes me as being both remarkable and appropriate
to the case: “Of all your gifts ye shall offer the best.”
God Himself has set us the example of this, for “having
yet one Son, His well-beloved, He sent Him.” Swan
adds: “God has thus brought us to see eye to eye in the
matter, and although it will cost us both very much to
be separated, yet we feel that the sacrifice must be
joyfully made.”

Instructing Natives in the “Word of God”.
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of their own free will under a definite contract agree-
ment, everybody concerned knew that this was only a
little varnish to cover the ugly realities of the infamous
trade in human lives.

As Swan faced his task, he realised that he was fighting
a subtle and venomous foe, for he had had the temerity
to challenge the vested interest of rich white men,
whose luxuries depended upon the continuance of the
existing order. His own convictions are best expressed
in an extract from his book, “The Slavery of To-day. ”

“It is not a question,” he says, “as to whether the
slaves are treated well or not, for a man who treats his
horse badly is a fool, if he wants to get the greatest possible
amount of work out of him. Neither is it a question of
whether the black man should be made to work or not,
for all will agree that, if he will not work, he must be
made to do so. As civilisation advances, the black, as
well as others, reaps its advantages, and he must be made
to discharge its responsibilities, if he enjoys its privileges.
The question to be faced is: Has any man the right to
deprive another of his lLiberty, take him forcibly away
from his home, break up his family life, and either never
allow him to return, or put him into a position that he
cannot or does not desire to return ?

“Let no quarter be shown to those who roll in riches
at the expense of the blood of their fellowmen and
women. One of the sad effects of living on the coast,
or in the interior, is that the most humane, who are
indignant at what they see on their arrival, become
accustomed to their surroundings and the tale of human
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suffering. Even some missionaries are not so ready to
raise their voice in condemnation of a practice that would
overturn States, were it indulged in anywhere except in
Africa. The Englishman, proverbial for his sense of
justice, not only becomes accustomed to

The ‘Open Sore of Africa,’

but even advocates slavery as the best thing for the
African, ‘seeing he is so lazy and degraded.’”

One in our diplomatic service put forth this view.
This individual entirely forgot, or was ignorant of the fact
that we in the interior have zo difficulty to get the natives
to work for us, and this atfa much lower figure than any-
one else. And so far as their being degraded goes, théy
are degraded because the white man forces his vile rum
upon them, and the effects of strong drink we need not
go to Africa to see. The white man makes the negro a
brute, and then says he must be treated as such.

By far the greater number of “servigais,” that is,
“contracted” slave labourers, were exported to the
island of S. Tomé to work upon the plantations. What
puzzled Swan was that previous investigators had seen
so little of the slave caravans, shackles, etc., which were
the concomitants of this ever flowing stream. He felt
convinced that the slave drivers were using some un-
frequented path down to the coast, and careful in-
quiries led him to decide upon a somewhat out-of-the-
way route through the Nganda country.

Late one afternoon he made a start, but in the hurry
to get away he found he had forgotten to bring a single
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plate, and thus the old and familiar trials of African
travel were renewed.

A single day’s journey along the road which Swan
had chosen proved his conclusions to be more than
justified. After nine and a half hour’s trekking he
ordered his men to pitch camp for the evening meal,
and then, before lying down to sleep that night, he took
out his little black notebook (purchased years previously
in Glasgow for 1/3) and recorded the following impres=
sions :

“I have never in all my African experience, extending
over the past twenty-three years, seen, in any one day,
so many indications that

The Slave Trade Goes on Unabated.

Signs of the diabolical traffic were met with all along
the path—shackles, bleached bones, and the emaciated
body of a young lad who had been left to die that morn-
ing, as well as the slaves themselves in the caravans we
met. My men picked.up ninety-two shackles for legs,
arms, or neck, without leaving the path to look for them.
Thirteen of the shackles were found in oze camp. An-
other thing I would specially note is that most of these
shackles are comparatively new, and a great many of
them still contained the sap of the wood. Can any
proof be more definite that the trade is not a thing of the
past, as is so constantly affirmed. The sad mixture of
rum bottles, shackles, and bleaching bones was enough
to make one sick at heart.

“Some of the Christian natives travelling with me were
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themselves once engaged in the slave trade, and on the
principle of ‘set a thief to catch a thief,’ they spotted the
slaves carrying shackles, even when the shackles were
wrapped up in sacking.

One woman slave, whose little bundle was thus dis-
covered, said she was an Ochimbundu, but we could
not find out why she was being sold. Others were being
taken to Benguella, and the native in charge of them
showed me the letter he had received from the white
man who had sent them from up country. Two, a man
and a woman, were not only carrying shackles, but also
had ropes round their necks and legs. The man’s legs
were badly bruised, and blood was flowing freely.

“At the end of our long journey to-day, just before
reaching our camping ground, we discovered

The Naked Body of a Lad,

who could not have died before this morning. It lay not
a couple of yards from the path, in one of the little
circular huts such as the natives use in the dry season
when travelling. The expression of suffering on the
face, and the shackles for both hands and feet, as well as
the stick he used to help himself along to his unknown
future, made a picture too pathetic for any ordinary
individual to behold without feeling a sense of extreme
indignation. Who are the real culprits ? Are they not
“the men who, by their offers of cloth, guns, powder, and
rum, create such avarice in the hearts of the natives,
that they lose their natural affection, and often go the
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length of selling their own children and members of their
own families.

“I would a thousand times rather be the native slave-
trader at the Great Judgment Day, than the white
man who induces him to carry on his inhuman traffic
with such tempting offers of gain. The truly guilty
often go unpunished in these days, when dread of trouble
internationally leads nearly everybody to use diplomatic
language that cannot offend anybody. But on that Day
when things and people will be seen just as they are,
and not merely as they appear, the truly responsible will
receive their merited deserts.

“In speaking with the Portuguese one often finds
they try to justify their doings by saying they are simply
adopting native customs. As

Slavery and Polygamy

exist among the natives, they see no injustice in adopting
these practices. But slavery and polygamy among
natives are very different from what they are among the
whites; and, if they were not, is this not the way to
uncivilise the white, rathei than civilise the black?
“The domestic slavery, as I have seen it among the
tribes where the influence of the white trader, or his black
emissaries, has not been felt, is a very mild, and, one
might even go so far as to say, not undesirable state of
things. But when the trader appears, or his coloured
agents, then these poor creatures, who have happily
served their black masters and been treated almost as
equals with the children of the family, are sold to the
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harsh and cruel treatment of those who value a man
according to his strength, and a woman according to her
ability to bear children who will also become the slaves
of her owner, or according to her ability to satisfy her
owner’s lust.

“It would be amusing, were it not so sad, to hear the
whites insisting that one of the best ways to raise the
blacks is to take the black women for concubines and
produce a better race of beings, a race of nearer approach
to the white than to the.black. As a rule the pure black
is to be preferred a thousand times to the miserable
specimen of humanity—the mulatto—the child of lust
on the one hand, and of forced submission on the other. ”

During the succeeding days of the journey inland,

Caravan after Caravan of Slaves was Encountered,

and such a volume of damning evidence accumulated,
that no doubt could remain as to the true condition of
things.

It was a saddening task, but Swan was greatly cheered
and impressed with the increased spiritual intelligence
of the Christian natives travelling with him. It was no
small compensation to see how wonderfully God had
helped them to grow in grace and understanding. In
their first prayer meeting together around the camp fire,
he had been deeply touched by the affection they had
shown him. One of them told the Lord that they had
never dared hope to see their beloved teacher again, but
He had given them this wholly unexpected joy. “O
blessed Lord ! ” he prayed, “if it has given us such delight
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to see the one from whom we first heard the Gospel,
what will it be to behold Thee Thyself! ”

Swan was given a great welcome on arrival at his
former station, Chilonda, and he had to confess that it
“was like coming home.” The next day he stole away
to the spot of sacred memories, where, fourteen years
before, he and his newly-wedded wife had laid to rest
their first-born. As he stood reading the familiar in-
scription : “Reginald Tremere Swan. Taken to be with
Christ, October 1st, 1894. Aged 10} months,” Heaven
seemed very near. His heart was too full to restrain the
tears that fell. Yonder were the mounds which marked
the site of their first meeting room, and of the simple
dwelling they had built, when, at the beginning, they
brought the light of the Gospel to dark Chilonda.
Memories crowded in upon him as he lingered amidst
those surroundings. Memories of glorious times in the
Gospel, and of untold mercies from the hand of God. As
he lifted his eyes, and they rested upon the numerous
dwellings of the native Christians, and then, as he fell
to thinking of the amazing reception they had given
him, it seemed to him that.nothing could be better than
to end the fight and toil just there. He wanted to cry,
“Lord, now lettest Thou Thy servant depart in peace.”

He stood there for a long while. And there God
spoke to him. For a time

Africa held him in her Embrace

—held him as if she would not let him go. But the spell
passed, and like a man waking from a dream, he heard a
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still small voice which whispered : “But what about the
dear wife and children in Portugal and England ? What
about the need of sinners? What about the task that
awaits you away back there in Europe ? Responsive, he
cried : “Ah Lord, it were better that Thou shouldest
grant me yet many years of useful and loving service. ”

Indeed, there was much to be done. Everywhere he
went he found those who could add some tragic story of
cruelty and injustice to the long and terrible indictment
he was preparing. The record of those six months of
investigation is to be found in his book, “The Slavery
of To-day,” from which, owing to consideration of
space, only a few brief extracts can be given.

Not only did his investigations reveal the frightful
sufferings of the slaves, but they disclosed also the rapid
process of moral deterioration which was the direct result
of this evil among both white and black. He showed
that as long as the traders confined so much of their
attention to dealing in human beings, the resources of the
country would be left undeveloped. “One day,” he
said, “the Portuguese will come to acknowledge that
those who have struggled against the slave trade have
been the true benefactors, not only of the natives, but of
the colonists themselves. ”

Up to the time of

Swan’s Revelation of the Actual Condition
of Affairs,
the Portuguese authorities had maintained that all native
labourers, whether male or female, were engaged for a
term of years under a definite contract, into which they
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entered of their own free will. Nothing of the sort really
obtained, for they neither entered into their cruel bond-
age voluntarily, nor were they ever released from it unless
redeemed. And the only possible way for a native to
redeem a native from a white was by giving fwo, or the
price of two.

In one case which Swan investigated, a Portuguese
had the audacity to demand a substitute for a slave who
had died, on the plea that she had only worked for ten
years, and he did not consider he had had his money’s
worth. His servant went to the village whence she had
come, and proceeded to tie up a married woman and
her two little children. When the husband came along
he had to “redeem™ her by paying a woman and her baby
as substitute. These became the white man’s property
to continue the work the deceased slave left unfinished.

The missionaries were powerless to help the slaves,
even if they were being tortured or killed, for Swan
found that, with very few exceptions, the authorities
would take the part of the slave owners. In one station
they told him of a lad of about twelve years 0ld who
had been treated so cruelly that he tried to find a refuge
with the missionary. To have taken him in would have
involved a heavy fine, and very sadly they had to refuse
him admittance. He endeavoured to enter a native
village, but one of the men heartlessly took him back to
his master, who beat him so mercilessly that

He Lay Unconscious During a Whole Day.

Swan himself saw a child of about the same age, twelve

or thirteen, standing at the door of a trader’s house, with
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Scare a Slave Trader

in rather an amusing fashion. He recounts the story as
follows:

- “Yesterday my men reported a conversation they had
with a man who was taking a woman and her little daughter
to sell at Novo Redondo. I made a note of the principal
points of the conversation, so, when they came into camp
to-day, I asked him if it were true that he was going to
sell them. (The child is perhaps seven years of age.)
The man, evidently scared at my appearance, denied
that he had any such intention. I then told him he
should be careful not to say anything that did not agree
with what was in his heart. He laughed, so I said,
‘Listen.” And looking down into the finder of my
camera, I repeated the principal points of his conversa-
tion with the men. (But he did not know that they were
my men). With your lips you say you are not taking the
woman and child to sell them, but in your heart you have
decided to hand them over to the whites for the best
price they will give you. You charge the woman with
being a witch, and you say that the child will probably
become a witch also, so you think you had better sell
them both. They are very tired with the journey, and
the woman has asked you more than once to kill her
rather than hand her over to the whites. The little girl
is very brave, probably because she does not know
what it means to be a white man’s slave, and she has
pleaded with her mother not to be afraid, but to face her
fate bravely. Is not all this true ?’

“As I proceeded the man’s hand had gone up to his
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It was here at Novo Redondo, which is a port, that
Swan caught a glimpse of the slaves in

The Last Tragic Stage of their Journey

from the far interior to the island of S. Tomé. “I saw
one boat load of about thirty come on board,” he writes.
“It was a touching sight ; they were all huddled in the
bottom of the boat, like so many frightened rats, from
whom every avenue of escape has been cut off. The
boatmen kicked and pushed them when it was time to
climb the ladder. Many of the women had babies
clinging to their backs, but babies, if they live, become
cheap “servicais,” and, never having known what the
sweet word liberty means, probably cause their owners
less trouble,

“Though the officers of the steamer looked very
suspiciously at me for daring to take photos of the slaves,
I had not much difficulty. The few whites around, while
curiously listening to our conversation, did not under-
stand the language. One was a native from Bié, and
knew all the missionaries there. He had frequently
attended the meetings, and had been a carrier for one of
them. He had been handed to the white in payment of
some crime of a relative.

“There was nothing more to be done than to leave
them to their fate, as once more I turned away with a
heavy heart. Shall it continue to be said that ‘there is no
eye to pity, and no arm to save’ these poor suffering
fellow-creatures, whose only crime is that of colour and

environment. ”
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On April 11th, 1909, Swan arrived back in Lisbon,
and found his wife and family all well, the work having
grown and prospered in his absence, under the care of
Robert Macgregor.

His journey to Africa had far-reaching results. The
well authenticated details which he was able to supply
concerning the enslavement of the natives in Angola
gave the reformers what they needed. An influential

Anti-Slavery Organisation in England

took definite steps to secure better conditions for the
exploited negro. After the Portuguese Republic was
founded, a similar organisation was established in Lis-
bon, and Swan’s book, “The Slavery of To-day > found
its way into the hands of certain members of the Govern-
ment, who manifested every desire to deal drastically
with this cancerous evil. General Norton de Mattos
was appointed Governor-General of Angola, and under
his wise administration the welfare of the natives was
very much enhanced.

Later on, this able Republican statesman became the
Portuguese ambassador in L.ondon, and, in 1924, Mr.
Swan and another brother were given a very friendly recep-
tion by him, when various difficulties in regard to mis-
sionary work in the Colony were discussed. At this
meeting of ambassadors, those of the Kingdom of Heaven
fully demonstrated how great is the power that makes
for righteousness. It is well when the powers that be are
reminded of the true aims of the servant of Christ, and
Swan was altogether at his best on such an occasion.



“He changeth the times and the seasons: He
removeth kings, and setteth up kings : he giveth
wisdom unto the wise, and knowledge to them that
know understanding? (Daniel 2. 21).

CHAPTER X

Earthquake and Revolution and War

PON his return to Lisbon, Swan was greeted by a
severe and prolonged earthquake. The people
rushed out into the streets screaming, but happily

no damage was done. The Swan’s servant fainted, and
did not recover for some time. Cecil Swan said : I
will never be naughty again ;” little Eileen suggested :
“Shall we sing, ‘Safe in the Arms of Jesus’?” And
wee Douglas remarked, ¢ I like this very much” (referring
to the rocking of his chair).

“Coming events cast their shadows before.” This
earth tremor was the precursor of a very much greater
political upheaval. The whole atmosphere of Portu-
guese life was tense with unrest, and nearly everybody
sensed the

Approach of a Great Eruption.

Dissatisfaction with the Government and with the
reactionary influences of the Romanists spread from

month to month. And finally the crash came.
10 145
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priests. We passengers had to lie flat to keep clear of the
bullets. Some of the religious institutions are real
arsenals, and many of their former inmates are being sent
out of the country.

“Oct. 9th. The Marines, in the work of examining
houses for arms, etc., called in at the Hall when the
meeting was going on. When they heard that it was a
Protestant meeting, they said they would not bother to
enter, for had the rebellion failed, “you would have been
the first to be strung up by the Jesuits.”

“Oct. 12th. The Secretary of Senhor Bernardino
Machado, the Minister for Foreign Affairs, was present
at our meeting last night.”

The anti-religious feeling was very strong, and one
of the slogans of the new Republic was:

- “No God and No Religion.”

The Roman Church was immediately disestablished,
and not only all convents, but thousands of Zhurches
were closed all over the country.

The Evangelicals, however, were treated most sym-
pathetically, and the attitude of the Government was
very friendly. The country as a whole presented an
open door for the preaching of the Gospel, and the
people came to hear the Message of Life as never before.
Of all Latin countries, Portugal had been the most
neglected, so that there was hardly anyone available to
carry the good news up and down the land. The tre-
mendous change in the whole political and social life of
the people was nothing less than a challenge to the
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and, some years later, seven devils were to return to
take the place of the one which had been driven
out,

But Swan had no time to spare for repining. The
meetings were full now with eager earnest souls. It was
no uncommon thing for a dozen or more, generally
young men, to stay after the service for conversation
about eternal things. Baptisms were numerous, and the
little Assembly grew apace. The work in Lisbon claimed
most of his time, but he endeavoured, whenever possible,
to carry the message of true liberty to the provincial
towns. On more than one occasion he and his com-
panions were arrested, usually due to their being

Mistaken for Jesuits.

Once when visiting Torres Vedras they were im-
prisoned for several hours, and the judge, the ad-
ministrator, and the town council, were hastily called
together. Being ushered into the presence of these
worthies, they naturally expected to hear words of strong
disapproval, and were much surprised when the most
humble apologies were heaped upon them for mistaking
them for Romanists.

On Oct. 23rd, 1912, Robert Macgregor,-who had been
co-founder with Swan of the work at the Santa Catarina
Hall, left for Scotland. For some time his health had
been far from satisfactory, and the doctors counselled his
leaving Portugal. He was greatly beloved and esteemed
by all. Not a few had been led to Christ through
his constant urgings, and it is difficult to understand
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The seating capacity of the Santa Catarina Hall was
about 200 and often it would be full to overflowing.
On one occasion

33 Men and Women Confessed Christ

as their Saviour, after hearing a solemn and soul-stirring
message.

Shortly after the arrival of Kenneth Cox a notice
appeared in the daily papers that the Portuguese Govern-
ment would allow “Ministers of any Religion to accom-
pany their troops to France. The early days of the Great
War marked a period when the wave of spiritual blessing
in Lisbon reached its flood tide, but with the arrival of
a new helper, Swan did not hesitate a moment, but went
straight to the Minister of War and offered his services.
He was told that they would gladly accept any Portu-

- guese known as an “Evangelical Minister ” but they could
not possibly include foreigners. “One only hopes that
someone will be forthcoming,” he comments, “for such
an offer has never been made before by any Portuguese
Government. Are they beginning to see that the ‘With-
out God and Without Religion’ does not work ? The
Lord grant that it may be so.”

However, no Portuguese accredited worker came
forward. Indeed, it is difficult to see who could have
gone, with such an exceedingly limited number of
‘qualified men available. Swan continued to be much
exercised about the need of the Portuguese troops, and
the possibility of reaching them in France. He was led
to get in communication with the Soldiers’ Christian
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Association on their behalf, and after considerable delay,
was able to proceed to Etaples, which was one of the
principal Portuguese base camps. All attempts to
establish a hut for their use ended in blunt refusals,
although many were reached in hospital with Gospel
literature.

From May to October, 1917, Swan spent five unfor-
gettable months helping the S.C.A. workers in two of
their huts

Among British and Canadian Troops.

It was a job after his own heart, and though the shadow
and horrors of war were very near, and every day brought
tragic good-byes, only the favoured few who ministered
Christ to the lads in France can appreciate the joy of
daily leading souls to the Saviour. But what a contrast
between a British and a Portuguese audience! Both were
appreciative and intensely grateful for help and sym-
pathy, but the former, with innumerable contacts from
childhood with the Old, Old Story, responded at once to
the mention of the love of God and the redemption which
is in Christ Jesus ; the latter listened uncomprehendingly,
thinking of God as a distant, vague Being, picturing
Christ as an image in a church, and interpreting the call
to trust Him as an invitation to attend mass.

Quite a large number of Portuguese, being expert in
forestry, were drafted to England for this and other
services. These were more accessible, and Swan decided
to seek them out in their various encampments. He
described one of the first meetings among them as follows :
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Lisbon continued to be his centre after the War, but
until his last fatal illness, he was able to travel much,
visiting the Azores, returning frequently to England,
Canada (where most of his sons settled), the United
States, and even making

A Last Courageous Trip to Africa.

He never really relished being in the “homelands,”
but it was altogether fitting and right that his ripe judg-
ment and steadying influence should be at the disposal
of the brethren. He had seen a world-wide missionary
enterprise grow from very humble beginnings to a
mighty work of God, and had himself taken an active
part in its development in two continents.

Not that his task in Portugal finished with the Armis-
tice. Indeed, in one sense, it had only just begun.
The church had passed the stage of infancy, but had not
yet reached maturity, and still required paternal care
if it was to become strong and self-propagating.

When Swan returned in 1919, the flood-tide of blessing
had receded, and a work of revival was needed to stem
the ebb which had set in. One after another, helpful
and gifted Portuguese brethren were removed from
active service by the hand of death. The Coxes decided
to settle in the Azores. No other helpers had heeded the
cry of Portugal’s unevangelised millions. So the first
task to be undertaken was undoubtedly ‘that which
awaited him in Lisbon. He reached his 58th year shortly
after returning, and thus began the final phase of his
service for Christ,
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“Two problems presented themselves. On the one
hand the country towns and villages called insistently
for evangelisation. On the other, the work in the capital
could not be abandoned, for it possessed a strategic
importance which led Swan to concentrate there his
major efforts. Nearly one-fifth of the whole population
of the country is found in the two cities of Lisbon and
Oporto, the four-fifths living for the most part in rural
conditions, the provincial towns rarely exceeding 10,000
inhabitants. Conditions in these provincial districts
were as backward as any in Europe, and

Superstition Reigned Unchallenged.

Such degeneracy was not surprising?‘ seeing that only
one in ten could read or write. There was only one small
meeting of brethren in the Provinces, and this was
situated more than a hundred miles from Lisbon. At
that time no one was available to care for it, though
afterwards Mr. Eric Barker settled for many years in
the district.

Swan felt that the sole hope of spreading the Gospel
far and wide among these darkened multitudes lay in
the coming of fresh workers from the “homelands.”
The metropolitan-areas afforded much more fertile soil,
and he rightly judged that rapid progress would be
much more easily secured in the city, where the plough-
share of political change had broken up the crust of
conservatism. He was confirmed in this resolve to
devote himself to the work at Santa Catarina, by the
fact that so many of those who might have been taking
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full responsibility had been called home to Heaven.
It therefore became imperative to discover and train
a new generation of Portuguese believers for the minissy
of the Word and the care of the “little flock.”

In the goodness of God, fresh mercies were poured
out upon the work entrusted to His veteran servant.
Gradually the numbers increased, until once again the
Hall was packed to overflowing with earnest listeners.
When the seating capacity failed the young men would
stand round the wall, or in the little ante-rooms. Many
were made to feel their need of a Saviour.

One of the exceptional features which marked the
spiritual recovery of those days was the extraordinarily
large attendance at the weekly prayer meeting. A
missionary, visiting Lisbon for the first time, remarked :
“You have no need to give up your prayer meeting be-
cause nobody will attend, nor yet to turn it into a lecture
because no one will pray.”

Among - those converted were a number of gifted
young men, whom the Lord has subsequently used to
carry on the work in the capital. A leading Freemason
was saved, and his testimony throws much light on the
.moral condition of the nation at that critical period.

He had lost heart, and for many reasons it seemed to
him that

Suicide was the Best Solution
to his difficulties. Filled with despair, he had wandered
to the public gardens near the Hall, and hearing the
sound of singing, was moved to investigate the source
of the music. He entered, and listened enraptured while
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the way of salvation was unfolded. The Roman Church
with its formalism, its idolatry, and its paralysing moral
influence, had never attracted him in any way, but as he
listened to the Word he said to himself : “Now, I am in
my right place, and among my own kind.” His accept-
ance of Christ was marvellous in its spontaneity, and
although he had never before heard the Gospel, what
he heard so completely met his need at every point, that
by the end of the service his mind was wholly made up,
for he knew with complete certainty that he had found
what he was looking for. All were impressed with his
evident sincerity and intelligence. In conversation a
few weeks later, he told Swan that he saw no hope for
the individual or for the country except in the truths
which he had discovered in Santa Catarina.

He was representative of many who had expected a
veritable millennium when the Republic was first estab-
lished, and who had been bitterly disillusioned as the
years went by, when the government of the country fell
into ever increasing confusion. Good men with noble
ideals had devoted their lives and their fortunes to the
welfare of their beloved land, but no sooner were they
settled in power than some storm of revolution would
sweep them from the seat of office.

Democracy was on Trial in Portugal,

and democracy was proving a tragic failure, because
those who sought to build its fair towers had chosen a
foundation of “No Gop AND NoO RELIGION.” Hardly
six months passed without some fresh revolt. Mis-
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government brought increased poverty, and many other
evils, not the least of which was a sad pessimism. If
only the nation had followed the example of the con-
verted Freemason! But the time was to come when the
people of Portugal, weary of instability and unfulfilled
promises, would turn back to their old idols and to
ancient bondage, though the latter was dressed in a
modern form.

Unrest was everywhere manifest. Bombs were thrown
on the slightest provocation. Swan had a number of
narrow escapes. Once the explosion occurred almost
in front of him, the individual attacked being blown
to pieces. He could never be convinced that it would
be better to stay indoors when a revolution was in
progress, especially if he thought some sick believer
ought to be visited. The following entry in his journal
is typical : “This morning on my way up to visit the
sick, I saw something of the firing by field-guns. Many
civilians have been armed, and unfortunately not a few
are going about intoxicated. I saw one of them fire three
shots at a house because he said he saw something fall
fromit. When standing with them, another came running
up with his left arm broken by a bullet. It was with
considerable difficulty that I reached the house of the
sick sister who is very dangerously ill, but the risk was
worth while, for she and her family seemed to be much
comforted by the reading of the Word and prayer.

Although Swan’s hopes and prayers that many mis-
sionaries might be sent to evangelise Portugal were not
fulfilled during his lifedme, he constantly met with

11
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faithfulness and blessing in his new sphere. Once
arrived in Guinea, and in spite of being entirely alone
as to Christian fellowship, he used every opportunity to
lead souls to Christ, reading the Word of God to both
black and white, some being converted. Becoming
acquainted with a Jewish family, he was used to the
salvation of two of the daughters. To one of them he
became engaged, but, after giving very sweet and touch-
ing witness of her trust in the Lord, she was taken to be
with Himself. Overcome with grief, the young man
himself became dangerously ill, but recovered, and
continued in testimony for Christ.

Yet another remarkable instance of far-reaching
results from the preaching is that of

A Priest in the Roman Church,

For some years he had served as a missionary in the
island of Timor, and for health reasons was returning
home. The voyage being a lengthy one, he decided to
try and read through the Bible from end to end, using
the only copy he possessed, a Latin edition of the Vul-
gate. He found the sacred volume of great interest,
until he reached the twentieth chapter of Exodus, when
he was astounded to discover among the Ten Command-
ments one that he had never before seen. It was the
second, forbidding the making or worship of images,
which is omitted from so many books of Romanistdoctrine
(another commandment being divided in two to make up
the complete ten). He suspected that he was reading a
Protestant forgery, and on arrival in Lisbon went without
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delay to a learned bishop that this impudent tampering
with the Law of God might be disclosed. To his amaze-
ment the bishop advised him that his Bible was genuine,
and that it was the Roman Church which had seen fit
to make the “modification. ”

Very perplexed, he pondered on the subject and
found it difficult to reconcile his conscience with the
ecclesiastical authority’s “explanation.”  Desiring to
see the fine view of the River Tagus from the Santa
Catarina Gardens, he rested there for a moment, and,
as in the case of the converted Freemason, was drawn by
curiosity to the Hall through hearing the sound of
singing. He soon realised that it was a “Protestant”
meeting, but decided to remain for a few moments, to
hear what the preacher, evidently a foreigner, had to say.
Little did Swan know that night how wonderfully the
Lord had guided him in the selection of his text. For
the priest was astounded to hear the speaker announce
that his subject was “The Ten Commandments.”

More concerned than ever, he left Lisbon, appointed
to a parish in an isolated village, situated in one of the
wildest frontier provinces of Portugal. There he had
opportunity to read and meditate upon the Word of God.
The arrow of conviction had gone home. He was con-
verted, and bravely testified to a vast multitude from the
surrounding countryside, that filled the village square to
overflowing. Needless to say, he was excommunicated
but, nevertheless, continued to preach the Gospel
boldly, being tremendously persecuted. The Lord did
not fail to crown this bold testimony with His blessing,





















WE Pass THROUGH THE WORLD BUT ONCE I7I

On the other hand he was strongly opposed to ram-

shackle buildings in evangelistic work. Probably this
was because of his great faith in

Preaching, as the Divine Method

of presenting the Gospel. He would not admit of
anything poverty-stricken in regard to the presentation
of the Message. Nor did he approve of any but men
gifted of God occupying the platform.

He was once asked in public: “Is foreign msssionary
enterprise worth all the energy and money expended
upon 11?2 ” In reply he referred to the indignation of
the disciples when a woman poured precious ointment
- upon the Lord’s head, and their exclamation: “To
what purpose is this waste? » This aptly gives his
point of view. All prayers, all funds, and all work
expended upon the vast world-field are sacrificial. The
narrower our interests, the more selfish they are likely
to become. The more we drink of the spirit of large-
heartedness—the spirit of Him whose love knows no
bounds of race or clan—the greater will be His delight.
And a thing only becomes worth while if it pleases Him.
It may seem “waste® to some that time and money are
spent in lands afar, but the Lord calls us to empty our
flask of alabaster, not with an eye on the result, but out
of love to Himself.

Then he was asked : “Do people not resent

The Intrusion of Foreigners ?

On this subject he had a very decided opinion. Briefly,
he held that the missionary, though a foreigner, often
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