Photo: W. F. Taylor.
“THIS IS THE WAY WE EAT OUR FoOD ’—IN CHINA,



“Arcording to poue faith.”

A Story of how the Gospel was taken
to China.

By M.D.S.

G. MORRISH,
20, PATERNOSTER SQUARE,
LONDON, E.C.



To my four girls,
for whose pleasure, help and encouragement
this book has been written.

MADE AND PRINTED IN ENGLAND.



CONTENTS.

CHAPTER 1.
OtaER FELL ON Goop GROUND

CHAPTER 11.
FooTPRINTS IN THE SANDS oF TIME

CHAPTER III.
A TeENDER PLANT - - -

CHAPTER 1V,
To DirecT HIS STEPS - -

CHAPTER V.
In QuieTNESs AND CONFIDENCE

CHAPTER VI
I wiLL TRUST AND NOT BE AFRAID

CHAPTER VII.
Noruing Too Harp - - -

CHAPTER VIIL

NErrHer spALL He Wrranorp TtHE Goob

CHAPTER IX.
SmaLL AnD FEEBLE - - -

PAGE

15

25

34

42

51

65

- 75



PAGE

CHAPTER X.

NONE SHALL MAKE HIM AFRAID - - - 84
CHAPTER XI.

NEVERTHELESS, AT Tuy Worp - - - - 95

CHAPTER XII.
Not BY MigHT - - - - - - 109

CHAPTER XIII.
SuNk IN THE MIRE - - - - - - 118

CHAPTER XIV.

Tue Hanp oF THE LorDp - - - - - 129
CHAPTER XV.
YE sHALL HAVE A SoNGg - - - - - 140

CHAPTER XVI.
THE Dawnine oF THE DAy - - - - 154

CHAPTER XVII.
I wiLL sHEw MERGIES UNTO YOU - - - 168

CHAPTER XVIII.
HippEN TREASURES OF SECRET PLACEsS - - 177

CHAPTER XIX.
Have vE nor Hearp? - - - - - 186

CHAPTER XX.
Wit EveErrasTING KINDNESS - - - - I99



PAGE
CHAPTER XXI.
Tute FurNACE FOrR GOLD - - - - - 213

CHAPTER XXII.
TeE PLACE IS TOO STRAIT FOR ME - - - 227

CHAPTER XXIII.
TruLy THE LiGHT 15 SWEET - - - - 235

CHAPTER XXIV.
WHEN THE Bub 15 PERFECT - - - - 255






“Arcording to ponr faith.”

CHAPTER L

b

“OTHER FELL ON GOOD GROUND.”

day, we moved into a new house not

very far from London. The garden
was a large one, and had been well stocked
with trees and flowers, but it had a desolate
and neglected appearance, with its unswept
walks and lawns, untended borders and bare
trees.

Before long, however, a gardener was
engaged, and by the time the summer came
it was a very different picture. As the months
went by it was a constant source of interest
and pleasure to see what was coming up in
the flower beds, and when the fruit began to
form on the trees we waited impatiently for
it to ripen. How we enjoyed that first gather-
ing of plums, apples, pears, mulberrries and
quince, and how grateful we felt to those
who had planted the trees years before and
had tended them carefully, so that we were
able to enjoy the fruit !

Now something like that has been hap-

B

SOME few years ago, one cold November
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pening in China. We have been hearing
recently of a little band of Christians in that
heathen country, who have had the faith and
courage to devote themselves wholly to the
Lord, and to separate themselves from all
who are not willing to follow Him in the
simplicity of the early Bible days. What
wonderful fruit for God, to see in that dark
country a spot in which He can take delight,
and those of us who love Him can surely
take delight in it too.

We may perhaps wonder how in such a
dark, heathen land such a thing can have come
about, but just as we knew that some one
had planted the trees in our garden, so we
know that some one sowed the seed many
years ago in China. The planting of the seed
wag difficult and has cost many lives, and
at times it has seemed as though it would
wither away and die, but now God has given
the increase.

Many books have been written about China
for grown-up people, but not so many for
those who are younger, and it may be that
some will find it interesting to hear about one
who has done almost more than any other to
take the Bible to China, and to sow the seed
of which we have been speaking,

Over one hundred years ago in 1832, in
the Yorkshire town of Barnsley, a baby boy
was born in one of the old houses in the
Market Place. His father was a chemist,
James Taylor by name, with a growing busi-
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ness in the town, and the home over the shop,
which had been a happy one before, now
seemed completed by the parents’ joy in the
baby son that God had given them.

It was no ordinary home to which that
baby had come, though to look at the shop
outside one might have thought it was very
much like all the others. One thing, however,
that made it differ from many of its neigh-
bours was that those who lived in it—
James Taylor and his wife Amelia—had
early given their hearts to Jesus, and the
whole aim of their lives was to serve Him
and to make their home a place where God
was honoured and obeyed. Their Christianity
did not consist in going to a service once or
twice on Sunday to worship God, and then
pleasing themselves all the week. Their
Bible, too, was not a book to be read as a
sense of duty, but the living word of God ;
and they believed quite simply that they
would find in it all that they needed to guide
and help them in their everyday life.

So one day when the father read in
Exodus that all the firstborn were to be
sanctified and set apart for God—* Mine shall
they be”—he and his wife took the words
quite literally, and then and there knelt
down in the fulness of their hearts and gave
their child in faith to the service of the One
who claimed him. To them it was not a
question of how little they could give, but
could they withhold anything from the One
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whom they loved, and who had done so much
for them ? They felt that their gift was
accepted, but little did they think how
wonderfully God was going to use the child
then given Him to serve His purposes in
later years.

They named him James Hudson Taylor,
after his father and his mother, who had
been Amelia Hudson before her marriage.
From the first he was a delicate little fellow,
needing unusual love and care; but this
very delicacy kept him in closer touch with
his parents than might have been the case
had he been a normal healthy boy.

It would have been very easy to spoil
him and make his ill-health the ground for
lack of discipline, but when they felt the
" difficulty of insisting on obedience or self-
control, they turned in prayer to the heavenly
Father into whose keeping they had given
their son, and prayed for guidance to train

him aright.
So well did they do their work that years
after he wrote in a letter: “I have never

known disobedience to the definite command
of a parent, even if that parent were mis-
taken, that was not followed by retribution.
. . . When a son or daughter can say in all
sincerity, ‘I am waiting for you, Lord, to
open the door,” the matter is in His hands
and He will take it up.”

Before many years had gone past two
more boys and two little girls were added to
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the family, but only the girls, Amelia and
Louisa, will appear in this story, as the boys
both died in early childhood. Amelia was
only a few years younger than Hudson, and
a great deal of their time was spent to-
gether. It was a household in which all joys
and pleasures were shared, and the children
early learnt to find their interests and happi-
ness in the home that centred round their
sweet and gentle mother.

She it was who taught the little girls and
gave them their daily lessons, while Hudson
did his studies under his father’s guidance,
as he was too delicate to go to school. A
busy life that mother led, as she was not able
to employ more than one maid-of-all-work,
and any morning she might be found down
in the old-fashioned, stone-floored kitchen
busy with the household cooking, while at
the side table the two little girls worked at
their sums and spelling under their mother’s
supervision.

To us, in these days, it may seem a strange
way of “going to school,” but there, in the
homely kitchen with its well-whitened floor
and shining stove, and mother’s rocking-
chair standing by, waiting in case she should
have a minute to sit down between her tasks,
lessons were learned that are not always
learned in the most up-to-date modern schools,
and habits of industry and perseverance were
acquired that stood them in good stead all
their lives.
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The chief interest of their home life cen-
tred round the comfortable sitting-room at
the back of the shop. Here they worked or
read in the afternoons while their mother was
busy sewing, and here they were encouraged
to study books of travel, natural history or
standard works, with their mother, who was
a keen reader, to help them over the difficult
places, and a dictionary always at hand to
hunt up hard words. Here they had their
meals, and father would come in from the
shop to join his children gathered round the
table, and listen with interest to accounts of
their doings and the happenings of the day,
or perhaps to interest them in the conversa-
tion of some Christian neighbour who had
called into the shop on business and had
stayed for a chat. For James Taylor had
become a well-known man in the surrounding
district, one who could be relied upon for
his straight and upright dealing, one who
could be appealed to for advice in difficulty,
and one who could always be counted on to
give sympathy and help in sickness or dis-
tress. \

Many was the time when he would fill up
a bottle of medicine for one too poor to pay
and give it back with a pleasant smile and
kindly handclasp, telling him to come again
when it was finished.

On market days friends from the country
round would drop in and be invited into the
sitting-room for a cup of tea and a chat,
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and before long the talk usually came round
to the things that matter most, and the
children would sit and listen to accounts of
God’s work at home and abroad, till their
hearts were stirred within them and little
Hudson would long for the time when he too
could go and tell others about Jesus.



CHAPTER 1I.

FOOTPRINTS IN THE SANDS OF TIME.

was of his grandfather, John Taylor,
who also lived in Barnsley, but died
when Hudson was two and a half.

When not much more than a baby he used
to be taken to chapel on Sunday morning,
and after the, to him, long service and trying
sitting-still time, what a pleasure it was to
be lifted up by the sweet-faced old gentleman
on-to his knee and praised for sitting so still,
and then home they would go hand in hand
to the stone house in Pitt Street where his
grandparents lived and kept open house on
Sundays.

It is a fine thing to have had Christian
ancestors, those who have gone before and
marked out the way for us, and many were
the stories handed down to little Hudson and
his sisters. What could be more thrilling than
to hear of how his great-grandfather, an
earlier James Taylor, had been converted on
his wedding morning in the most unexpected
manner ?

That was in 1776, in the days of John
Wesley’s preaching. Young James Taylor

ONE of Hudson’s earliest recollections
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was a stone-mason and had a cottage at
Staincross Ridge which was all ready to
receive his bride, a young village girl named
Betty Johnson. He was a bell-ringer in the
village church, and very popular on account
of his fine voice and gay spirits and love of
dancing, and Betty was as gay as he was
and had no love for Methodists or serious folk.

The morning came, a cold February day,
and the young man rose up betimes to get
all ready for his bride, for this was before
the days of honeymoons, and the young
couple would come home to their cottage and
need everything in order. So there was water
to be fetched and wood to be cut, and corn
to be threshed and carried to the mill to be
ground, and he must be well on his way to
the house of his bride long before noon.

But something occurred that upset all his
plans. As he was on his way to the barn to
thresh his sheaves God met him in the way
and spoke to him. That is the only explana-
tion of what followed. Into his head came
the words, “As for me and my house, we
will serve the Lord.” He knew what it
meant to “serve the Lord,” for his neigh-
bours in the very next cottage were very
different from what they had been a time back.
Indeed, it had been the talk of the neigh-
bourhood, how that Dame Betty had been
raised up from a bed of sickness following
an acute attack of rheumatism, by putting
her trust in the Lord. Her husband left her
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in the morning crippled in bed, and came
home to find her sweeping the house as well
as ever, and praising the Lord. No wonder
the neighbours talked, though the Methodists
seemed to think it quite natural.

Then had he not heard himself John
Wesley preaching in the market-place at
Mapplewell during the summer fair, and seen
the rough country lads held spell-bound,
forgetting the mischief they had intended to
do him ?

Well, what was he going to do? A new
household was about to be set up, whom
were they going to serve ? “As for me and
my house”—the words would not leave his
mind, and there in the barn he knelt down
hour after hour, his threshing, even his bride
forgotten, until he made his decision, and
yielded his soul to God. “Yes, we will serve
the Lord,” his heart cried.

The sun was high in the heavens as he
hastened back to get into his wedding clothes,
fearing he would be too late, and so he would
have been but for the kindly interference of
his fellow bell-ringers, who stopped the church
clock till he arrived !

The wedding over, he had to explain to
his young wife the change that had come
over him, and that there would be no dancing
at their wedding.

Now Betty was a wife of spirit and deter-
mined not to weakly submit, so she refused
to join her husband in family prayers, and
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took care to make as much upstir as possible
while he was so employed. This caused great
grief to her husband, but he held on his way,
hoping to win her before long.

One day, however, when she was more
trying than ever, he picked her up and
carried her upstairs, and kneeling down with
her beside him he poured out all his sorrow
of heart in a torrent of words to the only
One who could help him. He prayed for her
in such touching language that she was
moved in spite of herself, and began to feel
very uncomfortable. The next day she did
not refuse to join her husband, but was glad
of his prayers, to which she added her own,
and was soon trusting in Jesus and willing
to say from her heart, “Yes, we will serve
the Lord.”

Some years later they had to move to the
neighbouring town of Barnsley on account
of the husband’s ill-health. This was a great
change, as the town then was a godless,
wicked place, with a very ill-repute, but
employment had been offered him by a linen-
weaver which he felt he could not refuse.
It must have been hard to bring their chil-
dren into such surroundings, but if wicked-
ness was rife in the streets, in their four-
roomed cottage home God was honoured
and loved.

It was a great trial that there was nowhere
in the town where simple worship was con-
ducted such as they had been accustomed to ;
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but they opened their own house and in-
vited in those of the neighbours who would
come to read God’s word, and for prayer and
hymn singing. Not content with this, James
Taylor used to go out in the streets and preach
the glad tidings of God’s love and grace,
although he was often pelted with mud and
stones and chased away by the crowd.
Once he nearly lost his sight from the ill-
treatment he received, and had he not been
rescued by friends things might have gone
hard with him.

Another time an ill-tempered woman ran
after him and smeared her greasy black
frying pan all over the back of his coat. In
reply to her angry words he spoke so mildly
and gently that she was ashamed, and on-
lookers marvelled at the difference between
this man and others. How could they know
that he had learnt love and pity at the feet
of the very One who had died for His mur-
derers ? Yet his behaviour made an im-
pression on those rough untaught folk that
no sermon could ever have done.

Little Hudson’s grandfather, Jobn Taylor,
had followed in his father’s footsteps, though
by this time there was a chapel in Barnsley
for them to attend on Sundays. Every one
was sorely tried by the crowds of children,
big and little, that swarmed in the streets,
and got up to all kinds of mischief. Now
John Taylor was a reed maker for the linen
weavers, and he had a large workshop,
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which he determined to throw open on Sunday
afternoons to the children of the neighbour-
hood for a service. This was before the days
of Sunday schools, and the children were
ignorant and neglected. He received little
encouragement from all to whom he spoke
of his plan, but to his amazement the first
Sunday six hundred children crowded in,
and his shop was packed from end to end.
A rowdy scene it must have been, but John
had a way with children, and before many
weeks were passed there was a marked
difference in their behaviour, so that the
most sceptical began to approve, and he had
offers of help from most unexpected quarters.

Hudson and his sisters would never weary
of stories such as these, though Barnsley was
a very different place by this time.

They must often have heard too of their
parents’ seven years’ courtship, which had
ended so happily in the home they loved so
well. Their father had been serving his
apprenticeship to a chemist, and after a
time was put in charge of a branch business
at Conisborough, while his fiancée, Amelia,
was acting as governess in a family at Castle
Donnington. Travelling was not easy in
those days and they seldom saw each other,
but they wrote regularly and keenly sym-
pathised with each other’s interests. Amelia’s
prayers must often have joined with her
lover’s for the little villages scattered over
the countryside, where young James would
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go Sunday by Sunday and speak to those
who would listen of their own need and
God’s wonderful way of meeting it. This
time of separation drew them each nearer
to the heavenly Father whom they loved,
and in so doing drew them nearer to each
other.

No wonder it was a happy home, or that
the children grew up in an atmosphere of
love and reverence for divine things that
never left them all through life. God had
great plans for these children, and the im-
pressions of their early years and the careful
training of their parents all had one end in
view—{itting them for His purpose.



CHAPTER IIL

A TENDER PLANT.

AVE you ever thought that God has
H great plans for you? You cannot
see into the future and know what
lies before you. Even your parents who love
you so much cannot do this, but every
one who reads this is part of God’s great
plan and is of interest to Him. The father
and mother of our story did not know what
was God’s plan for their little son, but they
had given him to God, and they knew that
the happiest state for every one is implicit
obedience to the Master. They knew that if
he were ever to be used of God he must learn
self-control and love for others, be forgetful
of himself and humble minded. So they
began their training while he was still very
young, though often they grieved at the
thought that his delicate health would pro-
bably make it impossible for him to serve
God in the way they had hoped.

Hudson was a merry little fellow, full of
fun and life, and very fond of teasing his sister
Amelia, though they were the best of friends.
So you see little boys were- very much the
same a hundred years ago as they are to-day,
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but I think that some who read this might
think it very hard to be brought up as
strictly as Hudson and Amelia were. Their
father was a decided disciplinarian, and he
did not think it was kind to allow faults in
his children that would give them trouble in
later life, and perhaps unfit them for the work
they were called to do.

He told them the story of Eli and his two
sons, Hophni and Phineas, who grew up to
be such a grief to him, though he himself was
a God-fearing man. We should be very
surprised at this if we were not let into the
secret, but it tells us that it was because,
when they did wrong he did not restrain them,
or as it says in the margin, “frowned not
upon them.” He was an easy-going, indul-
gent father, so his sons grew up headstrong
and wilful, and it finally led to such wicked-
ness that God had to destroy them both in
one day. Things often have very small
beginnings, but we have to look to see where
they will end. If we went high up in the
mountains we might see a little trickle of
water bubbling out from under a stone, so
small that we could step across it; but
suppose we follow it down the hillside. Can
it be this same trickle of water that has been
swelling all the way till it is a beautiful
stream flowing through the pastures ? And
then we follow it still further, and it becomes
a great river, with a swift and strong current
that carries all before it to the sea.
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With this in his mind their father was very
anxious that his children should begin with
good habits. Punctuality was insisted upon,
both out of consideration for others, and
because much time can be wasted in a
household if one or more members are un-
punctual. He explained to them the value
of time, and the children had only to look
at the busy lives of their parents to realise
this. If every day one person were one
minute late for breakfast, that meant that
four people were kept waiting and five
minutes were lost, which in a week would
mount up to thirty-five minutes, and how
much more in a year ?

Then, too, with such a tidy mother and a
methodical father, they had to learn to be
tidy in their persons and in the home. This
was not a wealthy household and the chil-
dren were very simply dressed, but they were
taught that their clothes must be clean and
tidy, their hands and nails properly kept,
and their hair well brushed and neat. The
little girls each had her own work-basket
standing ready on the dressing-table, so that
she could at once repair the trouble if an
accident occurred, or sew on a button as
soon as it came off.

In the sitting-room it was just the same, for
if every one left all his things lying about
all day, a very uncomfortable state of affairs
would soon prevail. Still the children must
play, and no one minded a mess at such

c
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times so long as all was put straight
again.

This wonderful mother had a plan too for
helping her little ones to tidiness. Often
work or games might have to be interrupted
for a meal, and the table must be cleared,
though the things might be needed later.
To meet this difficulty, one shelf in the
large, old-fashioned bookcase was always kept
empty and ready for anything that wanted
a temporary resting-place out of sight be-
hind its sheltering curtains. There it could
stay till it was wanted again, but the shelf
must always be left cleared and empty at
bedtime. In this way they succeeded in
keeping their room always comfortable and
fit to receive a visitor if one should call in
at unexpected times.

Another thing that the father was very
anxious to teach was the value of money.
He thought that if a thing is too easily
obtained it is not valued as much as some-
thing that has cost some effort. So instead
of giving his children pocket-money to spend
as they liked, he only gave them pennies
when they had earned them. They saw how
hard their father worked in his shop to earn
money, so did not feel it any hardship that
they should work too for the pennies they
wanted.

When they were very tiny a penny could
be earned by sitting quite still for a stated
time, which varied according to their age.
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Does this seem silly to you ? It may have
seemed hard to the little ones, who no doubt
were as restless and active as any child
to-day, but their wise father knew that it
needed practice to become self-controlled,
and the thought of the promised reward
helped them to make the effort.

- As they grew older there were many
things they could do which would earn a
penny—perhaps some little service for father
in the shop, or something mother needed
doing in the house, and then there would be
another penny to add to the little store in the
sitting-room cupboard, where each child had a
little brown jar in which to keep his savings.
Pennies so earned were too valuable to be
lightly spent on sweets or other trifles, but
were kept for something that might be
really wanted, and whenever eleven pennies
could be produced by one of the children,
father would add one and give in exchange
a shilling piece, which was a very coveted
possession. Did they ever hear the story of
their great grandparents’ cup in the corner
cupboard ? But I am sure they did, so 1
will tell it to you.

When James and Betty Taylor first had
to move from the country into Barnsley they
found things very expensive. With them-
selves and five children to feed and clothe
and rent to pay, and only twelve shillings a
week to do it all, one would think it would
be a hard matter to make both ends meet.
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Yet there was still another claim on their
income which they could not ignore, for had
they not said in their early married days,
“We will serve the Lord” ? In the Bible
they read of the Israelites who were com-
manded to give tithes of all their possessions,
that is, a tenth part, to the Lord, and could
they, being Christians, do any less ? Both
agreed that this was impossible, and they
settled the matter by giving one ninth of
their small income to the Lord and His
interests. = Week by week when James
brought home his wages, one and sixpence
would be dropped into the cup in the old
corner cupboard in the kitchen, so that they
might always be prepared when their Master
brought any special need to their notice.
What it must have cost them in self-denial
we can easily guess, but their reward was
not long in coming, for did the Lord not
richly bless their household, answering their
faith even unto the third and fourth genera-
tion ?

And does it not warm our hearts to-day to
read of such simple piety, and may we not
well be stirred up to greater self-denial and
effort for Christ’s sake ?

How the children’s pennies were usually
spent I do not know, but once when Hudson
was quite a little boy there was a fair in
Barnsley, which had caused a great deal of
expectation in the family, as they had heard
that a collection of stuffed birds and animals



A TENDER PLANT. 21

was on show, as nearly as possible in their
natural surroundings. Hudson, just having
earned a penny, set off to the field not far
off in great excitement, eager to see all that
was to be seen, and proud in the possession
of his penny. What was his dismay to find
that the wonderful nature show was in an
enclosure, and entrance could only be gained
to it by paying twopence.

This was a blow, but he was not a child
to be easily turned from his purpose. Another
child might have gone shyly away, afraid to
proceed any further, particularly as the
man at the gate was somewhat surly looking.
Hudson, however, found courage to approach
the man, show his penny and explain it was
the only one he had got, but that he did so
long to see the birds and animals. He must
have had a heart of stone, this gate-keeper,
for he was deaf to all pleadings, even when
it was pointed out to him by the little,
curly-headed boy standing there so eagerly
before him, that it would be better to have
one penny than none at all !

When he found that it was quite useless,
tears of disappointment filled his eyes and
he ran home sobbing to his mother, to pour
out all his troubles. His grief was so real
that she took him in her arms and when he
could listen she explained to him that if the
price was twopence it would not be fair to
let some people in for one penny, because
others had paid the full price to see the
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beautiful creatures. The man had to do his
duty, even if it seemed unkind.

“But,” she added, “you have been a good
boy lately and I will gladly give you another
penny, so that you may not miss seeing the
show.”

This soon chased the tears away and off
he ran once more, secure of admittance this
time, with his two pennies clasped tightly in
his hand.

A love of nature in all its forms was culti-
vated and encouraged in the children, and
many were the walks taken by them on
holidays into the country, shared by their
father, who told them delightful stories about
birds, butterflies and flowers. They would
come home with treasures of all sorts to be
added to their collections, in which both
parents took the keenest interest.

If their father could not go with them, the
two elder children would take their hoops and
set off by themselves, perhaps to the Lunn
Woods, where they were never tired of
searching for flowers and butterflies, and
Hudson could always be trusted to look after
and take care of his sister. They were taught
never to carelessly pick and then throw
away flowers, as many children do, but to
bring them home, learning their names and
characteristics thus add to their collections.

When Hudson had learnt to read, he be-
came passionately fond of story-books, and
spent much of his spare time devouring such
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books as he could get hold of. It was a sore
trial to him when bedtime came just as he
was in the middle of some exciting adventure
which so often happens, yet he was not
allowed to read in bed, as his mother always
came to take away the candle as soon as he
was safely tucked in.

One day, however, the thought occurred
to him that if he collected some of the candle
ends that were kept for use in the cellar,
he could light them when he had been left
to himself and still go on reading lying com-
fortably in bed. His conscience pricked him
at first, as he knew his mother would not
approve, but the more he thought it over,
the more attractive did the plan seem, and he
determined to carry it out that very evening,
as a visitor was coming, which would he knew
keep his mother downstairs. If he had been
a little older he would have realised that
pockets are not the best place to keep candle
ends, but it seemed to him a convenient
place for his hoard until he could slip away
to his bedroom.

This was not so easy, however, as the
friend proved very entertaining, and had a
fund of stories that at any other time would
have held him spellbound, but the heat of
the fire round which they were all gathered
made him uncomfortably conscious of the
contents of his pocket. He drew his mother’s
attention to the fact that it was bedtime,
anxious as he was to get away; but she,
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knowing his love of stories and not under-
standing his unusual urgency, was in no
hurry to send him off, and kept him up
later than usual.

At last he was released, but alas! not in
time to save his candle ends, and later his
mother found him sobbing over the wreck
of his treasured plan. It was perhaps his
first act of deceit, and had it succeeded might
have led him to further acts of a more serious
kind, but we may be sure that he never forgot
his mother’s words as she took him in her
arms and comforted his distress, telling him
how he had grieved God as well as her by his
attempted disobedience.

We do not like to be found out when we
have done wrong, but often it is God’s good-
ness to us in checking us at the beginning of
a wrong course. There is many a one who
has had cause to thank God that he was
exposed at the first wrong step, and so led
to turn his feet in the right direction.



CHAPTER IV.

TO DIRECT HIS STEPS.

S the children grew older, their father
made a habit of taking them apart and
praying with them separately. Hiswas

no religion of duty, and it was his greatest
joy to speak to his Father in heaven, and he
longed that his children should early learn
to bring all their wants and difficulties to
His feet, and find in Him their Saviour and
Friend. He taught them to value, and read
for themselves, God’s word, explaining to
them that, just as our bodies need food to
make them grow big and strong, so our souls
need “the word” if they are to prosper and
grow in spiritual power.

Such lessons made their impression, and
it was very evident to the children that these
things were real and vital to their parents,
and they in their childish way began to
understand that we need God’s help and
presence with us through the day if we want
to be happy.

Many were the Christian friends who ga-
thered in from time to time, drawn by the
simple, Christ-like lives of Mr. and Mrs.
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Taylor and the warmth of their presence
and cheer. It was natural that the conver-
sation should be chiefly about the Lord’s
interests both at home and abroad, and it
made a great impression on the children’s
minds, especially when they heard of work
in far away countries. They would listen
with breathless interest to stories of mis-
sionaries in distant lands, and sooner or
later the talk would come round to China,
which was very much laid on their father’s
heart. He could not understand why so little
effort was made by the Christian churches to
carry the gospel to this dark land with its
teeming millions, for at that time there was
only one Protestant missionary centre in
Canton, and a recently opened hospital in
charge of an American doctor.

They would hear of missionaries leaving
England to go to India, Africa and other
parts, but no one seemed to think there was
any opening in China, and as Hudson listened
to the conversation his heart would burn with
longing for the time when he himself would
be old enough to take the gospel to China.
Amelia, too, was fired by her brother’s
enthusiasm, but the parents would shake
their heads sadly, for they feared in their
hearts that their son would never be strong
enough for such a life.

Still, it was not only for souls in foreign
lands that they cared, for often Hudson
would go with his father to the little villages
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round their town when he was preaching.
It was a time of revival and great earnest-
ness in preaching the gospel, and many were
the souls gathered in, and it must have had
its effect on the boy as he saw one and
another come to Jesus as their Saviour.
Inside the home-circle, too, they knew how
their mother prayed for the conversion of
their servants and shop-assistants, and sooner
or later it seemed that all these prayers were
answered, so we cannot wonder that they
grew to look on prayer as something very
real.

When Hudson was eleven he went to a
day-school for two years, and in spite of
constant absence from ill-health, he made
rapid progress, as it was his delight to study,
and it was difficult to prevent him working
beyond his strength. He made friends at
this time with boys of his own age, but he
was not good enough at games to be very
popular. The school life was a great change
from all that had gone before, and almost
unconsciously he began to slacken in reading
the Bible, and gave less time to prayer. At
a time when he needed more help to keep
him from temptation he grew careless and
unsettled in his mind.

When he left school he went for a time into
his father’s shop, still taking some hours each
day for study. He was keenly interested in
the dispensing side of the business, and
would read up about the different medicines
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in his father’s books, and altogether this was
a very happy time to him. Still his mother
watched him with anxiety, as she knew that
all was not right between his soul and God,
and many were the prayers offered on his
behalf.

Living in such a household he could not
be entirely careless, and once while still at
school God spoke to him very definitely at a
gospel preaching, and though he did not
respond immediately, he never forgot the
call or the directness of the appeal. The
speaker was Mr. Reed of Tasmania, and he
told of an experience when he voluntarily
spent the night in a condemned cell with six
convicts who were to die on the following
morning for their misdeeds.

One of the men confessed to having com-
mitted murder, and told a sad story of
what had led up to it. He was one day
walking up Cataract Hill, not far from
Launceston, when he thought he heard a
voice saying, “Gardener, give Me thy heart.”
As he was alone, and no one near, he was
much startled, and the text flashed through
his mind, “My son, give me thy heart.”
Could it have been God speaking ? There
was no one else near.

Well for him had he done as James Taylor
did on his wedding morning, and given his
heart then and there into the keeping of his
heavenly Father.

Though disturbed in mind he was not



TO DIRECT HIS STEPS. 29

convinced, and the old argument, “There is
plenty of time,” won the day. He meant to
be a Christian some day, but it was not con-
venient just now with his way to make in
the world, and he pushed all better thoughts
from his mind and went on his way. If only
he had known what lay ahead of him, how
different his decision might have been !
That night he and his partner were alone
in the little shack that they shared, when the
latter got out his hoard of savings to count it.
All told it only amounted to a few pounds,
but it represented wealth to poor Gardener
and was enough to serve the devil’s purposes.
The longing to possess it grew stronger
and stronger until even the thought of murder
did not terrify him. It is enough to say that
the crime was committed, and this man,
who such a short while before had resisted
God’s appeal, was now to be ushered into His
presence in an unsaved condition. Whether
the poor fellow finally gave his heart to
God at this the eleventh hour, even as the
thief on the cross, and found peace and
mercy in believing, I do not know, but the
story told so impressively touched many a
heart beside Hudson’s, warning them of the
danger of resisting God’s offers of mercy.
When Hudson was fourteen years old he
was again aroused ; this time by reading a
tract that led to his conversion. It was a
simple story of a half-witted boy called
Joseph, who though his mind was clouded
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as to earthly things had a childlike trust in
Jesus as his Saviour. “Yes, Joseph is the
chief of sinners,” he would say. “But Christ
Jesus came into the world to save sinners.
And why not poor Joseph ?”

Why not, indeed! If we are content to
take our place as poor sinners Jesus is longing
to be our Saviour, and it was this simple
truth that led Hudson to take his place as
a sinner, and Jesus as his Saviour.

For a time he returned to his old habits of
prayer and Bible study, but when a year
later he started life as a junior clerk in one
of the Barnsley banks he again grew careless,
with the inevitable result that he drifted
away from his early faith. We must re-
member that he was only fifteen at the time,
and his companions at the bank were a godless
set ; and perhaps he did not shew his colours
and witness for Christ at the first oppor-
tunity. How many a lad has lost his chance
of being a testimony to God in a dark place
because he has not confessed Christ boldly
at the first opportunity. It may have been
the fear of being laughed at, or it may have
been the fear of not being able to live up to
his profession, but whatever it was it has
served the tempter’s purpose, and the light
that might have illuminated all is hidden
under a bushel.

And so it was with Hudson. He began to
envy his friends their worldly pleasures,

which fired his imagination, though they
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could never satisfy his heart. Doubts began
to creep into his mind as he heard the sceptical
talk of his friends, and he grew more and more
restless and unhappy. His parents tried to
help him, but he did not seem able to speak
much of his trouble to them, and they could
only pray for him. In his sister Amelia, how-
ever, now thirteen years old, he found a con-
fidant who was always ready to listen to his
troubles.  Although such a child she had
very definitely yielded herself to her Saviour,
and she did all she could to comfort and
help her brother. She made up her mind to
pray three times every day for him until
peace came to him once more, and all his
doubts were set at rest.

At last one day he had a holiday, and going
in search of a book to read he came across a
gospel tract that looked interesting. He
thought he would just read the story at the
beginning and leave the moral which he knew
would follow it, but little did he know how
God was working on his behalf.

His mother was away from home at the
time, and that afternoon, feeling she had
more time at her disposal than was usual
when surrounded by her busy household, she
went to her room and locking the door knelt
down to pray for her son. The hours slipped
away and found her still upon her knees
until at last she had a feeling that her prayers
were answered and that there was no need to
go on praying. She could not know that in
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the old warehouse at home, where Hudson
had gone to read in solitude, he was
also kneeling, thanking and praising God
that all his doubts were gone. One little
sentence speaking of the finished work of
Christ was used to open his eyes, and he
there and then gave himself afresh to God
and to His service, and from that time for-
ward he never had any doubt as to his soul’s
salvation.

On her return a fortnight later, Hudson
told his mother his joyful secret, and was
much surprised to hear that she had already
been conscious of the answer to her prayers,
although she could not, of course, know how
it had come about. It is no wonder that
Hudson came to realise that prayer is a
mighty power and not a formal habit, or
that he began more and more to rely on God’s
promises in a very simple and practical way.

Looking back, he used to say he was glad
that he had gone through that period of
doubt, painful though it was, as he had so
often joined in criticising the Christian lives
he saw around him, contrasting them with
what he saw in the Bible.

After being restored, he determined with
God’s help to live with greater nearness to
what he saw was proposed in the word, and
to claim the promises quite simply that were
God’s provision for His children. In spite of
many ups and downs in his Christian life,
there is no doubt that it was this direction of
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purpose and simplicity of faith in taking
God at His word that forms the most striking
part of his story, and led him again and again
to attempt the impossible. God delights to
honour such faith as this and we can only say
as we read, “With God all things are pos-
sible.”



CHAPTER V.

“IN QUIETNESS AND IN CONFIDENCE.”

T seems that Hudson had never quite lost
I his boyish wish to go to China, and now
with his fresh spiritual development and
desire to serve God, the thought returned to
his mind again and again. Then there came
a day when, while in the act of prayer, he
definitely felt that the Lord had called him
to go to China, and he doubted no more.
How it was to come about he had no idea,
as there appeared to be no possible prospects
of his being sent out as a missionary by any
society at that time, but young as he was, he
realised that if God had called him to go to
China He would Himself provide the means
to take him there.

So he determined to wait God’s time, and
in the meantime to learn all he could that
would fit him for such a life. The knowledge
gained in his father’s shop would, he knew,
stand him in good stead in a foreign land,
as many a fast closed door is opened in times
of sickness to one who is able to help. So he
set to work to learn all he could about medi-
cines and prescribing for simple ailments, and
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was especially interested in any slight sur-
gical cases that came his way. Then he felt
that the study of languages would help him
with the very difficult Chinese language that
he would have to learn later, so he set to work
to study Latin, Greek and Hebrew, getting
up at six o’clock every morning to fit it in
with his day’s work.

He was fortunate enough to have a copy
of St. Luke’s gospel in Chinese lent him by
a friend, and this he felt was a treasure
indeed, for though he had no dictionary to
help him, and one in Chinese was far beyond
his slender means, yet by comparing it with
his English Testament he was able to pick
out quite a number of the characters. In
this way by slow degrees he began to make a
dictionary of his own. In a letter to his
sister Amelia he says that he had discovered
and written down four hundred and fifty-
three of the most common characters with
their meanings, that he had picked out
about another two hundred which he was
pretty certain were correct, besides many
others that were not fully proved as to their
meanings.

All this meant a great deal of hard work,
but it was a labour of love, as he felt it was
just the first step towards getting to China,
where his heart lay.

About this time he heard that the Congre-
gational minister possessed a book on China
written by Dr. Medhurst, himself a mis-
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sionary in that land. This was one of the
best works on the subject at that time, and
Hudson went to see if he could borrow
it. The minister received him kindly and
gladly agreed to lend him the book, but on
hearing of his hopes and longings and his
belief that God had called him to go to China,
he inquired how he proposed to get there.
Hudson replied that he did not know, but
that it seemed probable that he would have
to go as the Twelve and the Seventy had
done, without purse or scrip, relying on Him
by whom he had been sent, to supply all
his needs.

Kindly placing his hand on the lad’s
shoulder the minister said, “Ah, my boy,
as you grow older you will become wiser
than that. Such an idea would do very well
when Christ Himself was on earth, but not
now.”’

He certainly grew older, but did he grow
wiser ? We shall see as we follow his story,
but perhaps this was one of the things that
we read are hidden from the wise and prudent
and revealed unto babes.

There was still another way in which
Hudson could begin the preparation for his
life work. Young as he was, he realised that
crossing the sea does not necessarily make
one a soul-winner. He knew there were
plenty of souls in Barnsley that needed
saving, and he determined, with God’s help,
to begin there. He would take tracts to dis-
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tribute in the poorer districts, and visit the
lodging-houses of the town, which at that
period were dens of misery and vice. Where
he got a chance he spoke a few words, and if
not he gave a booklet, with the prayer that
it might carry blessing with it. In this, and
every other way he could, he quietly held
on his way, waiting till he should see his
path clear for the next step.

When he was nineteen years old an oppor-
tunity came for him to be apprenticed to
Dr. Hardey, a well-known doctor in Hull,
and an earnest Christian worker. A kindly,
humorous man, popular with his patients
and beloved of all children, he soon won
Hudson’s esteem, and was on his side attracted
to the young assistant, so eager to learn and
so conscientious and thorough in all he did.

He had not long been installed in the
surgery before he had everything in perfect
order, just as he had been taught at home,
and the doctor was only too glad to leave all
in his capable hands, for with a large private
practice, as well as various other activities,
he was a very hardworking man and had
very little spare time. It was not long before
he found out that his new assistant could be
a help in other ways as well, and many were
the quiet times of prayer they spent together,
returning to their work all the better for the
time thus spent in each other’s company
before the throne of grace.

If there were a fault to be found with the
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existing arrangement, it was that it was too
comfortable and easy a life. Hudson had
realised for some time that a true missionary
must learn to endure hardness as a good
soldier of Christ, that he must not pamper
himself in any way, or he may become unfitted
for service ; so while in his parents’ home he
had voluntarily given up some of his daily
comforts, and had denied himself in various
ways, not with any idea of acquiring merit
by his self-discipline, but so that he might
become accustomed to it.

But here, in Dr. Hardey’s household, where
he was a welcome inmate, it was not so
easy, and he felt that his life though useful
was not exactly the kind of training he
needed for China. Sometimces it seemed to
him further off than ever, but in spite of
this he had no doubts whatever of his call
to go there; and the more difficult the way
seemed, the greater did the need appear to
him, and his longing to meet it grew in
intensity.

At this time he came in contact with some
Christians who helped him very considerably,
and encouraged him in his Christian pathway.
He was feeling very keenly the loss of his home
life, and the apparent impossibility of the
fulfilment of his aspirations, and he needed
a helping hand and a word of cheer to help
him on his way. He attended the meetings
on Lord’s day morning and was impressed
by the evident power in their midst. The
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presence of Christ at these times seemed such
a reality to him that it gave him just the per-
sonal touch he needed, while their readings
of the Bible and addresses helped much to
build up his soul. He heard too from them of
George Muller of Bristol and the wonderful
work he was doing for orphan children. It
encouraged him, as nothing else could have
done, to hear of such a work being carried
on by a poor man, who had no means whatever
but the resources of prayer. One can imagine
him saying to himself, “If God’s resources
are so great that He can support that man
and his hundreds of children, how easy it
will be for Him to send me to China when the
time comes.”

Before long he had to move from his
comfortable quarters, as with the doctor’s
growing family his room was needed ; but it
was arranged that he should live with his
aunt, whose home was not far off, and who,
having no children of her own, was glad to
welcome him into her household. It seemed
a very happy arrangement, and Hudson
much appreciated the comfortable surround-
ings and pleasant evenings. Still, uncom-
fortable thoughts assailed him and led to his
leaving this house and going into lodgings
by himself in a poor suburb of the town.

He had felt for some time that he ought to
give at least a tenth part of his salary to the
Lord’s work, and this he had been in the
habit of doing, but now that he no longer
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lived with Dr. Hardey his income had been
increased to cover the cost of his board at
his aunt’s. If he gave a tenth of the whole
amount he would not be able to afford to
live with his aunt, yet he felt it was the right
thing to do. With simple directness he stood
to his principles, and engaged a bed-sitting-
room in a workman’s cottage, undertaking
to board himself. It was not a very cheerful
prospect, for the cottage looked on to a canal
which was really only a deep ditch—the
convenient dump for all the refuse of the
neighbourhood, and commonly spoken of as
Drainside. It was a small cottage with two
rooms downstairs, one on each side of the front
door, overlooking the Drain, and two more up-
stairs. One of the downstairs rooms was now
to become his home, and a more complete
change from the home he was leaving could
not be imagined.

The cottage belonged to a sailor, who was
usually away at sea, and his wife, with a
family of little ones round her, was glad to
let one of her rooms for three shillings a week.
She was an earnest Christian, and in her way
did what she could to make her new lodger
comfortable, though the room only contained
bare necessities.

Here Hudson was surrounded by poverty
and poor, mean streets, and in his walks to
and from the surgery he could not but feel
it pressing on him, for he had a very tender
heart for others, and longed to help these
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people, who were so near to him yet so different.
He spent his long, lonely evenings in study
and prayer, but while he still longed after
China, he did not forget the needs of those
within his reach, and spent much time in
preaching the gospel and visiting from house
to house where he could get an entry.

Lonely he must often have been, but his
conscience told him that he was right, and
he had sought the Lord’s guidance and felt
he had His approval, so he quietly went on
his way in spite of criticism.



CHAPTER VI

“I WILL TRUST AND NOT BE AFRAID.”

he had been trained in habits of self-dis-

cipline as a child, for it was now to stand
him in good stead. His mother was naturally
anxious when she heard that he was to board
himself, for she feared, and not without
reason, that he would stint himself unduly
and suffer in consequence. His housekeeping
was of the simplest description, and he
began to find that he could save about two-
thirds of his income, so that he might have it
available for others. He tells us that in his
experience the less he spent on himself and
the more on others the happier he was, and
the more his soul prospered.

In a letter to his mother to reassure her
we are let into some of the secrets of his ways
of economising. He gave up using butter
and milk and luxuries of every kind, but
said he did not stint himself as the cold
weather gave him a hearty appetite. He
writes : “I have found some brown biscuits
which are really as cheap as bread, eighteen-
pence a stone, and much nicer. For breakfast

IT was well for Hudson at this period that
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I have biscuit and herring, which is cheaper
than butter (three for a penny, and half a
one is enough) with coffee. For dinner I have,
at present, a prune-and-apple pie. Prunes
are two- or three-pence a pound and apples
tenpence a peck. I use no sugar but loaf,
which T powder, and at fourpence halfpenny
a pound I find it is cheaper than the coarser
kind. Sometimes I have roast potatoes and
tongue, which is as inexpensive as any other
meat. For tea I have biscuit and apples. 1
take no supper, or occasionally a little
biscuit and apple. Sometimes I have a rice
pudding, a few peas boiled instead of potatoes,
and now and then some fish. By being wide-
awake I can get cheese at fourpence to six-
pence a pound. . . . So you see at little
expense 1 enjoy many comforts. To these
add a home where every want is anticipated
and ‘the peace of God, which passeth all
understanding,” and if I were not happy and
contented I should deserve to be miserable.”

Contented he certainly was, as his own
comfort was not a thing which weighed with
him, if by doing without he could further the
Master’s interests. We have heard recently
of the poverty and scarcity of food from which
many of the Lord’s people have been suffering
in Russia, Germany and elsewhere, but do
we ourselves know very much of real self-
denial for the Lord’s sake? We must re-
member too that this was a growing lad of
nineteen, in the full vigour of youth, when,
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if ever, he might have been tempted to
enjoy the comforts and pleasures of life,
for we are only young once; but he volun-
tarily denied himself so that he might be-
come better fitted for his future life-work,
and that he might have more to use for others
on behalf of His master.

All this time he was praying most earnestly
that the Lord would open the way for him to
take the gospel to China, whose needs pressed
on him more and more, as he thought of the
twelve million souls who die there year by
year without even having heard of Christ.
“I feel as if 1 could not live if something is
not done for China,” he once said.

At the same time he felt the seriousness of
his position should he manage to get means
to take him to the land of his dreams. He
realised that he would be alone in a strange
land, dependent on God alone for his sup-
plies and indeed for everything—and what
if his faith failed ? God would not fail—that
he was sure of—but had he the right kind
of faith, or would he break down himself ?
Then the thought came to him that if he
would have to trust to God in China, why
not trust Him for his needs in England ? It
was true that his salary was more than
enough for his necessities, but he thought of
a way of putting his faith to the test, to see
whether God would answer his prayers and
respond in blessing.

His salary was paid to him quarterly, and
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Dr. Hardey being a very busy man and some-
what forgetful, had told him to give him a
reminder when it fell due, as otherwise it
would certainly be forgotten. This Hudson
had always done, but now decided that he
would make it a test of his trust in God,
and pray that He Himself would remind the
doctor of the day and thus supply his needs.

As the quarter day drew near he spent
much time in prayer, asking that he might
be confirmed in his faith by receiving a direct
answer to his request. The day came and
went, and nothing was said on either side,
but he continued to wait quietly on the Lord,
until at last one Saturday night, after settling
his weekly bill he found he had only one
half-crown left. Still, his needs had been met
up to that point and he had lacked nothing.

Sunday was a very happy day, he writes,
and his heart was brimming over with blessing,
in spite of his almost empty pockets. The
evenings were usually spent in visiting various
lodging-houses in the very poor parts of the
town, and at the end of his last service, a
poor man came up to him and asked him if he
would go and pray with his wife who, he feared
was dying. It was late at night and the man
said he had already tried to get the priest
to go, but he had asked for eighteen-pence
as payment, and the man had not a penny,
so he refused to go.

Remembering his solitary half-crown and
that, while he had enough food in the house
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for breakfast, the next morning he would
have nothing for dinner if he gave away
his last coin, he began to wish it were in
small change so that he could give the man
sixpence. Down a narrow court they went,
and up a flight of stairs, and then into a
miserable attic, with the poor mother and
a tiny baby lying on a wretched bed and
several half-starved children huddled to-
gether.

What a scene it was !

“Ah!” he thought, “if only I had change
I could give these poor people one and
sixpence to buy some food,” but it did not
occur to him that he might give them the
whole half-crown and trust God for his
next dinner. He tried to talk to the poor
woman and give her the comfort she needed,
but words would not come, so he knelt down
thinking he could at least pray for them.
But this was worse than ever, for the con-
viction came to him that he was nothing
better than a hypocrite, for he could not
trust God unless he had his half-crown safe
in his pocket.

He struggled through with the form of
prayer somehow and then rose to his feet.
Taking the money from his pocket, he held
it out to the man and told him that it was
his last half-crown, and that in giving it to
them he was giving his all, in spite of the
fact that he appeared tothem well-off. Imme-
diately the burden seemed to roll away and
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his spirit was freed and he was able to speak
to them of Christ. His money was gone, but
peace and joy had come in full measure and
he went home rejoicing in the Lord.

As he knelt at his bedside that night he
reminded the Lord of His own word, “He
that giveth to the poor lendeth to the Lord,”
and quite simply He told the Lord of His
needs, and asked that He would in some way
come in to meet them. He had still a plate
of porridge left for breakfast, and while he
was eating it next morning the postman’s
knock sounded and his landlady brought him
a letter. It was a surprise, as he rarely got
letters on Monday morning, and the writing
was unknown to him. On opening the
envelope, however, he was still more as-
tonished, for there was no letter, but a pair
of kid gloves folded inside a blank sheet of
paper, and out of the glove fell—half a
sovereign !

“Praise the Lord,” he exclaimed. ‘Four
hundred per cent for twelve hours’ invest-
ment—that is good interest ! How glad the
merchants of Hull would be if they could
lend their money at such a rate.”

The Lord had not forgotten him, and he
was much cheered and encouraged to go on
in his path of faith. His need was met for
the moment, but however careful one may
be ten shillings does not last very long when
it has to supply rent and food; and still there
was no mention of the salary owing to him.
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At the end of a fortnight he was again at
the end of his resources, and being Saturday
the rent was due for his room and he had
nothing with which to meet it. Mrs. Finch
was a poor woman, and he knew she needed
the money, and moreover it was due; and
he was much troubled as to how he should
act. He could easily get the money by
reminding his employer that it was over-
due; it was not that that troubled him ;
but if he had to do this he would feel that he
had failed in his pathway of faith. If he
failed in England, how could he hope not to
fail in China ?

All day long on Saturday, in the intervals
of his work, he raised his heart in prayer to
the God who, he felt, could not fail him in
his need ; and he had the feeling that he was
not to speak to Dr. Hardey, but that he was
to wait his Father’s time and way.

About five o’clock that afternoon the
doctor came into the surgery, where Hudson
was busy with some dispensing, and after a
few minutes’ talk he said, “By the way,
Taylor, is not your salary due again ? > The
relief was so great that Hudson could barely
steady his voice to say that it was overdue
some time. Surely God had come in and
heard his prayers, and the answer had come ;
but the next moment his spirits sank, for the
doctor said, “Oh! I am so sorry you did
not remind me. You know how busy I am.
I wish T had thought of it a little sooner,
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for only this afternoon I sent all the money
1 had to the bank, otherwise I would pay
you at once.”

The disappointment was so great that he
was glad to escape from the room without
replying, as the pan he was stirring boiled
over and gave him the necessary opportunity.
Left alone, he again betook himself to
prayer, until comfort came to him. God
knew his need and surely would not fail him.
The first part of his prayer was already
answered, for had not the doctor remembered
his overdue salary without any reminder ?
Now it only needed the money for his imme-
diate necessities, and his Father might be
going to provide this in some other way.

Hour by hour slipped away, and still the
light burned in the little surgery. He felt
unwilling to leave, yet had no reason to stay,
but at last at ten o’clock he was preparing
to go, glad to think that he would not have
to face his landlady that night, for she
would certainly have gone to bed, when he
heard a step outside.

The doctor entered, laughing heartily, and
asked for the ledger, telling Hudson that one
of his richest patients had just come in to
pay his bill. He said he felt he must get
this account off his mind, and so had come
in at that late hour to settle it.

Hudson also was amused at such unusual
urgency in a wealthy man, who could send
a cheque at any time, but it did not occur

E
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to him that the man was God’s messenger
until Dr. Hardey handed him some of the
notes, saying, “By the way, Taylor, you
might as well take these notes. I have no
change, but can give you the balance next
week.”’

Joy filled his heart, his Father had not
forgotten him, and best of all, he could go
to China and trust God for his needs !



CHAPTER VII.

NOTHING TOO HARD.

OON after this, Hudson began to be
S perplexed as to his immediate future.
He felt he had learned all he could
from Dr. Hardey, and he had saved up
enough money for his outfit to go to China.
To travel as a passenger would be beyond
his means at present, but so great was his
longing to get started, that he thought of
going “before the mast” if an opportunity
should occur. His parents, however, were
very much against this, and thought he
should stay longer in England and gain more
experience, and as friends also took this view,
he felt it must be the leading of God, and
accepted it as such.

He had been corresponding for some time
past with a London society called the China
Evangelisation Society, and they had offered
to pay his medical fees if he would go to
London and study as a doctor in preparation
for going to China. This he would have been
glad to do if he could have got a post as
doctor’s assistant, so that he could earn
enough to pay his way, but try as he would
he could not hear of any such post near
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enough to the hospital to be any use. Then
Dr. Hardey, anxious to keep him, offered to
help him with medical work at the hospital
in Hull, but to do this he would have had
to bind himself for a specified time, and this
he did not feel able to do, as he did not
know when the call might come to China.

Finally he decided to go to London. He
had saved up a little money above and
beyond what he had for his outfit, and an
uncle living in Soho had invited him to go
there to stay on his arrival in town until
he could make other arrangements. He
privately thought that it would be very
difficult for him to find work that he could
fit in with his studies at the hospital, because
he did not feel it would be right to bind
himself in any way for a set period. This
proved to be the case, but Hudson was in
no way dismayed by the circumstance, as
he had already decided to commit his way
entirely to the Lord, and trust Him either
to provide suitable work or else to maintain
him in some other way while he was studying.
He did not tell his parents this, and they,
supposing that he had made some kind of
arrangement, and knowing that his hospital
expenses were to be paid, did not enquire
further into his plans.

So it came about that at twenty years old
he reached London by a coasting steamer
from Hull one foggy Sunday morning, with
high hopes for the future, and a quiet confi-
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dence in the promises of God, but very little
money in his pockets. Some of the passengers
went ashore, but Hudson with a few others
spent the day on board, glad of the quiet
time to wait on God for guidance as to his
future plans.

The next morning he went to the boarding
house in Soho where his uncle and also a
cousin had rooms. Here he was warmly
received and soon settled down, sharing a
room with his cousin to reduce expenses ; but
the change between the quiet of his Drainside
lodging and the rush and bustle of a London
boarding house was complete. He could not
but miss the Christian atmosphere to which
he had been accustomed, first in his home
at Barnsley and then in the doctor’s house
at Hull, and he found that both his uncle
and cousin strongly disapproved of his plans,
or rather his lack of plans, for supporting
himself during his hospital course.

“Talk of trusting God,” his cousin would
say, “one must trust one’s own exertions too.”

His father had offered to support him while
he was studying, but Hudson knew that it
would be difficult for him to do so, owing to
business losses; and so, unwilling to be a
burden, and anxious also to still further prove
the promises and goodness of God, he re-
fused the offer. If his relatives did not
understand his motives, he felt sure of
getting sympathetic advice from Mr. Pearse,
the honorary secretary of the China Evange-
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lisation Society, which he intended to join.
How far this was going back on his first
idea of going to China, as the apostles went
to the cities of Judah in faith for their daily
needs, it is not for us to say. The Society
appeared to have the same aims as his own, and
their offer of help had come to him at a time
when he was perplexed as to what to do, and
it is very natural to each of us to wish to have
some kind of human prop, even if we are
relying on God.

It was somewhat of a blow to him on going
to see Mr. Pearse to find that his case would
have to be considered by the committee,
and nothing could be settled until he had
filled in forms and obtained testimonials, and
that it might be some weeks, or even longer,
before anything could be decided. The
committee had no idea of the years of soul
exercise that lay behind his offering himself
as a candidate, and they did not know the
burning love for souls, and especially for
China, that filled the whole heart and thoughts
of this young man from the north. In the
meantime his money was getting low and he
would soon be in difficulties unless the way
was made clear for him. It was a very
searching test, and his cousin was con-
stantly urging him to do as everyone else
did, and think of himself a bit.

In a letter to his mother he says, “How
sweet it is to be dependent on the Lord for
everything. . . . All, all is best as He sees
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fit to guide. And He does guide and provide,
both in temporal and spiritual matters, as
long as we trust in Him. . . . Never mind
results. . . . Let us leave them all to Him. . ..
While unbelief sees only the difficulties, faith
sees God between itself and them.” His
parents were very concerned when they
heard of his difficulties, and his father wrote
offering him a partnership in his business ;
but tempting as this offer must have been to
him in his unsettled position, he felt that
God’s call was too great a reality to be put
thus lightly on one side for his own personal
advancement.

While awaiting the committee’s decision
he began his medical studies in the room he
shared with his cousin, and the effect of
his quiet confidence and waiting upon God
began to shew itself in the awakening interest
of his cousin to divine things. It was not
for nothing that he saw the peace and joy
that comes even in the most trying circum-
stances to those who quietly rest in the
Lord; and before many months were gone
by he also was witnessing in the boarding
house to the saving power of God.

After some few weeks of delay, Hudson
was formally accepted as a candidate, and
authorised to begin his studies at the London
Hospital at Mile End. His thankfulness at
the removal of all the obstacles may be well
imagined, and the happiness with which he
entered on his medical course. It was a four
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mile walk each way to and from the hospital,
and as he could not afford the threepenny
bus fare, there was nothing to be done but
to go on foot; and this he did, for while he
records how the Lord supplied his needs,
often to his surprise and delight, there was
no money for anything but absolute neces-
sities.

We often hear of men who have endured
all kinds of hardship with fortitude to attain
some great end, or men who have taken
great risks to make themselves a name, or
to win honour and glory ; but here was one,
hardly more than a lad, who was so filled
with the desire of carrying the glad tidings
of the gospel to those who were in darkness,
that he was prepared to sacrifice all his pros-
pects, to leave those he loved, and even to
deny himself the common necessities of life
so that he might attain his end and respond
to the call of God. He could not afford the
boarding-house meals, and having had some
experience in boarding himself in Hull, and
economical living, he decided to do the same
in London. Whether it was really necessary
to go to the lengths of self-denial to which
he did at this time it is not easy to say, but
it gives us a little idea of his determination
and spirit of self-sacrifice, and above all his
love of souls.

It was November when Hudson started
work at the hospital, and London at this
time of year is anything but plesaant, even
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to those who can supply themselves with
every comfort and return each night after a
busy day to a well cooked meal and com-
fortable home. But what it must have been
to a lad, far from strong, with a four mile
tramp night and morning in all weathers
on a very cheap and insufficient diet, it is
not difficul